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‘‘ Those individuals who have led secluded 
or isolated lives, or have hitherto moved in 
other spheres than those wherein well-bred 
people move, will gather all the information 
necessary from these pages to render them 
thoroughly conversant with the manners 
and amenities of society ” — M miners arid 
Rules of Good Society by a Member of 
the Aristocracy 
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The Ltiile Shop at New Romney 




§ I 


'NTIL he was nearly arrived at manhood it did 
not become clear to Kipps how it was that he had come 
into the care of an aunt and uncle instead of having a 
father and mother like other little boys He had vague 
memories of a somewhere else — a dim room, a window 
looking down on white buildings, and of a someone else 
who talked to forgotten people and who was his mother 
He could not recall her features very distinctly, but he 
lemembered with extreme definition a white dress she 
wore, with a pattern of little sprigs of flowers and little 
bows upon It, and a girdle of straight-ribbed white 
ribbon about the waist Linked with this, he knew not 
how, were clouded, half-obliterated recollections of 
scenes in which there was weeping, weeping m which 
he was inscrutably moved to join Some terrible tall 
man with a loud voice played a part in these scenes, 
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^nd either before or after them theie \^eie impres 
sions of looking for interminable periods out of the 
windows of railway trams in the company of these 
two people 

He knew, though he could not remember that he had 
ever been told, that a certain faded, wistful Lee that 
looked at him fiom a plush and gilt framed dagueneo 
type above the mantel of the '‘sitting roon ^ was the 
face of his mothei But that knowledge did not touch 
his dim memories with any elucidation In the photo 
graph she was a giilish figure, leaning against a photo 
grapher’s stile, and with all the self conscious shrinking 
natural to that position She had curly hair and a face 
far younger and prettier than any other mother in his 
expeiience She swung a Dolly Varden hat by the 
string, and looked with obedient respectful eyes at the 
photographer gentleman who had commanded the pose 
She was very slight and pretty But the phantom 
mother who haunted his memory so elusivelv was not 
like that, though he could not remember how she 
differed Perhaps she was older, or i little less 
shrinking, or, it may be, only dressed m a diffeient 
wav 

It is clear she handed him over to his *4unt and uncle 
at New Romney with explicit directions and a cer am 
endowment One gathers she had something of that 
fine sense of social distinctions that subsequently played 
so large a part m Kipps’ career He was not to go to a 
“ common ” school, she provided, but to a certain 
seminary in Hastings that was not only a " middle class 
academy,” with mortar-boards and every evidence of a 
higher social tone, but also remarkably cheap She 
seems to have been animated by the desire to do her best 
for Kipps, even at a certain sacrifice of herself, as though 
Kipps were in some way a superior sort of person She 
sent pocket money to him from time to time for a year 
or more after Hastings had begun for him, but her face 
he never saw in the days of his lucid memory 
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His aunt and uncle were already high on the hill of 
life when first he came to them They had married foi 
comfort in the evening or at any rate in the late after 
noon of their days They were at first no more than 
vague figures in the background of proximate realities, 
such realities as familiar chairs and tables, quiet to ride 
and drive, the newel of the staircase, kitchen furniture, 
pieces of firewood, the boiler tap, old newspapers, the 
cat, the High Street, the back yard and the flat fields 
that are always so near in that little town He knew all 
the stones in the yard individually, the creeper in the 
corner, the dustbin and the mossy wall, better than 
many men know the faces of their wives There was a 
corner under the ironing-board which, by means of a 
shawl, could be made, under propitious gods, a very 
decent cubby-house, a corner that served him for several 
years as the indisputable hub of the world, and the 
stringy places in the caipet, the knots upon the dresser, 
and the several corners of the rag hearthrug his uncle 
had made, became essential parts of his mental founda- 
tions The shop he did not know so thoroughly, it was 
a forbidden region to him, yet somehow he managed to 
know It very well 

His aunt and uncle were the immediate gods of this 
world, and, like the gods of the world of old occasion- 
ally descended right into it, with arbitrary injunctions 
and disproportionate punishments And, unhappily, one 
rose to their Olympian level at meals Then one had 
to say one s ^ grace,’' hold one’s spoon and fork in mad, 
unnatural ways called properly,” and refrain from 
eating even nice sweet things ^'too fast” If he 
^"gobbled” there was trouble, and at the slightest 
abandon with knife, fork, and spoon, his aunt rapped 
his knuckles, albeit his uncle always finished up his 
gravy with his knife Sometimes, moreover, his uncle 
would come pipe in hand out of a sedentary remoteness 
in the most disconcerting way xvhen a little boy wa^ 
doing the most natural and attractive things, with 
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“ Drat and drabbit that young rascal ’ What s he 
a-doing of now?” And his aunt would appear at door 
01 window to mteriupt interesting conversation with 
children who were upon unknown grounds considered 
“ low ” and undesirable, and call him in The 
pleasantest little noises, however softly you did them, 
drumming on tea-trays, trumpeting your fists, whistling 
on keys, ringing chimes with a couple of pails, or play- 
ing tunes on the window-panes, brought down the god 
in anger Yet what noise is fainter than }'Our finger on 
the window — ^gently done? Sometimes, however, these 
gods gave him broken toys out of the shop, and then 
one loved them better — for the shop they kept was, 
among other things, a toy-shop The other things 
included books to read and books to give away, and 
local photographs, it had some pretensions also to be a 
china-shop, and the fascia spoke of glass, it was also a 
stationer’s shop with a touch of haberdashery about it, 
and in the windows and odd corners were mats and 
terra-cotta dishes, and milkmg-stools for painting, and 
there was a hint of picture-frames, and fire screens, and 
fishing tackle, and air-guns, and bathing suits, and tents 
— ^various things, indeed, but all cruelly attractive to a 
small boy’s fingers Once his aunt gave him a trumpet 
if he would promise faithfully not to blow it, and after- 
wards took It away again And his aunt made him say 
his catechism, and something she certainly called the 
y Qolic for the Day ,” every Sunday in the year 

As the two ^ew old as he grew up, and as his im- 
pression of them modified insensibly from year to year, 
It seemed to him at last that they had always been as 
they were when in his adolescent days his impression of 
things grew fixed, his aunt he thought of as alwaj^s lean, 
rather worried looking, and prone to a certain obliquity 
of cap, and his uncle massive, many-chinned, and care- 
less about his buttons They neither visited nor 
received visitors They were always very suspicious 
about their neighbours and other people generally, they 
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feared the ‘Mow’’ and they hated and despised the 
“stuck-up,” and so they “kept themselves to them- 
selves,” according to the English ideal Consequently 
little Kipps had no playmates, except through the sm 
of disobedience By inheient nature he had a sociable 
disposition When he was in the High Street he made 
a point of saying “Hello’” to passing cyclists, and he 
would put his tongue out at the Quodling children 
whenever their nursemaid was not looking And he 
began a friendship with Sid Pornick, the son of the 
haberdasher next door, that, with wide intermissions, 
was destined to last his lifetime through 

Pornick the haberdasher, I may say at once, was, 
according to old Kipps, a “blaring jackass”, he was a 
teetotaller, a “ nyar, nyar, ’im-singing Methodis’,” and 
altogether distasteful and detrimental, he and his to- 
gether, to true Kipps ideals, so far as httle Kipps could 
gather them This Poinick certainly possessed an 
enormous voice, and he annoyed old Kipps greatly by 
calling, “ You — Arn ” and “ Siddee,” up and down his 
house He annoyed old Kipps by private choral services 
on Sunday, all his family “nyar, nvaring”, and by 
mushroom culture, by behaving as though the pilaster 
between the two shops was common property, by 
making a noise of hammering in the afternoon when 
old Kipps wanted to be quiet after his midday meal, by 
going up and down uncarpeted staiis in his boots, by 
having a black beard, by attempting to be friendly, and 
by — all that sort of thing In fact, he annoyed old 
Kipps He annoyed him especially with his shop door 
mat Old Kipps never beat his mat, preferring to let 
sleeping dust he, and, seeking a motive for a foolish 
proceeding, he held that Pornick waited until there was 
a suitable wind in order that the dust disengaged in 
that operation might defile his neighbour’s shop These 
issues would frequently develop into loud and vehement 
quarrels, and on one occasion came so near to violence 
as to be subsequently described by Pornick (who read 
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his newspaper) as a “Disgraceful Frackass ’ On that 
occasion he certainly went into his own shop with 
extieme celerity 

But It was through one of these quarrels that the 
friendship of little Kipps and Sid Pornick came about 
The two small bo)s found themsehes one dav looking 
through the gate at the doctor’s goats together, they 
exchanged a few contradictions about which goat could 
fight which, and then young Kipps was moved to remark 
that Sid’s father was a “ blaring jackass ” Sid said he 
wasn’t, and Kipps repeated that he was, and quoted his 
authority Then Sid, flying off at a tangent rather 
alarmingly, said he could fight young Kipps with one 
hand, an assertion young Kipps with a secret want of 
confidence denied There were some \ain repetitions, 
and the incident might have ended there, but happily a 
sporting butcher boy chanced on the contioversy at this 
stage, and insisted upon seeing fair play 

The two small boys under his pressing encouragement 
did at last button up their jackets, square and fight an 
edifying drawn battle, until it seemed good to the 
butcher-boy to go on with Mrs Holyer’s mutton 
Then, according to his directions and under his ex- 
perienced stage management, they shook hands and made 
It up Subsequently, a little tear-stained perhaps, but 
flushed with the butcher boy’s approval (“ tough little 
kids ”), and with cold stones down their necks as he 
advised, they sat side by side on the doctor’s gate, 
projecting very much behind, stanching an honourable 
bloodshed and expressing respect for one another Each 
had a bloody nose and a black eye — three days later they 
matched to a shade — neither had given in, and, though 
this was tacit, neither wanted any more 

It was an excellent beginning After this first en- 
counter the attributes of their parents and their own 
relative value in battle never rose between them, and if 
anything was wanted to complete the warmth of their 
regard it was found in a joint dislike of the eldest 
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Quodlmg The eldest Quodling lisped, had a silly sort 
of straw hat and a large pink face (all covered over with, 
self satisfaction), and he went to the National School 
with a green baize bag — a contemptible thing to do 
They called him names and threw stones at him, and 
when he replied by threatenings Look ’ere, young 
Art Kipth, vou better thto'ppt ) they were moved to 
attack and put him to flight 

And after that they broke the head of Ann Pornick’s 
doll, so that she went home weeping loudly — a wicked 
and endearing proceeding Sid was whacked, but, as 
he explained, he wore a newspaper tactically adjusted 
during the transaction, and really it didn’t hurt^him at 
all And Mrs Pornick put her head out of the 

shop door suddenly, and threatened Kipps as he passed 

§ 2 

Cavendish Academy,” the school that had won the 
limited choice of Kipps’ vanished mother, was estab- 
lished in a battered piivate house in the part of Hasting 
remotest from the sea it was called an Academy for 
Young Gentlemen, and many of the young eentlemen 
had parents in ** India ” and other unveriflable places 
Others were the sons of credulous widows anxious, as 
Kipps’ mother had been, to get something a little 
superior ” to a board school education as cheaply as 
possible and others again were sent to demonstrate the 
dignity of their parents a^id guardians And of course 
there were boys fiom France 

Its ** principal ” was a lean long creature qf in 
difleient digestion and temper, who proclaimed himself 
on a gilt lettered board in his front areas George Garden 
Woodrow, F S Sc , letters indicating that he had paid 
certain guineas for a bogus diploma A bleak white- 
washed outhouse constituted his schoolroom, and the 
scholastic quality of its carved and worn desks and forms 
was enhanced by a slippery blackboard and two large 
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yellow out of date maps, one of Africa and the other 
of Wiltshiie, that he had picked ip cheap at a sale 
There were other maps and globes m his studv, where 
he interviewed inquiiing parents, but these his pupils 
never saw And m a glass cupboard in the passage was 
several shillings’ worth of test tubes and chemicals, a 
tripod, a glass retort, and a damaged Bunsen burner, 
manifesting that the Scientific laboratory ” mentioned 
in the prospectus was no idle boast 

This prospectus, which was in dignified but incorrect 
English, laid particular stress on the sound preparation 
for a commercial career given in the Academy, but the 
army, navy, and civil service were glanced at in an 
ambiguous sentence There was something vague in the 
prospectus about ‘‘ examinational successes ” — though 
Woodrow, of course, disapproved of “ cram ” — and a 
declaration that the curriculum included art, 
modern foreign languages ” and “ a sound technical 
and scientific training ” Then came insistence upon 
the moral well-being of the pupils, and an emphatic 
boast of the excellence of the religious instruction, “ so 
often neglected nowadays even m schools of wide 
repute” That’s bound to fetch ’em,” Mr Woodrow 
had remarked when he drew up the prospectus And 
in conjunction with the mortar boards it certainly did 
Attention vw directed to the motherly ” care of Mrs 
Woodrow-^n reality a small partially effaced woman 
with a plaintive face and a mind above cookery, and the 
prospectus concluded with a phrase intentionally vague, 
Fare unrestricted, and oui own milk and produce ” 
The memories Kipps earned from that school into 
after life were set in an atmosphere of stuffiness and 
mental muddle, and included countless pictures of 
sitting on creaking forms bored and idle, of blot licking 
and the taste of ink, of torn books with covers that set 
one’s teeth on edge, of the slimy surface of the laboured 
slates, of furtive marble-playing, whispered story telling, 
and of pinches, blows, and a thousand such pettv annoy- 
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ances being perpetually ‘‘ passed on ’ according to the 
custom of the place, of standing up in class and being 
hit suddenly and unreasonably for imaginary misbe 
havionr, of Mr Woodroy^^’s raving days, when a scarcely 
sane injustice prevailed, of the cold vacuity of the hour 
of preparation before the bread-and-butter breakfast, 
and of horrible headaches and queer, unprecedented, 
internal feelings resulting from Mrs Woodrow’s 
motherly rather than intelligent cookery There were 
dreary walks, when the bovs marched two by two, all 
dressed in the mortar-board caps that so impressed the 
widowed mothers, there were dismal half holidays when 
the weather was wet and the spirit of evil temper and 
evil imagination had the pent bovs to work its will on 
there were unfair, dishonourable fights and miserable 
defeats and victories, there was bullying and being 
bullied A coward boy Kipps particularly afflicted, 
until at last he was goaded to revolt by incessant perse 
cution, and smote Kipps to tolerance with whirling 
fists There were memories of sleeping three in a bed, 
of the dense leathery smell of the schoolroom when one 
returned thither after ten minutes’ play, of a play 
ground of mud and incidental sharp flints And theie 
was much furtive foul language 

"‘Our Sundays are our happiest days,” was one of 
Woodrow’s formulae with the inquiring parent, but 
Kipps was not called in evidence They were to him 
terrible gaps of inanity — no worl , no play, a drear 
expanse of time with the mystery of church twice and 
plum duff once in the middle The afternoon was 
given up to furtive relaxations, among which figured 
"‘Torture Chamber” games wi h the less agreeable 
weaker bovs It was from the difference between this 
day and common days that Kipps derived his first 
definite conceptions of the nature of God and heaven 
His instinct was to evade any closer acquaintance as 
long as he could 

The solid work varied according to the prevailing 
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mood of Mr. Woodrow. Sometimes that was a 
despondent lethargy, copy-books were distributed or 
sums were set,” or the great mystery of book-keeping 
was declared in being, and beneath these superficial 
activities lengthy conversations and interminable guess- 
ing games with marbles went on while Mr. Woodrow 
sat inanimate at his desk heedless of school affairs, 
staring in front of him at unseen things. At times his 
face was utterly inane, at times it had an expression of 
stagnant amazement, as if he satv before his eyes with 
pitiless clearness the dishonour and mischief of his 
'being. . . . 

At other times the F.S.Sc. roused himself to action, 
and would stand up a wavering class and teach it, 
goading it with bitter mockery and blows through a 
chapter of Ahn^s First French Course,” or “ France 
and the French,” or a Dialogue about a travellers 
washing, or the parts of an opera-house. His own 
knowledge of French had been obtained years ago in 
another English private school, and he had refreshed it 
by occasional weeks of loafing and mean adventure in 
Dieppe. He would sometimes in their lessons hit upon 
some reminiscence of these brighter days, and then he 
would laugh inexplicably and repeat French phrases of 
an unfamiliar type. 

Among the commoner exercises he prescribed the 
learning of long passages of poetry from a Poetry 
Book,” which he would delegate an elder boy to 
" hear,” and there was reading aloud from the Holy 
Bible, verse by verse — it was none of your godless ” 
schools! — so that you counted the verses up to your 
turn and then gave yourself to conversation — and some- 
times‘ one read from a cheap History of this land. 
They did, as Kipps reported, ^Moads of catechism.” 
Also there was much learning of geographical names 
and lists, and sometimes Woodrow in an outbreak of 
energy would see these names were actually found on a 
map. And once, just once, there was a chemistry 
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lesson — a lesson of indescribable excitement — glass 
things of the strangest shape, a smell like bad eggs, 
something bubbling in something, a smash and stench, 
and Mr Woodrow saying quite distinctly — they 
thrashed it out in the dormitory afterwards — Damn 
followed by the whole school being kept in, with extra 
ordinary seventies, for an hour 

But interspersed with the memories of this grey 
loutine were certain patches of brilliant colour — the 
holidays, his holidays, which in spite of the feud 
between their seniors, he spent as much as possible with 
Sid Pornick, the son of the irascible black bearded 
haberdasher next door They seemed to be memories 
of a different world There were glorious days of 
mucking about ” along the beach, the siege of unre 
sisting Martello towers, the incessant interest of the 
mystery and motion of windmills, the windy excursions 
with boarded feet over the yielding shingle to Dunge 
ness lighthouse — Sid Pornick and he far adrift from 
reality, smugglers and armed men from the moment 
they left Great Stone behind them — ^wanderings in the 
hedgeless reedy maish, long excursions reaching even to 
Hythe, where the machine-guns of the Empire are for 
ever whirling and tapping, and to Rye and Winchelsea, 
peiched like dream cities on their little hills The sky 
in these memories was the blazing hemisphere of the 
marsh heavens in summer, or its wintry tumult of sky 
and sea, and there were wrecks, real wrecks, in it (near 
Dymchurch pitched high and blackened and rotting 
were the ribs of a fishing-smack flung aside like an emptv 
basket when the sea had devoured its crew), and theie 
ivas bathing all naked in the sea, bathing to one's arm 
pits and even trying to swim m the warm sea-water 
(spite of his aunt’s prohibition), and (with her in 
dulgence) the rare eating of dinner from a paper parcel, 
miles away from home Toke and cold ground nee 
puddin’ with plums it used to be— there is no better 
food at all And for the background, in the place of 
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Woodrow’s mean and fretting rule, were his aunt’s 
spare but frequently quite amiable figure — for though 
she insisted on his repeating the English Church Cate 
chism every Sunday, she had an easy wav over dinners 
that one wanted to take abroad — and his uncle, cor 
pulent and irascible, but sedentary and easily escaped 
And freedom’ 

The holidays were indeed very different from school 
They were free, they were spacious, and though he 
never knew it in these words — they had an element of 
beauty In his memory of his boyhood they shone iue 
strips of stained-glass window m a dreary waste of 
scholastic wall, they grew brighter and brighter as thv,y 
grew remoter There came a time at last and moods 
when he could look back to them with a feeling akin 
to tears 

The last of these windows was the brightest, and 
instead of the kaleidoscopic effects of its predecessors its 
glory was a single figure For in the last of his holidays, 
before the Moloch of Retail Trade got hold of him, 
Kipps made his first tentative essays at the mysterious 
shrine of Love Very tentative they were, for he had 
become a boy of subdued passions, and potential rather 
than actual affectionateness 

And the object of these first stirrings of the great 
desire was no other than Ann Pornick, the head of 
whose doll he and Sid had broken long ago, and re 
joiced over long ago, in the days when he had yet to 
learn the meaning of a heart 

§3 

Negotiations were already on foot to make Kipps into 
a draper before he discovered the lights that lurked m 
Ann Pornick’s eyes School was over, absolutely over, 
and It was chiefly present to him that he was never to 
go to school again It was high summer The “ break- 
ing up ” of school had been hilarious, and the excellent 
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maxim, “ Last Day’s Pay Day,” had been observed by 
him with a scrupulous attention to his honour He had 
punched the heads of all his enemies, wrung wrists and 
1 icked shins , he had distributed all his unfinished copy 
books, all his school books, his collection of marbles 
and his mortar-board cap among such as loved him , and 
he had secretly written in obscure pages of their books, 
remember Art Kipps ” He had also split the anaemic 
Woodrow’s cane, carved his own name deeply in several 
places about the premises, and broken the scullery 
window He had told everybody so often that he was 
to learn to be a sea captain that he had come almost to 
believe the thing himself And now he was home, and 
school was at an end for him evermore 

He was up before six on the day after his return, and 
out in the hot sunlight of the yard He set himself to 
whistle a peculiarly penetrating arrangement of three 
notes, supposed by the boys of the Hastings Academy 
and himself and Sid Pornick, for no earthly reason wJiat 
ever, to be the original Huron war cry As he did 
this he feigned not to be doing it, because of the hatred 
between his uncle and the Pornicks, but to be examining 
with respect and admiration a new wing of the dustbin 
recently erected by his uncle — a pretence that would 
not ha\e deceived a nestling tomtit 

Pre ently there came a familiar echo from the Pornick 
hunting-ground Then Kipps began to sing, ^^Ar pars 
eight tra la, in the lane be’ind the church ” To which 
an unseen person answered, ‘‘ Ar pars eight it is, in the 
lane be’iiid the church ” The “ tra-la ” was considered 
to render this sentence incomprehensible to the un 
initiated In order to conceal their operations still 
more securely, both parties to this duet then gave vent 
to a vocalisation of the Huron war-cry again, and after 
a lingering repetition of the last and shrillest note 
dispersed severally, as became boys in the enjoyment of 
holidays, to light the house fires for the day 

Half-past eight found Kipps sitting on the sunlit 
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gate at the top of the long lane that rims towards the 
sea, clashing his boots in a slow ihythm, and whistling 
with great violence all that he knew of an excruciatingly 
pathetic air There appeared along by the churchyard 
wall a girl m a short frock, brown-haiied, quick 
coloured, and with dark blue eyes She had grown so 
that she was a little taller than Kipps, and 1 er colour had 
improved He scarcely remembered her, so changed 
\\3LS she since last holidays — if indeed he had seen her 
last holidays, a thing he could not clearly remember 
Some vague emotion arose at the si2;ht of her He 
stopped whistling and regarded her, oddlv tongue tied 
‘‘ He can't come,” said Ann, advancing boldly 
“ Not yet” 

« What-not Sid?” 

** No Father’s made him dust all his boxes again ” 

“ What for?” 

I dunno Father’s in a stew ’smorning ” 

Oh«” 

Pause Kipps looked at her, and then was unable to 
look at her again She regarded him with interest 
“ You left school ?” she remarked after a pause 
“ Yes ” 

“ So’s Sid ” 

The conversation languished Ann put her hands on 
the top of the gate, and began a stationary hopping, a 
sort of ineffectual gymnastic experiment 
Can you run ?” she said presently 
Run you any day,” said Kipps 
“ Gimme a start ?” 

Where for?” said Kipps 

Ann considered, and indicated a tree She walked 
towards it, and turned ‘‘ Gimme to here ?” she 
called 

Kipps, standing now and touching the gate, smiled 
to express conscious superiority “ Further he said 
“ Here?” 

‘‘Bit more*” said Kipps, and then, repenting of his 
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magnanimity, said “ Orf ’ ’’ suddenly, and so recovered 
his lost concession 

They arrived abreast at the tree, flushed and out of 
breath 

^^Tie'' said Ann, throwing her hair back from hei 
face with her hand 

I won,” panted Kipps 
They disputed firmly but quite politely 
Run It ag in, then,” said Kipps / don’t mind ” 
They returned towards the gate 
You don’t run bad,” says Kipps tempeiately, ex 
pressing sincere admiration I’m pretty good, you 
know ’ 

Ann sent her hair back by an expert to s of the head 
‘‘ You give me a start,” she allowed 

They became awaie of Sid approaching them 
You better look out, young Ann,” said Sid, with 
that irreverent want of sympathy usual in brothers 
' You been out nearly ’arf-’our Nothing ain’t been 
done upstairs Father said he didn t know where j-ou 
was, but when he did he’d waim y’r young ear ” 

Ann prepared to go 
How about that race?” asked Kipps 
“Lor’’” cried Sid, quite shocked ‘‘You ain’t been 
racing 

Ann swung herself round the end of the gate with 
her eyes on Kipps, and then turned away suddenly and 
ran off down the lane 

Kipps’ eyes tried to go after her, and came back to 
Sid s 

I give her a lot of start,” said Slipps apologetically 
“It wasn’t a proper race” And so the subject was 
dismissed But Kipps was disiTCut for some seconds, 
perhaps, and the mischief had begun in him 
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§4 

They proceeded to the question of how two accom- 
plished Hurons might most satisfactorily spend the 
morning Manifestly then line lay straight along the 
lane to the sea 

“ There’s a new wreck,” said Sid, and my — don’t 
it stink just’” 

Stink?” 

“ Fair make you sick It’s rotten wheat ” 

They fell to talking of wrecl s, and so came to iron- 
clads and wars and suchlike manly matters 

Half-way to the wreck Kipps made a casual irrelevant 
remark ‘‘ Your sister ain’t a bad sort,” he said off- 
handedly 

I clout her a lot,” said Sidney modestly, and after a 
pause the talk reverted to more suitable topics 

The new wreck was full of rotting grain, and smelt 
abominably, even as Sid had said This was excellent 
They had it all to themselves They took possession 
of It in force, at Sid’s suggestion, and had speedily to 
defend it against enormous numbers of imaginary 
“ natives,” who were at last driven off by loud shouts 
of bang bang and vigoious thrusting and shoving of 
sticks Then, also at Sid’s direction, they sailed with it 
into the midst of a combined French, German, and 
Russian fleet, demolishing the combination unassisted, 
and having descended to the beach, clambered up the 
side and cut out their own vessel in brilliant style, they 
underwent a magnificent shipwreck (with vocalised 
thunder) and floated ** waterlogged ” — so Sid insisted — 
upon an exhausted sea 

These things drove Ann out of mind for a time 
But at last, as they drifted without food or water upon 
a stagnant ocean, haggard-eyed, chins between their 
hands, looking in vain for a sail, she came to mind 
again abruptly 
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It’s rather nice ’avmg sisters,” remarked one perish- 
ing manner 

Sid turned round and regarded him thoughtfully 
“ Not It he said 
“ No?” 

‘‘ Not a bit of It ” 

He grinned confidentially Know too much,” he 
said, and afterwards “ get out of things ” 

He resumed his gloomy scrutiny of the hopeless 
horizon Presently he fell to spitting jerkily between 
his teeth, as he had read was the wav with such ripe 
manhood as chews its quid 

“ Sisters,” he said, is rot That’s what sisters are 
Girls if you like, but sisters — no 
‘ But ain’t sisters girls?” 

“ N eaow /” said Sid, with unspeakable scorn 
And Kipps answered, “ Of course I didn’t 

mean I wasn’t thinking of that ” 

“ You got a girl ?” asked Sid, spitting very cleverly 
again 

Kipps admitted his deficiency He felt compunction 
“ You don’t know who my girl is. Art Kipps — I 
bet ” 

Who ts then?” asked Kipps, still chiefly occupied 
bv his own poverty 
“ Ah’” 

Kipp let a moment elapse before he did his duty 
‘‘Tell US’” 

Sid eved him and hesitated “ Secret ?” he said 
“ Secret ” 

“ D} mg solemn ? ’ 

“Dying solemn’” Kipps’ self concentration passed 
into curiosity 

Sid administered a terrible oath Even after that 
precaution he adhered lovingly to his facts “ It begins 
with a Nem,” he said, doling them out parsimoniously 
“ M A U D,” he spelled, with a stern eye on Kipps, 
“ C H A R T E R I S ” 


z 
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Now Maud Chartens was a young person of eighteen 
and the daughter of the \icai of St Bavon’s, — besides 
which she had a bicycle, — so that as hei name unfolded 
the hce of Kipps lengthened with respect Get out 
he gasped inciedulously “ She am t your girl, Sid 
Poinick ” 

She IS*’' answered Sid stoutly 

« What— tiuth?’ 

“ Truth ” 

Kipps scrutinised his face ^^Reely?” 

Sid touched wood, whistled, and repeated a binding 
doggerel with gieat solemnity 

Kipps still struggled with the amazing new light on 
the world about him “ D’you mean — she knows?" 

Sid flushed deeply, and his aspect became stern and 
gloomy He resumed his wistful scrutiny of the sunlit 
sea ^‘I'd die for that girl. Art Kipps," he said 
presently, and Kipps did not pre s a question he felt to 
be ill timed ‘M’d do anything she asked me to do, ’ 
said Sid — lust anything If she was to ask me to 
chuck myself into the sea " He met Kipps’ eye ‘I 
wouldp he said 

They weie pensive for a space, and then Sid began 
to discourse in fragments of Love, i theme upon which 
Kipps had already in a fuitive way meditated a little, 
but which, apart from badinage, he had ne\er 'vet heard 
talked about in the light of day Of course many and 
various aspects of life had come to light in the muffled 
exchange of knowledge that went on under the shadow 
of Woodrow, but this of Sentimental I ove was not 
among them Sid, who was a boy with an imagination, 
having once broached this topic, opened his heart, or at 
any rate a new wing of his heart, to Kipps, and found 
no fault with Kipps for a lack of return He produced 
a thumbed novelette that had played a part m hi 
sentimental awakening, he proffered it to Kipps, and 
confessed there was a character in it, a baronet, singu- 
larly like himself This baronet was a person of 
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volcanic passions which he concealed beneath a 
demeanour of “icy cynicism The utmost expression 
he permitted himself was to grind his teeth, and now 
his attention was called to it, Kipps remarked that Sid 
also had a habit of grinding his teeth — and indeed had 
had all the morning They read for a time, and 
presently Sid talked again The conception of love Sid 
made evident was compact of devotion and much 
spirited fighting and a touch of mystery, but through 
all that cloud of talk there floated before Kipps a face 
that was flushed and hair that was tossed aside 

So they budded, sitting on the blackening old wreck 
in which men had lived and died, looking out to sea, 
talking of that other sea upon which they must presently 
embark 

They ceased to talk, and Sid read, but Kipps falling 
behind with the reading and not wishing to admit 
that he read slowlier than Sid, whose education was 
of the inferior Elementary School brand, lapsed into 
meditation 

“ I would like to ’ave a girl,” said Kipps “ I mean 
just to talk to and all that ” 

A floating sack distracted them at last from this 
obscure topic They abandoned the wreck and followed 
the new interest a mile along the beach, bombarding it 
with stones until it came to land They had inclined 
to a view that it would contain romantic mysteries, but 
it was simply an ill preserved kitten — too much even for 
them And at last they were drawn dmnerward and 
went home hungry and pensive side bv side 

§5 

But Kipps’ imagination had been warmed by that 
talk of love, and m the afternoon, when he saw Ann 
Pornick in the High Street and said “ Hello ’ ” it was 
a different “ hello ” from that of their previous inter 
course And when they had passed they both looked 
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back and caught each other doing so Yes, he d d want 
a girl badty 

Afterwards he was diverted by a traction engine 
going through the town, and his aunt had got some 
sprats for supper When he was in bed, however 
sentiment came upon him again in a toiient quite 
abruptly and abnndanth, and he put his head under 
the pillow and whispered very softly, I love Ann 
Pornick,’’ as a sort of supplementary devotion 

In his subsequent dreams he ran races with Ann, and 
they lived m a wreck together, and always her face was 
flushed and her hair about her face They just lived 
in a wreck and ran races, and were very, very fond of 
one anothei And their favourite food was rock- 
chocolate, dates, such as one buys off barrows, and 
sprats — fried sprats 

In the morning he could hear Ann singing in the 
sculleiy next door He listened to her for some time, 
and It was clear to him that he must put things before 
her 

Towards dusk that evening they chanced on one 
another at the gate by the church, but though there 
was much in his mind, it stopped there with a resolute 
shyness until he and Ann were out of breath catching 
cockchafers, and were sitting oh that gate of theiis 
again Ann sat up upon the gate, dark against vast 
masses of flaming crimson and darkling purple, and her 
eyes looked at Kipps from a shadow^ed face Thcie 
came a stillness between them and quite abruptly he 
was moved to tell his love 

Ann,” he said, I do like you I wish you was my 
girl I say, Ann will you he my girl 

A.nn made no pretence of astonishment She weighed 
the proposal for a moment xvith her eyes on Kipps 
“If you like, Artie,” she said lightly, “/ don’t mind 
if I am ” 

“All right,” said Kipps, breathless with excitement, 
“ then you are ” 
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All right,” said Ann 

Something seemed to fall between them, and they no 
longer looked openly at one another “Lor’’” cried 
^Lnn suddenly, ‘see that one ’” and jumped down and 
darted after a cockchafer that had boomed within a yard 
of her face And with that they were girl and boy 
again 

They avoided their new relationship painfully 

They did not recur to it for several da)s, though 
they met twice Both felt that there remained some- 
thing before this great experience was complete, but 
theie was an infinite diffidence about the next step 
Kipps talked in fragments of all soits of matters, telling 
particularly of the great things that were being done to 
make a man and a draper of him, how he had two new 
pairs of trousers and a black coat and four new shirts 
And all the while his imagination was urging him to 
that unknown next step, and when he was alone and m 
the dark he became even an enterpiismg wooer It 
became evident to him that it would be nice to take 
Ann by the hand even the decorous novelettes Sid 
affected egged him on to that greater nearness of 
intimacy 

Then a great idea came to him, in a paragraph called 
“ Lovers’ Tokens ” that he read in a torn fragment of 
Tii-Bits It fell in to the measure of his courage — a 
divided sixpence ’ He secured his aunt’s best scissors, 
fished a sixpence out of his jejune tin money-box, and 
jabbed his finger in a varied series of attempts to get it 
in halves When they met again the sixpence was still 
undwided He had not intended to mention the 
matter to her at that stage, but it came up spon- 
taneously He endeavoured to explain the theory of 
broken sixpences and his unexpected failure to break 
one 

“ But what do you break it for said Ann “ It’s no 
good if It’s broke ” 

“ It’s a Token, ’ said Kipps 
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‘ Like 

“ Oh, you keep half and I keep half, and \\hen we re 
separated you look at your half and I look at mine — 
see * Then we think of each other ’’ 

*‘Oh*” said Ann, and appeared to assimilate this 
information 

“ Only / can’t get it in ’aif nohow,” said Kipps 
They discussed this difficulty for some time without 
illumination Then Ann had a happy thought Tell 
you what,” she said, starting away from him abrupth 
and laying a hand on his arm, ‘Sou let m ’a\e it, 
Aitie I know where father keeps his file” 

Kipps handed her the sixpence, and they came upon 
a pause 

“ I’ll easy do it,” said Ann 

In considering the sixpence side by side, his head had 
come near her cheek Quite abruptly he was moved to 
take his next step into the unknow n mysteries of lo\ e 
“ Ann,” he said, and gulped at his temerit} , “ I 
love j-ou Straight I’d do anything for you, Ann 
Reely — I would ” 

He paused for breath She answered nothing, but 
she was no doubt enjoying herself He came yet closer 
to her — his shoulder touched heis “ ^nn, I wish 

you’d 

He stopped 
“What?” said Ann 
“ Ann — ^lemme kiss you ” 

Things seemed to hang for a space, his tone, the 
drop of his courage, made the thing incredible as he 
spoke Kipps was not of that bold order of wooers 
who impose conditions 

Ann perceived that she was not prepared for kissing 
after all Kissing, she said, was sillv, and when Kipps 
would have displaced a belated enterprise, she flung 
away from him He essayed argument He stood afar 
off, as It were — the better part of a yard — and said she 
might let him kiss her, and then that he didn’t see 
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what good It was for her to be his girl if he couldn’t 
kiss her 

She repeated that kissing was silly A certain 
estrangement took them homeward They arrived in 
the dusky High Street not exactly together, and not 
exactly apait, but straggling They had not kissed, but 
all the guilt of kissing was between them When Kipps 
saw the portly contours of his uncle standing dimly in 
the shop doorway his footsteps faltered, and the space 
between our young couple increased Above, the 
window over Pornick’s shop was open, and Mrs 
Pornick was visible, taking the air Kipps assumed an 
expression of extreme innocence He found himself 
face to face with his uncle’s advanced outposts of 
waistcoat buttons 

Where ye bin, my boy?” 

Bin for a walk, uncle ” 

“ Not along of that brat of Pornick’s ?” 

Along of who ?” 

‘‘ That gell ” — indicating Ann with his pipe 

** Oh, no, uncle’” — ^very faintly 
Run in, my boy ” 

Old Kipps stood aside, with an oblique glance up 
ward, and his nephew brushed clumsily by him and 
vanished out of sight of the street, into the vague 
obscurity of the little shop The door closed behind 
old Kipps with a nervous jangle of its bell, and he set 
himself to light the single oil lamp that illuminated his 
shop at nights It was an operation requiring care and 
watching, or else it flared and ‘‘ smelt ” Often it smelt 
after all Kipps for some reason found the dusky living 
room with his aunt in it too populous for his feelings, 
and went upstairs 

‘‘That brat of Pornick’s’” It seemed to him that 
a horrible catastrophe had occurred He felt he had 
identified himself inextricably with his uncle, and cut 
himself off from her for ever by saying “ Oh, no’” At 
supper he was so visibly depressed that his aunt asked 
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him if he wasn t feeling well Under this imminent 
threat of medicine he assumed an unnatural cheer- 
fulness 

He lay awake for nearly half an hour that night, 
groaning because things had all gone wrong — because 
Ann wouldn’t let him kiss her, and because his unck 
had called her a brat It seemed to Kipps almost as 
though he himself liad called her a brat 

Theie came an interval during which Ann was alto- 
gether inaccessible One, two, three da;^s passed, and 
he did not see her Sid he met several times, they went 
fishing, and twice they bathed, but though Sid lent and 
received back two further love stories, they talked no 
more of love Ihey 1 ept themselves in accord, how- 
ever, agreeing that the most flagrantly sentimental stor\ 
was ‘‘proper” Kipps was always wanting to speak of 
Ann, and nevei daring to do so He saw her on Sunda'^ 
evening going off to chapel She was more beautiful 
than ever in her Sunday clothes, but she pretended not 
to see him because her mother was with hei But he 
thought she pretended not to see him because she had 
given him up for ever Brat ’ — who could be expected 
ever to forgive that^’ He abandoned himself to despaii 
he ceased even to haunt the places where she might be 
found 

§6 

With paialysing unexpectedness came the end 

Mr Shalford, the draper at Foil estone to whom he 
was to be bound apprentice, had expressed a wish to 
“ shape the lad a bit ” before the autumn sale Kipps 
became aware that his box was being packed, and 
gathered the full tiuth of things on the evening befoie 
his departure He became feverishly eager to see Ann 
just once more He made silly and needless excuses to 
go out into the yard, he walked three times across the 
street without any excuse at all, to look up at the 
Pornick windows Still she was hidden He grew 
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desperate It was within half an hour of his departure 
that he came on Sid 

Hello he said Fm orf»” 

“ Business 
“ Yes ’’ 

Pause 

“I say, Sid You going ’ome?” 

Straight now ” 

D’you mind ? Asl Ann about that ” 

“ About what ? ’ 

She’ll know ” 

And Sid said he would But even that, it seemed, 
failed to evoke Ann 

At last the Folkestone bus rumbled up, and he 
ascended His aunt stood in the doorway to see him 
off His uncle assisted with the box and portmanteau 
Only furtively could he glance up at the Pornick 
windows, and still it seemed Ann hardened her heart 
against him Get up’’ said the driver, and the hoofs 
began to clatter No — she would not come out even 
to see him off The bus was in motion, and old Kipps 
was going back into his shop Kipps stared in front of 
him, assuring himself that he did not care 

He heard a door slam, and instantly craned out his 
neck to look back He knew that slam so well Be 
hold ’ out of the haberdasher’s door a small untidy 
figure in homely pink print had shot resolutely into the 
road, and was sprinting in pursuit In a dozen seconds 
she was abreast of the bus At the sight of her Kipps’ 
heart began to beat very quickly, but he made no 
immediate motion of recognition 

Artie’” she cried breathlessly, Artie’ Artie’ 
You know ’ I got that 

The bus was already quickening its pace, and leaving 
her behind again, when Kipps realized what that ” 
meant He became animated, he gasped, and gathered 
his courage together, and mumbled an incoherent 
request to the driver to “stop jest a jiff for sunthin’ ” 
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The driver grunted, as the disparity of their years 
demanded, and then the bus had pulled up and Ann 
w^as below. 

She leapt up upon the wheel. Kipps looked down 
into Ann’s face, and it was foreshortened and resolute. 
He met her eyes just for one second as their hands 
touched. He was not a reader of eyes. Something 
passed quickly from hand to hand, something that the 
driver, alert at the corner of his eye, was not allowed to 
see. Kipps hadn’t a word to say, and all she said was, 
“ I done it, ’smorning.” It was like a blank space in 
which something pregnant should have been written 
and wasn’t. Then she dropped down, and the bus 
moved forward. 

After the lapse of about ten seconds it occurred to 
him to stand and wave his new bowler hat at her over 
the corner of the bus top, and to shout hoarsely, 
*‘Goo’-bye, Ann ! Don’t forget me — while I’m away !” 

She stood in the road looking after him, and presently 
she waved her hand. 

He remained standing unstably, his bright, flushed 
face looking back at her, and his hair fluffing in the 
wind, and he waved his hat until at last the '’bend of 
the road hid her from his eyes. Then he turned about 
and sat down, and presently he began to put the half 
sixpence he held clenched in his hand into his trouser 
pocket. He looked sideways at the driver, to judge how 
much he had seen. 

Then^ he fell a>thinking. He resolved that, come 
what might, when he came back to New Romney at 
Christmas, he would by hook or by crook kiss Ann. 

Then everything would be perfect and right, and he 
would be perfectly happy. 
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Irjr HEN Kipps left New Romney, with a small 
yellow tin box, a still smaller portmanteau, a new 
umbrella, and a keepsake half-sixpence, to become a 
draper, he was a youngster of fourteen, thin, with 
whimsical drakes’ tails at the poll of his head, smallish 
features, and eyes that were sometimes very light and 
sometimes very dark, gifts those of his birth, and bv 
the nature of his training he was indistinct in his speech, 
confused in his mind, and retreating in his manners 
Inexorable fate had appointed him to serve his country 
in commerce, and the same national bias towards private 
enterprise and leaving bad alone, which had left his 
general education to Mr Woodrow, now indentured 
him firmly into the hands of Mr Shalford, of the 
Fokestone Drapery Bazaar Apprenticeship is still the 
recognised English way to the distributing branch of 
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the social service If Mr Kipps had been so unfor- 
tunate as to have been born a Geiman he might hne 
been educated in an elaboiate and costly special school 

over educated — crammed up ’ — old Kipps) to fit him 
for his end — such being their pedagogic wav He 
might But why make unpatriotic reflections in a 

novel ? There was nothing pedagogic about Mr 
Shalford 

He was in inscible, energetic little man, with hiirv 
hands, for the most part under his coit tails, 1 long 
shiny bald head, a pointed aquiline nose a little askew, 
and a neatly trimmed beard He walked lightly and 
with a confident jerk, and he was given to humming 
He had added to exceptional business “ push,’’ bank- 
ruptcy under the old dispensation, and judicious matri- 
mony His establishment was now one of the most 
considerable in Folkestone, and he insisted on ever’v 
inch of frontage by alternate stripes of green and } ellow 
down the houses over the shops His shops were 
numbered 3, 5, and 7 on the stieet, and on his bill 
heads 3 to 7 He encountered the abashed and awe- 
stricken Kipps with the praises of his Sjstem and 
himself He spread himself out behind his desk with 
a grip on the lapel of his coat and made Kipps 1 sort of 
speech ‘‘We expect v’r to work, y’r know and we 
expect y’r to stud}' our interests,” explained Mr Shal 
ford in the regal and commercial plural “Our System 
here is the best svstem y’r could have I made it and I 
ought to know I began at the verv bottom of the 
ladder when I was fourteen, and there isn’t a step m it 
I don’t know Not a step Mr Booch in the desk will 
give y’r the card of rules and fines Jest wait a 
minute ” He pretended to be busy with some dusty 
memoranda under a paper weight, while Kipps stood in 
a sort of paralysis of awe regaining his new master’s oval 
baldness “Two thous’n three forty-seven pounds,” 
whispered Mr Shalford audibly, feigning forgetfulness 
of Kipps Clearly a place of great transactions ^ 
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Mr Shalford rose, and handing Kipps a blotting pad 
and an inkpot to carry — mere symbols of servitude, for 
he made no use of them — emerged into a counting 
house where three clerks had been feverishly busy ever 
since his door handle had turned “ Booch,” said Mr 
Shalford, ‘ ’ave yr a copy of the lules?” and a down 
trodden, shabby little old man with a ruler in one hand 
and a quill pen in his mouth, silently held out a small 
book with green and yellow covers, mainly devoted, as 
Kipps presently discovered, to a voracious system of 
fines He became acutely aware that his hands were 
full, and that everybody was staring at him He hesi 
tated a moment before putting the inkpot down to free 
a hand 

“ Mustn t fumble like that ” said Mr Shalford as 
Kipps pocketed the rules Won’t do here Come 
along, come along,” and he cocked his coat tails high, 
as a lady might hold up her dress, and led the way into 
the shop 

A vast interminable place it seemed to Kipps, with 
unending shining counters and innumerable faultlessly 
dressed young men and presently Houri like young 
women staring at him Here there was a long vista of 
gloves dangling from oveihead rods, there ribbons and 
babv-lmen A short young lady in black mittens was 
making out the account of a customer, and was clearly 
confused m her addition by Shalford’s eagle eye 

A thickset young man with a bald head and a round, 
very wise face, who was profoundly absorbed in adjust 
ing all the empty chairs down the counter to absolutely 
equal distances, avroke out of his preoccupation and 
answered respectfully to a few Napoleonic and quite 
unnecessary remarks from his employer Kipps was 
told that this young man’s name was Mr Buggins, and 
that he was to do whatever Mr Buggins told him to do 

They came round a corner into a new smell, which 
was destined to be the smell of Kipps’ life for many 
years, the vague, distinctive smell of Manchester goods 
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A fa man with a large nose jumped — actually jumped 
— at their appearance, and began to fold a pattern of 
damask in front of him exactly like an automaton that 
IS suddenly set going 

‘‘Carshot, see to this boy to monow,” said the 
master See he don’t fumble Smart’n ’im up ” 
"‘Yussir,” said Carshot fath, glanced at Kipps, and 
resumed his pattern folding with extreme zeal 

‘‘Whatever Mr Carshot saj-s > i to do, xe do'"'" said 
Mr Shalford, trotting onward, and Carshot blew out 
his face with an appeal ance of lelief 

They crossed a large room full of the strangest things 
Kipps had ever seen Ladylike figures, surmounted by 
black wooden knobs in the place of the refined heads 
one might have reasonably expected, stood about with a 
lifelike air of conscious fa hion 
“ Costume room,” said Shalford 
Two voices engaged in some sort of argument — “ I 
can assure you, Miss Mergle, xou are entirely mistaken 
— entirely, m supposing I should do anything so un 
womanly” — sank abruptly, and they discovered two 
young ladies, taller and faiier than any of the other 
young ladies, and with black trains to their dresses, who 
were engaged m writing at a little table Whatever 
they told him to do, Kipps gathered he was to do He 
was also, he understood, to do whatever Caishot and 
Booch told him to do And there were also Buggins 
and Mr Shalford And not to forget or fumble ^ 

They descended into a cellar called “ The Ware- 
house,” and Kipps had an optical illusion of eirand 
boj'S fighting Some aerial voice said, “Teddy’” and 
the illusion passed He looked again, and saw quite 
clearly that they weie packing parcels and always would 
be, and that the last thing in the woild that they would 
or could possibly do was to fight Yet he gathered from 
the remarks Mr Shalford addressed to their busy backs 
that they had been fighting — no doubt at some past 
period of their lives 
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Emerging in the shop again among a litter of toys 
and what are called “ fancy articles,” Shalford with 
drew a hand from beneath his coat tails to indicate an 
overhead change-carrier He entered into elaboiate 
calculations to show how many minutes in one year 
were saved thereby, and lost himself among the figuies 

Seven tums-eight seven nine — was it ? Or se\ en eight 
nine? Now, now ^ Why, when I was a boy your age 
I c’d do a sum like that as soon as hear it We’ll soon 
get v’r into better shape than that Make you Fishent 
Well, y’r must take mv woid, it comes to pounds and 
pounds saved in the year — pounds and pounds System ^ 
System everywhere Fishency ” He went on murmur 
mg ‘^Fishency” and “System” at intervals for some 
time 

They passed into a yard, and Mr Shalford waved his 
hand to his three delivery vans all striped green and 
yellow — “uniform — green, yell’i — System” All over 
the premises weie pinned absurd little cards “This 
door locked after 730 — By order, Edwin Shalford,” 
and the like 

Mr Shalford always wrote “By older,” though it 
com eyed no earthly meaning to him He was one of 
those people who collect technicalities upon them as the 
Reduvius bug collects dirt He was the sort of man 
who IS not only ignorant, but absolutely incapable of 
English When he wanted to say he had a sixpenny 
ha’penny longcloth to sell, he put it thus to startled 
customers “Can do }ou one, six half if y’ like” He 
always omitted pronouns and articles and so forth, it 
seemed to him the very essence of the efficiently 
businesslike His only pieposition was “as” or the 
compound “ as per ” He abbreviated every word he 
could, he would have considered himself the laughing 
«tock of Wood Street if he had chanced to spell socks in 
any way but “sox” But on the other hand, if he 
saved words here, he wasted them there he never 
acknowledged an order that was not an esteemed favour, 
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nor sent a pattern without begging to submit it He 
never stipulated for so many months’ credit, but bought 
in November ‘‘as Jan” It was not only words he 
abbreviated m his London communications In paying 
his wholesalers his “ System ” admitted of a constant 
error in the discount of a pennv or twopence, and it 
“ facilitated business,” he alleged, to ignore odd pence 
in the cheques he wrote His ledger clerk was so struck 
with the beauty of this part of the S\stem that he 
started a private one on his own account with the stamp 
box, that never came to Shalford’s 1 nowledge 

This admirable British mei chant would glow with a 
paiticulai pride of intellect when vvnting his London 
orders 

“ Ah * do y’r think ever be able to write 

London orders?” he would say with honest pride to 
Kipps, waiting impatiently long after closing time to 
take these triumphs of commercial efhciency to post, and 
so end the interminable day 

Kipps shook his head, anxious for Mr Shalford to 
get on 

“Now, here, f’ example, I’ve written — see? — ‘i 
piece I in cott blk, elas i/oi ’ What do I mean by 
that or eh? — d’ye know?” 

Kipps promptly hadn’t the faintest idea 

“And then, ‘2 ea silk net as per patts herewith’ 
ea^ eh?” 

“ Dunno, sir ” 

It was not Ml Shalford s way to explain things 
“ Dear, dear ’ Pity } 011 couldn’t got some c’mercial 
education at voui school ’Stid of all this lit’ry stujff 
Well, my boy, if y’ don’t ’ussel a bit y’ll never write 
London orders, t/iat s pretty plain Jest stick stamps 
on all those letters, aid mind y’r stick ’em right wav 
up, and try and profit a little more by the opportunities 
your aunt and uncle have provided ye Can’t say 
happen t’ye if ye don’t ” 
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And Kipps, tiled, hungry, and belated, set about 
stamping with vigour and despatch 

‘‘ Lick the enjelo'pe ’’ said Mr Shalford, lick the 
envelo'peP as though he grudged the youngster the 
postage stamp gum It’s the little things mount up,” 
he would say, and, indeed, that was his philosophy of 
life — to bustle and save, always to bustle and save His 
political creed linked Reform, which meant nothing, 
with Efficiency which meant a sweated service, and 
Economy which meant a sweated expenditure, and his 
conception of a satisfactory municipal life was to keep 
down the rates ” Even his religion was to save his soul, 
and to preach a similar cheeseparing to the world 

§2 

The indentures that bound Kipps to Mr Shalford 
were antique and complex they insisted on the latter 
gentleman’s parental privileges, they forbade Kipps to 
dice and game, they made him over body and soul to 
Mr Shalford for seven long yeais, the crucial years of 
his life In return there were vague stipulations about 
teaching the whole art and mystery of the trade to him , 
but as there was no penalty attached to negligence, 
Mr Shalford, being a sound, practical business man, 
considered this a mere rhetorical flourish, and set him- 
self assiduously to get as much out of Kipps and to put 
as little into him as he could in the seven years of their 
intercourse 

What he put into Kipps was chiefly bread and 
margarine, infusions of chicory and tea-dust, colonial 
meat by contract at threepence a pound, potatoes by 
the sack, and watered beer If, however, Kipps chose 
to buy any supplementary material for growth, Mr 
^halford had the generosity to place his kitchen re- 
sources at his disposal free — if the fire chanced to be 
going He was also allowed to share a bedroom with 
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eight othei ^oung Englishmen, and to sleep in a bed 
which, except in ver) seveie neither, could be made 
With the help of his o\ercoat and prnate underhnen, 
not to mention newspapers, quite sufhcicntlv uarm for 
any reasonable soul In addition Kipps was taught the 
list of fines, and how to tie up paiccls, to know where 
goods were I ept in Mr Shalford s systematised shop, to 
hold his hands extended upon the countei and to repeat 
such phrases as ‘What can I ha\e the pleasine 
“ No tiouble, I ’ssure >ou,” and the like to block, fold, 
and meas re materials of all soits, to lift his hat from 
his head when he passed Mr Shalford abroad and to 
practise a servile obedience to a large number of people 
But he was not, of course, taught the “ cost mark of 
the goods he sold, nor an /thing of the method of 
buying such goods Nor was his attention diiecte 1 to 
the unfamiliar social habits and fashions to which his 
trade ministered The use of half the goods he saw 
sold and was presently to assist in selling he did not 
understand, mateiials for hangings, cretonnes, chintzes 
and the like, serviettes and all the biight, hard white 
wear of a well-ordered house, pleasant dress materials, 
linings, stiffenings — they were to him from fiiat to last 
no more than things heaw and difficult to handle m 
bulk, that one folded up, unfolded, cut in lengths and 
saw dwindle and pass away out into that mvsterious 
happy world m which the customer dwells Kipps 
hurried from piling linen table cloths that weie collec 
tively as heavy as lead, to eat off oilcloth in a gas lit 
dining-room imdergiound, and beneath his overcoat, 
spare undeishirt, and three newspiperc he dreamt of 
combing endle&s blankets So he had at least the 
chance of learning the beginnings of philosophy 

In return for these benefits he worked so that he 
commonly went to bed exhausted and footsore His 
round began at half past six in the morning, when he 
would descend unwashed and shirtless, in old clothes 
and a scarf, and dust boxes and yawn, and take down 
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wrappers and clean the windows until eight Then in 
half an hour he would complete his toilet and take an 
austere breakfast of bread and margarine and what only 
an Imperial Englishman would admit to be coffee, after 
which refreshment he ascended to the shop for the 
labours of the day Commonly these began with a 
mighty running to and fro with planks and boxes and 
goods for Carshot, the window-dresser, who, whether 
he worked well or ill, nagged persistently by reason of 
a chionic indigestion, until the window was done 
Sometimes the costume window had to be dressed, and 
then Kipps staggered down the whole length of the 
shop fiom the costume room with one after another of 
those ladylike shapes grasped firmlv but shamefully, each 
about her single ankle of wood Such days as there was 
no window-dressing, there was a mighty carrying and 
lifting of blocks and bales of goods into piles and stacks 
Aftei this there were teriible exercises, at first almost 
despairfully difficult certain sorts of goods that came m 
folded had to be rolled upon lolleis, and for the most 
part refused absolutely to be rolled, at any rate by 
Kipps, and certain other sorts of goods that came from 
the wholesalers rolled had to be measured and folded, 
which folding makes young apprentices wish they were 
dead All of it, too, quite avoidable trouble, you know, 
that IS not avoided because of the cheapness of the 
genteeler sorts of labour and the dearness of forethought 
in the woild And then consignments of new goods 
had to be marked off and packed into proper parcels, and 
Carshot packed like conjuring tricks, and Kipps packed 
like a boy with tastes in some other direction — not 
ascertained And always Carshot nagged 

He had a curious formula of appeal to his visceral 
oeconomv, had Carshot, that the refinement of the times 
and the eainest entreaties of my friends induce me to 
render by an anaemic paraphrase 

My heart and lungs ^ I never see such a boy,’* 
so I present Carshot’s refrain, and even when he was 
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within a foot or so of the cnstomei’s fice the disciplined 
ear of Kipps would still at times develop a feature 
less, inteicalary murmur into — well, my heart and 
lun^s ** 

There came blessed intervals when Kipps was sent 
abroad ‘^matching’’ This consisted chiefly m supplying 
unexpected defects in buttons ribbon, lining, and so 
forth m the dressmaking depaitment He was given a 
written paper of orders with patterns pinned thereto, 
and discharged into the sunshine and interest of the 
street Then, until he thought it wise to return and 
stand the lacket of his dela^, he was a free man, clear of 
all reproach 

He made remarkable discoveries in topography, as 
for example that the most convenient way from the 
establishment of Mr Adolphus Davis to the establish 
ment of Messrs Plummer, Roddis K Tjrrel, two of 
his principal places of call, is not as is generally sup 
posed down the Sandgate Road, but up the Sandgate 
Road, round bv West Terrace, and along the Leas to 
the lift, watch the lift up and down tmee but not 
longer, because that wouldn’t do, back along the Leas, 
watch the Harbour for a short time, and then round by 
the churchyard, and so (hum mg) into Chinch Street 
and Rendezvous Street But on some exceptionalh fine 
days the route h} through Radnor Park to the pond 
wheie the little bovs sail ships and there are interesting 
swans 

He would return to find the shop settling down to 
the business of serving customers And now he had to 
stand bv to furnish anv help that was necessary to the 
seniors who served, to carry parcels and bills about the 
shop, to clear away ‘‘stuff” after each engagement, to 
hold up curtains until his arms ached, and what was 
more difficult than all,# to do nothing, and not stare 
disconcertingly at customers when there was nothing for 
him to do He plumbed an abyss of boredom or stood 
a mere carcass, with his mind far away, fighting the 
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enemies of the Empire, or steering a dream ship 
perilously into unknown seas To be recalled sharply 
to our higher civilisation by some bustling senior s 
“ Nar then, Kipps Look alive ’ Ketch ’old (My 
heart and lungs’)” 

At half-past seven o’clock — except on late nights — a 
feverish activity of “straightening up” began, and when 
the last shutter was up outside, Kipps with the speed of 
an arrow leaving a bow would start hanging wrappers 
over the fixtures and o\er the piles of wares upon the 
counters, preparatory to a vigorous scattering of wet 
sawdust and the sweeping out of the shop 

Sometimes people would stay long after the shop was 
closed — “They don’t mind a bit at Shal ford’s,” these 
ladies used to say — it is always ladies do this sort of 
thing — ^and while they loitered it was forbidden to 
touch a wrapper, or take anv measures to conclude the 
day until the doors closed behind them 

Mr Kipps would watch these later customers from 
the shadow of a stack of goods, and death and disfigure- 
ment was the least he wished for them Rarely much 
later than nine, a supper of bread and cheese and 
watered beer awaited him upstairs, and, that consumed, 
the rest of the day was entirely at his disposal for 
reading, recreation, and the improvement of his 
mind 

The front door was locked at half past ten, and the 
gas m the dormitory extinguished at eleven 

§ 3 

On Sundays he was obliged to go to church once, 
and commonly he went twice, for there was nothing else 
to do He sat in the free seats at the back, he was too 
shy to sing, and not always clever enough to keep his 
place in the praver-book, and he rarely listened to the 
sermon But he had developed a sort of idea that going 
to church had a tendency to alleviate life His aunt 
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wanted to have him confirmed, but he evaded this 
ceremony for some >ears 

In the intervals between services he walled about 
Folkestone with an air of looking for something 
Folkestone was not so interesting on Siindajs as on 
week days, because the shops were shut, but on the other 
hand there was a confusing brilliance along the front of 
the Leas in the afternoon Sometimes the apprentice 
next above him would condescend to go with him, but 
when the apprentice next but one above him con 
descended to go with the apprentice next above him, 
then Kipps, being habited as }et in ready- nade clothes 
without tails, and unsuitable therefore to appear in such 
company, went alone 

Sometimes he would strike out into the countiv — 
still as if looking for something he missed — but the 
rope of meal times haled him home again, and some 
times he would invest the major portion of the weekly 
allowance of a shilling that old Booch handed out to 
him, in a sacred concert on the pier He would some 
times walk up and down the Leas between twentv and 
thirtj/ times aftei supper, desiring much the courage to 
speak to some other person in the multitude similarly 
employed Almost invariably he ended his Sunday 
footsore 

He never read a bool , there were none for him to 
read, and besides, in spite of Mr Woodrow’s guidance 
through a cheap and cheaply annotated edition of the 
Tempest (English Literature), he had no taste that way, 
he never read any newspapers except occasionally Ttt 
Bits or a ha’penny ‘‘comic” His chief intellectual 
stimulus was an occasional argey-bargev that sprang up 
between Carshot and Buggms at dinner Kipps listened 
as if to unparalleled wosdom and wit, and treasured all 
the gems of repartee in his heart against the time when 
he, too, should be a Buggms and have the chance and 
courage for speech 

At times there came breaks m this routine — sale 
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times, darkened by extra toil and work past midnight, 
but brightened by a sprat supper and some shillings in 
the way of ** premiums ” And eveiy year — not now 
and then, but every year — Mr Shalford, with paren 
thetic admiration of his own generosity and glancing 
comparisons with the austerer days when he was appren- 
ticed, conceded Kipps no less than ten days’ holiday — 
ten whole days every year’ Many a poor soul at 
Portland might well envy the fortunate Kipps In 
satiable heait of man ’ but how those days were grudged 
and counted as they snatched themselves away from him 
one after another ’ 

Once a year came stock taking, and at mteivals gusts 
of ‘‘ marking off ” goods newly arrived Then the 
splendours of Mr Shal ford’s being shone with oppres 
sive brilliancy ‘‘System’” he would say, ‘‘system 
Come’ ’ussel ’” and issue sharp, confusing, contradictory 
orders very quickly Carshot trotted about, confused, 
perspiring, his big nose up in the air, his little eye on 
Mr Shalford, his forehead crinkled, his lips always 
going to the formula “ Oh, my heart and lungs ’ ” The 
smart junior and the second apprentice vied with one 
another in obsequious alacrity The smart junior 
aspired to Carshot’s position, and that made him almost 
violently subser\ient to Shalford They all snapped at 
Kipps Kipps held the blotting-pad and the safety 
inkpot and a box of tickets, and ran and fetched things 
If he put the ink down befoie he went to fetch things 
Mr Shalford usually knocked it over, and if he took it 
away Mr Shalford wanted it before he returned “You 
make my tooth ache, Kipps,” Mi Shalford would say 
“ You gimme n’ralgia You got no more System in you 
than a bad potato ” And at the times when Kipps 
carried off the inkpot Mr Shalford would become 
purple in the face and jab round with his dry pen at 
imaginary inkpots and swear, and Carshot would stand 
and vociferate, and the smart junior would run to the 
corner of the department and \ociferate, and the second 
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apprentice would puisue Kipps, \ocifcrating, ‘‘Look 
Alive, Kipps* Look Alive* Ini, Man* Ink*” 

A vague self-disgust, that shaped itself as an intense 
hate of Shalford and all his fellovv-crcatuies, filled the 
soul of Kipps during these periods of storm and stress 
He felt that the whole business was unjust and idiotic, 
but the why and the wherefore was too much for his 
unfortunate brain PIis mind was a welter One desiie, 
the desire to dodge some at least of a pelting storm of 
disagreeable comment, guided him through a fumbling 
performance of his duties His disgust was infinite * It 
was not decreased by the inflamed anl les and sore feet 
that form a normal incident in the business of making 
an English draper, and the senior apprentice, Minton, 
a gaunt, sullen-faced youngster with close cropped, wiry 
black hair, a loose ugly mouth, and a moustache like a 
smudge of ink, directed his attention to deeper aspects 
of the question and sealed his misery 

“When you get too old to work they chuck you 
away,” said Minton “ Lor’ * you find old drapers 
everywhere — ^tramps, beggars, dock labourers, bus con 
ductors — Quod Anywhere but m a crib ” 

“Don’t they get shops of their own^*” 

‘ Lord * ^Ow are the} to get shops of their own ? 
They ’aven’t any capital * How’s a draper’s shopman 
to save up five hundred pounds even? I tell }ou it 
can t be done You got to sticl to cribs until it’s over 
I tell you we’re in a blessed drainpipe, and we \e got to 
crawl along it till we die ” 

The idea that fermented perpetually in the mind of 
Minton was to “ hit the little beggar slap in the eye ” — 
the little beggar being Mr Shalford — “ and see how his 
blessed System met that ” 

The threat filled Kipps with splendid anticipations 
whenever Shalford went marking off in Minton’s depart 
ment He would look at Minton and look at Shalford, 
and decide where he would best like Shalford hit 
But for reasons known to himself Shalford never pished 
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and tushed vvith Minton as he did at the harmless 
Carshot, and this interesting experiment upon the 
System was never attempted 

§4 

There were times when Kipps would lie awake, all 
others in the dormitory asleep and snoring, and think 
dismally of the outlook Minton pictured Dimly he 
perceived the thing that had happened to him — how the 
great stupid machine of retail trade had caught his life 
into Its wheels, a vast irresistible force which he had 
neither strength of will nor knowledge to escape This 
was to be his life until his days should end No 
adventures, no glory, no change, no fieedom Neither 
— though the force of that came home to him later — 
might he dream of effectual love and marriage And 
there was a teriible something called the ‘‘swap,” or 
“ the key of the street,” and “ crib hunting,” of which 
the talk was scanty but sufficient Night after night he 
would resolve to enlist, to run awa} to sea, to set fire to 
the warehouse, or drown himself, and morning after 
morning he rose up and hurried downstairs in fear of 
a sixpenny fine He would compare his dismal round 
of seivile drudgery with those windy, sunlit days of 
Littlestone, those windows of happiness shining ever 
brighter as they receded The little figure of Ann 
seemed in all those windows now 

She, too, had happened on evil things When Kipps 
went home for the first Christmas after he was bound, 
that great suspended resolve of his to kiss her flared up 
to hot deteimination, and he hurried out and whistled 
in the yard There was a still silence, and then Old 
Kipps appeared behind him 

“ It’s no good your whistling there, my boy,” said 
Old Kipps in a loud clear tone, designed to be audible 
over the wall “They’ve cleared out all you ’ad any 
truck with She^s gone as help to Ashford, my boy 
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Hcl'p f Slavey is w hat we used to call ’em, but times 
are changed Wondei they didn’t say lady ’elp while 
they was about it It ’ud be like ’em ” 

And Sid ? Sid had gone, too ‘ 4^rand boy or 
somethml said Old Kipps “To on-e of these heie 
brasted cicycle shops ” 

Has ’e*” said Kipps, with a feeling that he had 
been gripped about the chest, and he turned quickly 
and went indoors 

Old Kipps, still supposing him present, went on to 
fuither observations of an anti-Pornick hue 

When Kipps got upstairs safe m his own bedroom, 
he sat down on the bed and stared at nothing They 
weie caught — they were all caught All life took on 
the hue of one perpetual, dismal Monday morning 
The Hurons were scattered, the wrecks and the beach 
had passed away from him, the sun of those warm 
evenings at Littlestone had set for evermore 

The only pleasure left for the brief lemainder of his 
holiday aftei that was to think he was not in the shop 
Even that was transient Two more days — one more 
day — half a day When he" went back there were one 
or two very dismal nights indeed He went so far as 
to write home some vague intimation of his feelings 
about business and his prospects, quoting Minton But 
Mrs Kipps answered him, “ Did he want the Pornicks 
to say he wasn’t good enough to be a draper?” This 
dreadful possibility was of course conclusive in the 
matter ‘ No,” he resolved they should not say he 
failed at that 

He derived much help from a “ manly ” sermon 
delivered m an enormous voice by a large, fat, sun-red 
clergyman, just home from a colonial bishopric he had 
resigned on the plea of ill-health, exhorting him that 
whatever his hand found to do, he was to do with all 
his might, and the revision of his Catechism preparatory 
to his confirmation reminded him that it behoved him 
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“ to do his duty in that state o£ life unto which it shall 
please God to call him ” 

After a time the sorrows of Kipps grew less acute, 
and save for a miracle the brief tragedy of his life was 
over He subdued himself to his position even as his 
Church required of him, seeing moreover no way out 
of It 

The earliest mitigation of his lot was that his soles 
and ankles became indurated to the perpetual standing 
The next was an unexpected weekly whiff of freedom 
that came every Thursday Mr Shalford, after a brave 
stand for what he called “Innyvishal lib’ty” and the 
Idea of my System,” a stand which he explained he 
made chiefly on patriotic grounds, was at last, under 
pressure of certain of his cnstomeis, compelled to fall in 
line with the rest of the local Early Closing Association, 
and Mr Kipps could emerge in daylight and go where 
he listed for long, long hours Moreover Minton, the 
pessimist, reached the end of his appointed time and 
left — to enli t in a cavalry regiment and go about this 
planet leading an insubordinate but interesting life, that 
ended at last in an intimate, vivid and reallv you know 
by no means painful or tragic night grapple m the 
Terah Valley In a little vhile Kipps cleaned windows 
no longer, he was serving custom eis (of the less im- 
portant sort) and taking goods out on approval, and 
presently he was third apprentice, and his moustache 
was visible, and there were three apprentices whom he 
might legally snub and cuff But one was (most dis- 
honestly) too big to cuff in spite of his greener years 

§5 

There came still other distractions, the natural dis- 
tractions of adolescence, to take his mind off the in- 
evitable His costume, for example, began to interest 
him more, he began to realise himself as a visible object, 
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to find an interest in the costume room mirrors and the 
eyes of the girl apprentices 

In this he was helped by counsel and example 
Pierce, his immediate senior, was by way of being what 
was called a Masher, and preached his cult During 
slack times grave discussions about collais, ties, the cut 
of trouser legs, and the proper shape of a boot toe, 
were held in the Manchester department In due 
couise Kipps went to a tailor, and his short jacket was 
replaced by a morning coat with tails Stirred by this, 
he purchased at his own expense three stand-up collars 
to replace his former turn-down ones They were 
nearly three inches high, highei than those Pierce wore, 
and they made his neck quite sore and left a red mark 
under his ears So equipped, he found himself fit 

company e\en for this fashionable apprentice, who had 
now succeeded Minton in his seniority 

Most potent help of all in the business of forgetting 
his cosmic disaster was this, that so soon as he was in 
tail coats the young ladies of the establishment began to 
discover that he was no longer a “ horrid little boy 
Hitherto they had tossed heads at him and kept him in 
his place Now they discovered that he was a nice 
boy,” which is next door at least to being a feller,” 
and in some ways even preferable It is painful to 
record that his fidelity to Ann failed at their first onset 
I am fully sensible how entirely better this story would 
be from a sentimental point of view if he had remained 
''true to that early love Only then it would have been 
a different story altogether And at least Kipps was 
thus far true, that with none of these later loves was 
there any of that particular quality that linked Ann’s 
flushed face and warmth and the inner things of life so 
inseparably together Though they were not without 
emotions of various sorts 

It was one of the young ladies in the costume-room 
who first showed by her manner that he was a visible 
object and capable of exciting interest She talked to 
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him, she encouraged him to talk to her, she lent him a 
book she possessed and darned a sock for him, and said 
she would be his elder sister She allowed him to escort 
her to chinch with a great air of having induced him to 
go Then she investigated his eternal welfare, overcame 
a certain affectation of virile indifference to religion, 
and extorted a promise that he would undergo con 
firmation ” This excited the other young lady in the 
costumes, her natuial rnal, and she set herself with great 
charm and subtlety to the capture of the ripening heart 
of Kipps She took a more worldly line She went for 
a walk with him to the pier on Sunday afternoon, and 
explained to him how a gentleman must always walk 

outside ’’ a lady on a pavement, and how all gentle 
men wore, or at least carried, gloves, and generally the 
broad beginnings of the British social ideal Afterwards 
the ladies exchanged “words,” upon Sabbatical grounds 
In this way was the toga vtnhs bestowed on Kipps, and 
he became recognised as a suitable object for that 
Platonic Eros whose blunted darts devastate even the 
very highest class establishments In this way, too, did 
that pervading ambition of the British young man to 
be, if not a “ gentleman,” at least mistakably like one, 
take root in his heart 

He took to these new interests with quite natural and 
personal zest He became initiated into the mysteries 
of “ flirting,” and — at a slightly later stage, and with 
some leading hints from Pierce, who was of a com 
municative disposition in these matters — of the milder 
forms of “ spooning ’ Very soon he was engaged 
Before two years weie out he had been engaged six 
times, and was beginning to be rather a desperate 
fellow, so far as he could make out Desperate, but 
quite gentlemanly, be it understood, and without let 
or hindrance to the fact that he was, in four brief 
lessons, “ prepared ” by a distant-mannered and gloomy 
young curate, and “ confirmed ” a meiflber of the 
Established Church 
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The engagements in drapery establishments do not 
necessarily involve a subsequent marriage They are 
essentially more refined, less coarsely practical, and 
altogether less binding than the engagements of the 
vulgar rich These }^oung ladies do not like not to be 
engaged — it is so unnatural, and Mr Kipps was as 
easy to get engaged to as one could wish There are, 
from the }onng lady’s point of view, many conveniences 
in being engaged You get an escort for chuich and 
walks and so forth It is not quite the thing to walk 
abroad with a ‘‘ feller,” much more to “ spoon ” with 
him, when he is neither one’s fiance nor an adopted 
brother, it is considered either a little fast, or else as 
savouring of the walking-out ” habits of the servant 
girls Now such is the sweetness of human chanty, 
that the shop young ladv in England has just the same 
horror of doing anything that savours of the servant girl 
as the ladv journalist, let us say, has to anything savoui- 
ing of the shop giil, or the really quite nice young lady 
haa of anything savouring of any sort of girl who has 
gone down into the economic battlefield to earn herself 
a living But the very deepest of these affairs was 

still among the shallow places of love, at best it was 
paddling where it is decreed that men must sink or 
swim Of the deep and dangerous places, and of the 
huge buoyant lift of its waves, he tasted nothing 
Affairs of clothes and vanities they were, jealousies about 
a thing said, flatteries and mutual boastings, climaxes 
in the answering grasp of hands, the temerariou use 
of Christian names, culminations in a walk, or a near 
confidence, oi a little pressure more or less Close- 
sitting on a seat after twilight, with some little fondling, 
was indeed the boldest of a lover’s adventures, the 
utmost limit of his enterprises in the service of that 
stark Great Lady, who is daughtei of Uranus and the 
sea The “ young ladies ” who reigned in his heart 
came and went like people in an omnibus there was 
the vehicle, so to speak, upon the road, and they entered 
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and left it without any catachsm of emotion For all 
that, this development of the sex interest ivas con- 
tinuously very interesting to Kipps, and kept him going 
as much as anything through all these servile years 

§6 

For a tailpiece to this chapter one may vignette one 
of those little affairs 

It is a bright Sunday afternoon, the scene is a 
secluded little seat half-way down the front of the Leas, 
and Kipps is four yeais older than when he parted from 
Ann Theie is a quite perceptible down upon his 
upper lip, and his costume is just as tremendous a 
mash ” as lies v> ithin his means His collar is so high 
that It scars his inaggressive jawbone, and his hat has a 
curly brim, his tie shows taste, his trousers are modestly 
brilliant, and his boots have light cloth uppers and 
button at the side He jabs at the gravel before him 
with a cheap canCj^ and glances sideways at Flo Bates, 
the young lady from the cash desk She is wearing a 
brilliant blouse and a gail) trimmed hat There is an 
air of fashion about her that might disappear under the 
analysis of a woman of the world, but which is quite 
sufficient to make Kipps very proud to be distinguished 
as her particular feller,” and to be allowed at tem- 
perate intervals to use her Christian name 

The conversation is light and gay in the modern style, 
and Flo keeps on smiling, good temper being her special 
charm 

‘ Ye see, you don’ mean what I mean,” he is sajing 
‘‘Well, what do you mean'*” 

“ Not what you mean ’ ” 

“ Well, tell me ” 

‘ Ak^ That’s another story ” 

Pause They look meaningly at one another 
“ You are a one for being loundabout,” says the lady 
“ Well, you’re not so plain, vou know ” 
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Not plain?” 

“ No ” 

You don’t mean to say I m roundabout?” 

No I mean to say though ” 

Pause 
Well ?” 

“You’re not a bit plain — ^jou’ie” (his voice jumps 
up to a squeak) “ pretty See ?” 

“ Oh, get out her voice lifts also — ^with pleasure 
She strikes at him with her glove, then glances sud- 
den!)' at a ring upon her finger Her smile disappears 
momentarily Another pause Eyes meet and the smile 
returns 

“I wish I knew ” savs Kipps 

«Knew ? ’ 

Where you got that ring ” 

She lifts the hand with the ring until her eyes just 
show (very prettily) over it “ You’d just hi e to 
know,” she says slowly, and smiles still more brightly 
with the sen«?e of successful effect 
“ I dessay I could guess ” 

“ I dessay you couldn’t ” 

“ Couldn’t I ?” 

“ No’” 

“ Guess it in three ’ 

“ Not the name ” 

“ Ah’” 

“Well, anyhow lemme look at it ” 

He looks at it Pause Giggles, slight struggle, and 
a slap on Kipps’ coat-sleeve A passer-by appears down 
the path, and she hastily withdraws her hand 

She glances at the face of the approaching man 
They maintain a bashful silence until he has passed 



CHAPTER THE 



The W ood-Carvtng C^ass 


T 

Jl HOUGH these services to Venus Epipontia, the 
seaside Venus, and these studies m the art of dress, did 
much to distract his thoughts and mitigate his earlier 
miseries, it would be meie optimism to present Kipps 
as altogether happy A vague dissatisfaction with life 
drifted about him and every now and again enveloped 
him like a sea fog During these periods it was greyly 
evident that there was something, something vital in 
life, lacking For no earthly reason that Kipps could 
discover, he was haunted by a suspicion that life was 
going wrong or had already gone wrong in some irrevoc 
able way The ripening self consciousness of adolescence 
developed this into a clearly felt insufficiency It was 
all very well to carry gloves, open doors, never say 
‘‘ Miss to a girl, and walk outside,” but were there 
not other things, conceivably even deeper things, before 
the complete thing was attained ? Foi example, certain 
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matters of knowledge He percencd great bo^s of 
Ignorance about him, fumbling traps, where other 
people, It was alleged, real gentlemen and ladies for 
example, and the clergy, had knowledge and assurance, 
bogs which It was sometimes difficult to elude A girl 
arrived in the millinery department who could, she said, 
sfeah French and German She snubbed certain 
advances, and a lealisation of inferiority blistered Kipps 
But he tried to pass the thing off as a joke by saving, 
Parlez-vous Francey,” whene\er he met her, and 
inducing the junior apprentice to say the same 

He even made some dim half secret experiments 
towards remedying the deficiencies he suspected He 
spent five shillings on five serial numbers of a Home 
Educator, and bought (and even thought of reading) a 
Shakespeare and a Bacon s “ Advancement of Learning ” 
and the poems of Heinck from a chap who was hard 
up He battled with Shakespeare all one Sunday after 
noon, and found the ‘‘ English Literature with which 
Mr Woodrow had equipped him had vanished down 
some crack in his mind He had no doubt it was \er> 
splendid stuff, but he couldn’t quite make out what it 
was all about There was an occult meaning, he knew, 
in literature, and he had forgotten it Moreover he 
discovered one day, while taunting the junior apprentice 
with Ignorance, that his rivers of England ” had also 
slipped his memory, and he laboriously restored that 
fabric of rote learning ^‘Tv Wear Tees ’Umber ” 
I suppose some such phase of discontent is a normal 
thing in every adolescence The ripening mind seeks 
something upon which its will may crystallise, upon 
which Its discursive emotions, growing more abundant 
with each year of life, may concentrate For manv, 
though not for all, it takes a religious direction, but in 
those particular years the mental atmosphere of Folke- 
stone was exceptionally free from any revivalistic dis- 
turbance that might have reached Kipps’ mental being 
Sometimes they fall m love I have known this ur- 
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easiness end in different cases in a vow to read one book 
(not a novel) every week, to read the Bible through in a 
year, to pass in the Honours dnision of the London 
Matriculation examination, to become an accomplished 
chemist, and never more to tell a he It led Kipps 
finally into Technical Education as we understand it in 
the south of England 

It was in the last year of his apprenticeship that he 
had pursued his researches after that missing qualifica- 
tion into the Folkestone Young Men’s Association, 
where Mr Chester Coote prevailed Mr Chester 
Coote was a young man of semi-independent means who 
inherited a share in a house agency, read Mrs Humphry 
Ward, and took an mteiest in social work He was a 
whitish faced young man with a prominent nose, pale 
blue eyes, and a quivering quality in his voice He was 
very active upon committees, he was very prominent 
and useful on all social occaoions, in evidence upon 
platforms and upon all those semi public occasions when 
the Great descend He lived with an only sister To 
Kippb and his kind in the Young Men’s Association he 
read a stimulating paper on Self-Help ” He said it 
was the noblest of all our distinctive English charac- 
teristics, and he was very much down upon the ‘‘over- 
educated ” Germans At the close a young German 
hairdresser made a few commendatory remarks which 
developed somehow into an oration on Hano\erian 
politics As he became excited he became guttural and 
obscure, the meeting sniggered cheerfully at such 
ridiculous English, and Kipps was so much amused that 
he forgot a private project to ask this Chester Coote 
how he might set about a little self-help on his own 
account in such narrow margins of time as the System 
of Mr Shalford spared him But afterwards in the 
night time it came to him again 

It was a few months later, and after his apprentice- 
ship was over and Mr Shalford had with depreciatory 
observations taken him on as an improper at twenty 
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pounds a year, that this question was revived by a casual 
article on Technical Education in a morning paper that 
a commercial traveller had left behind him It placed 
the role of the word m season Something in the 
nature of conversion, a faint sort of concentration of 
purpose, really occurred m him then The article was 
written with penetrating vehemence, and it stimulated 
him to the pitch of inquiring about the local Science 
and Art Classes, and after he had told everybody in the 
shop about it and talen the advice of all who supported 
his desperate resolution, he joined At first he attended 
the class m Freehand, that being the subject taught on 
early closing night, and he had already made some 
progress in that extraordinary routine of reproducing 
freehand copies ” which for two generations had 
passed with English people for instruction in art, when 
the dates of the classes were changed Thereby just as 
the March winds were blowing he was precipitated into 
the wood-carving class, and his mind diverted first to 
this useful and broadening pursuit, and then to its 
teacher 

§ 2 

The class m wood^c..rving was an extiemely select 
class, conducted at that time by a young lady named 
Walshingham, and as this young lady was destined by 
fortune to teach Kipps a great deal more than wood- 
carving, it will be well if the reader gets the picture of 
her correctly in mind She was only a year or so older 
th»n he was, she had a pale, intellectual face, dark grey 
eyes, and black hair, which she w'-ore over her forehead 
m an original and striking way that she had adopted 
from a picture by Rossetti in the South Kensington 
Museum She was-slendei, so that without ungainliness 
she had an effect of being tall, and her hinds were 
shapely and white when they came into contrast with 
hands much exercised in rolling and blocking She 
dressed in those loose and pleasant forms and those soft 
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and tempered shades that arose in England m the 
socialistic-aesthetic epoch and remain to this day among 
us as the badge of those who read Fiirgenev’s novels, 
scorn current fiction, and think on higher planes I 
think she was as beautiful as most beautiful people, and 
to Kipps she was altogether beautiful She had, Kipps 
learnt, matriculated at London University, an astound- 
ing feat to his imagination, and the mabterly way in 
which she demonstrated how to prod and worry honest 
pieces of wood into useless and unedifying patterns in 
relief extorted his utmost admiration 

At fiist, when Kipps had learnt he was to be taught 
by a “ girl,” he was inclined to resent it, the more so 
as Buggins had recently been very strong on the gross 
injustice of feminine employment 

**We have to keep wives,” said Buggins (though as 
a matter of fact he did not keep even one)^ “and how 
are we to do it with a lot of girls coming in to take the 
work out of our mouths?” 

Afterwards Kipps, in conjunction with Pierce, looked 
at It from another point of view, and thought it would 
be rather a “ lari ” Finally when he saw her, and saw 
her teaching and coming nearer to him with an im- 
pressive deliberation, he was breathless with awe and 
the quality of her dark, slender femininity 

The class consisted of two girls and a maiden lady 
of riper jears, friends of Miss Walshingham^ and 
anxious rather to support her in an interesting experi- 
ment than to become really expert wood carvers, an 
oldish young man with spectacles and a black beard, 
who never spoke to anyone, and who was evidently too 
short-sighted to see his work as a whole, a small boy 
who was understood to have a “ gift ” for wood-carving, 
and a lodging-house keeper who “ took classes ” every 
winter, she told Mr Kipps, as though they were a 
tonic, and “ found they did her good ” And occasion- 
ally Mr Chester Coote — ^refined and gentlemanly — 
would come into the class, with or without papers. 
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ostensibly on committee business, but in reality to talk 
to the less attractive one of the two girl students, and 
sometimes a brother of Miss Wilshingham, a slender, 
dark young man with a pale face and fluctuating 
resemblances to the voting Napoleon, would arrive 
just at the end of the class time to take his sis er 
home 

All these personages impressed Kipps with a sense of 
inferiority that in the case of Miss Walshingham became 
positively abysmal The ideas and knowledge they 
appeared to have, their peiaonal capacity and freedom, 
opened a new world to his imagination These people 
came and went, with a sense of absolute assurance, 
against an overwhelming background of plaster cast*!, 
diagrams and tables, benches and a blackboard — a back- 
ground that seemed to him to be saturated with recon- 
dite knowledge and the occult and jealously guarded 
tips and secrets that constitute Art and the Higher Life 
They went home, he imagined, to homes where the 
piano was placed with distinction and freedom, ard 
books littered the tables, and foreign languages \\ere 
habitually used They had complicated meals, no 
doubt — ^with serviettes They knew etiquette,^' and 
how to avoid all the errors for which Kipps bought 
penny manuals, What to Avoid,” “ Common Errors 
in Speaking,” and the like He knew nothing about it 
all — nothing whatever, he w^as a creature of the outer 
darkness blinking in a blinding unrevealing light 

He heard them speak easily and freely to one another 
of examinations, of books and paintings, of “ last year’s 
Academy ” — sl little contemptuously, and once, ju«t at 
the end of the class-time, Mr Chester Coote and young 
Walshingham and the two girls argued about something 
or other called, he fancied, ‘‘ Vagner ” or “ Vargner ” — 
they seemed to say it both ways — and which presently 
shaped itself more definitely as the name of a man who 
made up music (Carshot and Buggins weren’t in it 
with them) Young Walshingham, it appeared, said 
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something or other that was an epigram,” and they all 
applauded him Kipps, I sav, felt himself a cieature of 
outer darkness, an inexcusable intruder in an altitudmous 
world When the epigram happened, he first of all 
smiled to pretend he understood, and instantly sup- 
pressed the smile to show he did not listen Then he 
became extremel}^ hot and uncomtortable, though no- 
body had noticed either phase 

It was clear his only chance of concealing his bottom- 
less baseness was to hold his tongue, and meanwhile he 
chipped with earnest care, and abased his soul before the 
verv shadow of Miss Walshmgham She used to come 
and direct and advise him, with, he felt, an effort to 
conceal the scorn she had for him, and indeed it is true 
that at first she thought of him chiefly as the clumsy 
young man with the red ears 

And as soon as he emerged from the first effect of 
pure and awestricken humility — he was greatly helped 
to emerge from that condition to a perception of 
human equality by the need the lodging-house keeper 
was under to talk while she worked, and as she didn’t 
like Miss Walshmgham and her friends very much, and 
the young man with spectacles was deaf, she naturally 
talked to Kipps — he perceived that he was in a state 
of adoration for Miss Walshmgham that it seemed 
almost a blasphemous familiarity to speak of as being 
m love 

This state, you must undei stand, had nothing to do 
with ‘‘ flirting ” or spooning ” and that superficial 
passion that flashes from eye to eye upon the I eas and 
pier — absolutely nothing That he knew from the first 
Her rather pallid, intelligent young face, beneath those 
sombre clouds of hair, put her in a class apart, towards 
her the thought of attentions ” paled and vanished 
To approach such a being, to perform sacrifices and to 
perish obviously for her, seemed the limit he might 
aspire to, he or any man For if his love was abasement, 
at any rate it had this much or manliness, that it 
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cohered all his sex It had not yet come to Kipps to 
acknowledge any man as his better in his heart of hearts 
When one does that the game is plaj^ed and one grows 
old indeed 

The rest of his sentimental interests vanished alto 
gether in this great illumination He meditated about 
her when he was blocking cretonne, her image was 
before his eyes at tea-time and blotted out the more 
immediate faces, and made him silent and preoccupied 
and so careless in his bearing that the junior apprentice, 
sitting beside him, mocked at and parodied his enormous 
bites of bread and butter unreproved He became 
conspicuously less popular on the fancy ” «ide, the 

costumes ” was chillj' with him and the milliner> ’ 
cutting But he did not care An intermittent corre- 
spondence with Flo Bates, that had gone on since she 
left Mr Shal ford’s desk for a position at Tonbridge 
“ nearer home,” and which had roused Kipps in its 
earlier stages to unparalleled heights of epistolatory 
effort, died out altogether by reason of his neglect He 
heard with scarcelj- a pang that, as a consequence per- 
haps of his neglect, Flo tvas ^‘carrying on with a chap 
who managed a farm ” 

Every Thursday he jabbed and gouged at his wood, 
jabbing and gouging intersecting circles and diamond 
traceries and that laboured inane which our mad world 
calls ornament, and he watched Miss Walshingham fur- 
tively whenever she turned away The circles in conse- 
quence were jabbed crooked, and his panels, losing their 
symmetry, became comparatively pleasing to the un- 
trained ej^e — ^and once he jabbed his finger He would 
cheerfully have jabbed all his fingers if he could ha\e 
found some means of using the opening to express 
himself of the vague emotions that possessed him But 
he shirked conveisation just as earnestly as he desired 
It, he feared that profound general ignorance of his 
might appear 
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§ 3 

There came a time when she could not open one of 
the classroom windows The man with the black beard 
pored ovei his chipping heedlessly 

It did not take Kipps a moment to grasp his oppor- 
tunity He dropped his gouge and stepped forward 
Lem me ” he said 

He could not open the window eithei ^ 

Oh, please don’t trouble,’ ^she said 
’Sno trouble,” he gasped 

Still the sash stuck He felt his manhdod was at 
stake He gathered himself together for a tremendous 
effort, and the pane broke with a snap, and he thrust 
his hand into the void beyond 

** There said Miss Walshingham, and the glass fell 
ringing into the courtyard below 

Then Kipps made to bring his hand back, and felt 
the keen touch of the edge of the broken glass at his 
wrist He turned dolefully I’m tremendously 
sorry,” he said in answer to the accusation m Miss 
Walshingham s eyes ‘‘ I didn’t think it would break 
like that,” — ^as if he had expected it to break in some 
quite different and entirely more satisfactory manner 
The boy with the gift of wood carving having stared 
at Kipps’ face for a moment, became involved in a 
Laocoon struggle with a giggle 

‘‘You’ve cut your wrist,” said one of the girl 
friends, standing up and pointing She was a pleasant- 
faced, greatly freckled girl, with a helpful disposition, 
and she said “ You’ve cut your wrist,” as brightly as if 
she had been a trained nurse 

Kipps looked down, and saw a swift line of scarlet 
rush down his hand He perceived the other man 
student regarding this with magnified eyes “ You ha^ve 
cut your wrist,” said Miss Walshingham, and Kipps 
legarded his damage with greater interest 

“ He’s cut his wrist,” said the maiden lady to the 
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lodging house keeper, and seemed in doubt wha a 

lady should do * It s ” she hesitated at the word 

‘‘bleeding,” and nodded to the lodging-house keeper 
instead 

“Dreadfulh,” said the maiden ladv, and tried to 
look and tiied not to look at the same time 

‘ Of course he’s cut his wrist,” said the lodging-hou e 
keeper, momentarily quite anno}ed at Kipps, and the 
other voung lady, who thought Kipps rather common, 
went on quietly with her wood cutting with an air of 
Its being the proper thing to do — though nobody else 
seemed to know it 

“'You must tie it up, said Miss "Walshingham 
“We must tie it up,” said the freckled girl 
“I ’adn’t the slightest idea that window was going 
to break like that,” said Kipps, with candour “ Nort 
the slightest ” 

He glanced again at the blood on his wrist, and it 
seemed to him that it was on the very point of dropping 
on the floor of that cultured classroom So he very 
neatly licked it off, feeling at the same time for his 
handkerchief “ Oh, donHP^ said Miss Walshingham as 
he did so, and the girl with the freckles made a move- 
ment of horror The giggle got the better of the boy 
with the gift, and celebrated its tiinmph by unseemly 
noises, in spite of which it seemed to Kipps at the 
moment that the act that had made Miss Walshingham 
say “ Oh, dofCt was rather a desperate and manly 
treatment of what was after all a creditable injury 

“ It ought to be tied up,” said the lodging-house 
keeper, holding her chisel upright m her hand “ It s 
a bad cut to bleed like that ” 

“We must tie it up,” said the freckled girl, and 
hesitated in front of Kipps “ Have you got a hand- 
kerchief she said 

“ I dunno ’ow I managed not to bring one,” said 
Kipps “I — ^Not ’aving a cold I suppose some’ow I 
didn’t think ■” 
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He checked a further flow of blood 
The girl with the freckles caught Miss Walshingham’s 
e^e, and held it for a moment Both glanced at Kipps^ 
injury Ihe boy with the gift, who had reappeared 
with a chastened expression from some noisy pursuit 
beneath his desk, made the neglected motions of one 
who proffers shyly Miss Walshingham under the spell 
of the freckled girl’s eye produced a handkerchief The 
\oice of the maiden lady could be heard in the back- 
ground ‘‘ Fve been through all the technical educa- 
tion ambulance classes twice^ and I know you go so if 
Its a 'vein, and so if it’s an artery — at least you go so 
for one and so for the other, whichever it may be, 
but 

“If you will give me your hand,” said the freckled 
girl, and proceeded with Miss Walshmgham’s assistance 
to bandage Kipps in a most businesslike way Yes, they 
actually bandaged Kipps They pulled up his cnfls — 
happily they were not a very frayed pair — and held his 
wrist, and wrapped the soft handkerchief round it, and 
tightened the knot together And Miss Walshingham’s 
face, <-he face of that almost divine Over-human, came 
close to the face of Kipps 

“We’re not hurting you, are we’” she said 
“Not a bit,” said Kipps, as he would have said if 
they had been sawing his arm off 

“We’re not experts, you know,” said the freckled 
girl 

“ I’m sure it’s a dreadful cut,” said Miss Walshing 
ham 

“It ain’t much reely,” said Kipps, “and you’re 
taking a lot of trouble I’m sorry I broke that window 
I can’t think what I could have been doing ” 

“It isn’t so much the cut at the time, it’s the 
poiaoning afterwards,” came the voice of the maiden 
lady 

“Of course I’m quite willing to pay for the 
window,” panted Kipps opulently 
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r n afraid you won’t be able to go on carving to- 
night,” said Miss Walshmgham 

“ ril try,” said Kipps ‘‘ It reely doesn’t hurt — not 
anything to matter ” 

Presently Miss Walshmgham came to him as he carved 
heroically with his hand bandaged in her handkerchief 
There was a touch of a novel interest m her eyes 
I m afraid you’re not getting on very fast,” she said 
The freckled girl looked up and regarded Miss 
Walshmgham 

“ I’m doing a little, anyhow,” said Kipps “ I don’t 
want to waste any time A feller like me hasn’t much 
time to spare ” 

It struck the girls that there wa* a quality of modest 
disavowal about that “ feller like me ” It gave them a 
light into this obscure person, and Miss Walshmgham 
ventured to commend his vtork as ** promising” and to 
ask whether he meant to follow it up Kipps didn’t 
altogether know ” — “ things depended on so much,” 
but if he was in Folkestone next winter he certainly 
should It did not occur to Miss Walshmgham at the 
time to ask why his progress m art depended upon his 
presence in Folkestone There were some more questions 
and answers — they continued to talk to him for a little 
time, e\en when Mr Chester Coote had come into the 
room — and when at last the conversation had died out 
It dawned upon Kipps just how much his cut wrist had 
done for him 

He went to sleep that night revising that conversation 
for the twentieth time, treasuring this and expanding 
that, and inserting things he might have said to Miss 
Walshmgham, things he might still say about himself — 
in relation more or less explicit to her He wasn’t quite 
sure if he wouldn’t like his arm to mortify a bit, which 
would make him interesting, or to heal up absolutely, 
which would show the exceptional purity of his blood 
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§4 

The affair of the broken 'i\mdow happened hte in 
April, and the class came to an end in May In that 
mtmal there were several small incidents and great 
developments of emotion I have done Kipps no justice 
if I have made it seem that his face was unsightly It 
was, as the ficcUed giil pointed out to Helen Walshing- 
ham, an “ interesting face, and that 'l^pcct of him 
which presented chieflv eriatic hair and gloving ears 
ceased to prevail 

They talked him over, and the freckled girl dis- 
coveied there was something “wistful ” m his manner 
They detected a “ natural delicacy,’’ and the freckled 
girl set herself to diaw him out from that time forth 
The freckled girl was nineteen, and very wise and 
motherly and benevolent, and reall}' she greatly pre- 
ferred drawing out Kipps to wood carving It was quite 
evident to her that Kipps was m love with Helen 
Walshmgham, and it struck her as a queer and romantic 
and pathetic and extremely interesting phenomenon 
And as at that time she regarded Helen as “ simph 
lovely,” It seemed onh right and proper thit she should 
assist Kipps in his modest efforts to place himself in a 
state of absolute abandon upon her altar 

Under her sympathetic management the position of 
Kipps was presently defined quite clearly He was 
unhappy in his position — misunderstood He told her 
he “ didn’t seem to get on like ” with customers, and 
she translated this for him as “ too sensitive ” The 
discontent with his fate in life, the dreadful feeling 
that education was slipping by him, troubles that tine 
and usage were glazing over a little, revived to their old 
acuteness but not to their old hopelessness As a basis 
for s>mpath> indeed they were even a source of 
pleasure 

And one day at dinner it happened that Carshot and 
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Buggms fell talking of these here writers,” and how 
Dickens had been a labellei of blacking and Thackeray 
an artist who couldn’t sell a drawing,” and how 
Samuel Johnson had walked to London without any 
boots, having thrown away his only pair “ out of 
pride ” “ It’s luck,’ said Buggms, “ to a very large 

extent They just happen to hit on something that 
catches on, and there you are 

“ Nice easy life they have of it, too,” said Miss 
Mergle ‘‘ Write just an hour or so, and done for the 
dav * Almost like gentlefolks * 

“ There’s more work in it than vou’d think,” said 
Carshot, stooping to a mouthful 

I wouldn’t mind changing, for all that,” said 
Buggms ‘‘ I’d like to see one of these here authors 
marking off with Jimmy ” 

I think they copy from each other a good deal,” 
said Miss Mergle 

Even then (chup, chup, chup),” said Carshot, 
‘‘ there’s writing it out m then own hands ’ 

They proceeded to enlarge upon the literary life, on 
Its ease and dignity, on the social lecognition accorded 
to those who led it, and on the ample gratihcations their 
vanity achieved Pictures everywhere — never get a 
new suit without being photographed — almost like 
Royalty,” said Miss Mergle 

And all this talk impressed the imagination of Kipps 
very greatly Here was a class that seemed to bridge 
the gulf On the one hand essentially Low, but by 
factitious circumstances capable of enteiing upon those 
levels of social superiority to which all true Englishmen 
aspire, those levels from which one may tip a butler, 
scorn a tailor, and even commune with those who lead 
^ men ” into battle ‘‘ Almost like gentlefolks ’ — that 
was it ^ He brooded over these things in the afternoon, 
until they blossomed into day-dreams Suppose, for 
example, he had chanced to write a book, a well-known 
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book, unaer an assumed name, and )et kept on being a 
draper all the time Impossible, of course, out 

suppose — It made quite a long dream 

And at the next wood carving class he let it be 
drawn from him that his real choice in life was to be 
a Nawther — “only one doesn’t get a chance” 

After that there were times when Kipps had that 
pleasant sense that comes of attracting interest He was 
a mute, inglorious Dickens, or at iny rate something of 
that sort, and they were all taking him at that The 
discovery of this indefinable “ something in ” him, the 
development of which was now painfully restricted and 
imuossmle, did much to bridge the gulf between himself 
and Miss Walshmgham He was unfortunate, he was 
futile, but he was not “ common ” Even now with 
help >* The two girls, and the frecicled girl in 
particular, tried to “ stir him up ” to some effort to do 
his imputed potentialities lustice They were still 
young enough to believe that to nice and niceish 
members of the male sex — ^more especially when under 
the stimulus of feminine encouragement — nothing is 
finally impossible 

The freckled girl was, I say, the stage manager of 
this affair, but Miss Walshmgham was the presiding 
divinity A touch of piopiictorship came into her e\es 
at times when she looked at him He was hers — un- 
conditionally — ^and she knew it 

To her directly Kipps scarcely ever made a speech 
The enterprising things that he was continually devising 
to say to her, he usually did not say, or he said them in 
a suitably modified form to the girl with the freckles 
And one day the girl with the freckles smote him to 
the heart She said to him, with the faintest indication 
of her head across the classroom to where her friend 
reached a cast from the shelf, “I do think Helen 
Walshmgham is sometimes the most lovely person in 
the world Look at her now’” 

Kipps gasped for a moment The moment 
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lengthened, and she regarded him as an intelligent 
voung surgeon might regard an opeiation without 
anaesthetics 

You’re right,” he said, and then looked at her with 
an entire abandonment of visage 

She coloured under his glare of silent avowal, and he 
blushed brightl)- 

‘‘ I think so too,” he said hoarsely, cleared his throat, 
and after a meditative moment proceeded sacramentally 
with his wood carving 

“ You are wonderful,” said the freckled girl to Miss 
Walshmgham, apropos of nothing, as they went on their 
way home together He simply adores you ” 

But, mv dear, what have I done?” said Helen 
‘‘That’s just it,” said the freckled girl “What hmc 
j'OU done?” 

And then with a terrible swiftness came the last class 
of the course, to terminate this relationship altogether 
Kipps was careless of dates, and the thing came upon 
him with an effect of abrupt surprise Just as his petals 
were expanding so hopefully, “ Finis,” and the thing 
was at an end But Kipps did not fully appreciate that 
the end WaS indeed and really and truly the end, until 
he was back in the Emporium after the end was over 
The end began practically in the middle of the last 
class, when the freckled girl broached the topic of 
terminations She developed the question of just how 
he was going on after the session She hoped he would 
stick to certain resolutions of self improvement he had 
breathed She said quite honestly that he owed it to 
himself to develop his possibilities He expressed firm 
resolve, but dwelt on difficulties He had no books 
She instructed him how to get books from the public 
library He was to get a form of application for a 
ticket signed by a ratepayer, and he said *^of course,” 
when she said Mr Shalford would do that, though all 
the time he knew perfectly well it would “never do” 
to ask Mr Shalford for anything of the sort She 
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explained that she was going to North Wales ror the 
summer, information he received without immediate 
regret At intervals he expressed his intention ot going 
on with wood-carving when tie summer was o\cr, and 
once he added “If ” 

She considered herself extremeh delicate not to press 

for the completion of that “ if ’ 

After that talk there was an interval of languid wood- 
carving and watching Miss Walshingham 

Then presently there came a bustle of pad ing, a 
great ceremony of hand shaking all round by Miss 
Collis and the maiden lady of ripe vears, and then Kipps 
found himself outside the classroom, on the landing 
with his two fi lends It seemed to him he had only 
just learnt that this was the last class of all There 
came a little pause, and the freckled girl suddenly went 
back into the classroom, and left Kipps and Miss 
Walshingham alone together for the first time Kipps 
was instantly breathless She looked at his face with a 
glance of mingled sympathy and curiosity, and held 
out her white hand 

“Well, good bye, Mr Kipps,” she said 
He took her hand and held it “ Td do an^ thing 
said Kipps, and had not the tement} to add, “ for you ' 
He stopped awkwardly He shook her hand and said, 
“ Good-bye ” 

There was a little pause 

'I hope }OU will ha\e a pleasant holiday” she 
said 

“ I shall come back to the tlass next \ ear anyhow ’ 
said Kipps valiantly, and turned abruptly to the stairs 
“ I hope you will,” said Miss Walshingham 
He turned back towards her “Reely^” he said 
“ I hope everybody will come back ” 

“ I will — ^anyhow,” said Kipps “ You may count on 
that,” and he tried to make his tones significant 
They looked at one another through a little pause 
“ Good-bye,” she said 
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Kipps lifted his hat She turned towards the class 
room 

‘‘Well ^ said the freclled girl, coming back towards 
her 

“ Nothing,” said Helen “ At least — ^presently ’* 
And she became very energetic about some scattered 
tools on a desk 

The freckled girl went out and stood for a moment 
at the head of the stairs When she came back she 
looked veiy hard at her friend The incident struck 
her as important — wonderfully important It was un 
assimilable, of course, and absurd, but there it was, the 
thing that is so cardinal to a girl, the emotion, the sub 
servicnce, the crowning triumph of her sex She could 
not help feeling that Helen took it, on the whole, a 
little too hardly 
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Ihe hour of the class on the following Thursday 
found Kipps in a state of nearly incredible despondency 
He was sitting with his eyes on the reading room clock 
his chin resting on his fists and his elbows on the 
accumulated comic papers that were comic alas’ in 
vain ’ He paid no heed to the little man in spectacles 
glaring opposite to him, famishing for Fun In this 
place It was he had sat night after night, each night 
more precious than the last, waiting until it should be 
time to go to Her ’ And then — ^bliss ’ And now the 
hour had come and there was no class ’ There would 
be no class now until next October, it might be that for 
him there would never be a class again 

It might be there would never be a class again, for 
Shalford, taking exception at a ceitain absent minded- 
ness that led to mistakes and more particularly to the 
ticketing of several articles in Kipps’ Manchester 
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window upside down, had been ‘‘ on to ” him for the 
past few days in an exceedingly onerous manner 

He sighed profoundly, pushed the comic papers back 
— they were instantly rent away from him by the little 
man in spectacles — and tried the old engravings of 
Folkestone in the past, that hung about the room But 
these, too, failed to minister to his bruised heart For 
a time he wandered about the corridors and watched 
the library indicator for a while Wonderful thing 
that * But It did not hold him for long People came 
and laughed near him and that jarred on him dreadfully 
He went out of the building and a beastly cheerful 
barrel organ mocked him in the street He was moved 
to a desperate resolve to go down to the beach There 
It might be he would be alone The sea might be 
rough — and attuned to him It would certainly be 
dark 

“If I ’ad a penny I’m blest if I wouldn’t go and 
chuck myself off the end of the pier Sht^d 

never miss me ” He followed a deepening vein 
of thought 

“ Penny though ’ It’s tuppence,” he said after a 
space 

He went down Dover Street in a state of profound 
melancholia — at the pace and mood as it were of his 
own funeral procession — and he crossed at the corner of 
Tontine Street heedless of all mundane things And 
there it was that Fortune came upon him, in disguise 
and with a loud shout, the shout of a person endowed 
with an unusually rich, full voice, followed immediately 
by a violent blow in the back 

His hat was o\er his ejes and an enormous weight 
rested on his shoulders and something kicked him in the 
back of his calf 

Then he was on all fours in some mud that Fortune, 
in conjunction with the Folkestone corporation and in 
the pursuit of equally mysterious ends, had heaped 
together even lavishly for his reception 
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He lemamed in that position for some seconds await- 
ing further developments, and believing almost anj. thing 
broken before his heart Gathering at last that this 
temporary violence of things in general was over, and 
being perhaps assisted by a clutching hand, he arose, 
and found himselr confronting a figire holding a bicycle 
and thrusting forward a dark face in anxious acrutmv 
‘‘You aren't hurt, Matey? ' gasped the figure 
“Was that you ’it me?” said Kipps 
“It’s these handles, xou know,” said the figure with 
an air of being a fellow sufferer “ They’re too IoijJ 
And when I go to turn, if I don’t remember, Bif’ — 
and I’m t7i to something ” 

“Well — ^you give me a oner in the back — an\how ” 
said Kipps, taking stock of his damages 

“I was coming down hill, }ou know” explained 
the bicyclist “These little Folkestone hills are a Fair 
Treat It isn’t as though I d been on the le/el I came 
rather a whop ” 

“ You did that ” said Kipps 

“I was back pedalling for all I was worth anyhow” 
said the bicyclist “Not that I am worth much bad 
pedalling ” 

He glanced round and made a sudden mo cment 
almost as if to mount his machine Then he tuined as 
rapidly to Kipps again, who was now stooping down, 
pursuing the tale of his injuries 

“ Here’s the back of my trouser leg all torn down,” 
said Kipps, “and I believe I’m bleeding You reelv 

ought to be more careful ” 

The stranger investigated the damage with a rapid 
movement “Holy Smoke, so vou are'” He laid a 
friendly hand on Kipps’ arm “ I say — ^look here ' 

Come up to my diggings and sew it up I’m Of 

course I’m to blame, and I say ” hia \oice sank to 

a confidential friendliness “ Here’s a slop Don’t let 
on I ran you down Haven’t a lamp, you know 
Might be a bit awkward, for me ” 
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Kipps looked up towards the advancing policeman 
The appeal to his generosity was not misplaced He 
immediately took sides with his assailant He stood up 
as the representative of the law drew nearer He 
assumed an air which he considered highly suggestive 
of an accident not having happened 
“All right,” he said, “go on’” 

“ Right you are,” said the cyclist promptly, and led 
the way, and then, apparently with some idea of decep 
tion, called over his shoulder, “I’m tremendously glad 
to have met you, old chap 

“It really isn’t a hundred ^ards,” he said after they 
had passed the policeman, it’s just round the corner ” 
“ Of course,” said Kipps, hinping slightly “ I don’t 
want to get a chap into trouble Accidents will happen 
Still ” 

“ Oh ’ rather ^ I believe you Accidents will 
happen Especially when you get me on a bicycle ” 
He laughed “You aren’t the first I’ve run down, not 
by any manner of means ’ I don’t think you can be 
hurt much either It isn’t as though I was scorching 
You didn’t see me coming I was back pedalling like 
anything Only naturally it seems to }ou I must have 
been coming fast And I did all I could to ease off the 
bump as I hit you It was just the treadle I think came 
against your calf But it was All Right of you about 
that policeman, you know That was a Fair Bit of All 
Right Under the Circs, if you’d told him I was 
riding It might have been forty bob ’ Forty bob ’ ^ I’d 
have had to tell ’em Time is Money Just now for 
Mr H C 

“ I shouldn’t have blamed j^ou either, you know* 
Most men after a bump like that might have been 
spiteful The least I can do is to stand you a needle 
and thread And a clothes brush It isn’t everyone 
who’d have taken it like you 

“ Scorching ’ Why if I’d been scorching you’d have 
— coming as we did — you’d have been knocked silly 
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“ But I tell >ou, the way you caught on about that 
slop was something worth seeing When I asked you, 
I didn’t half expect it Bif* Right off Cool as a 
cucumber Had youi line at once I tell vou that 
there isn’t many men would have acted as you have 
done, I will say that You acted like a gentleman o\er 
that slopjJ’ 

Kipps’ first sense of injury disappeared He limped 
along a pace or so behind, making depieciatorv noises 
in response to these flattering remarks and taking stock 
of the very appreciative person who uttered them 

As they passed the lamps he was visible as a figure 
with a slight anterior plumpness, progressing buoyantly 
on knickerbockered legs with quite enormous cahes, 
legs that, contrasting with Kipps’ own narrow practice, 
were even exuberantly turned out at the knees and toes 
A cycling cap was worn very much on one side, and 
from beneath it protruded carelessly straight wisps of 
dark red hair, and ever and again an ample nose came 
into momentary view round the corner The muscular 
checks of this person and a certain generosity of chin he 
possessed were blue shaven, and he had no moustache 
His carriage was spacious and confident, his gestures up 
and down the narrow deserted back street they traversed 
were irresistibly suggestive of ownership, a suggestion 
of bioadly gesticulating shadows were born squatting on 
his feet and grew and took possession of the road and 
reunited at last with the shadows of the infinite, as 
lamp after lamp was passed Kipps saw by the flicker- 
ing light of one of them that they were in I ittle 
Fenchurch Street, and then they came round a corner 
sharply into a dark court and stopped at the door of a 
particularly ramshackle-looking little house, held up 
between two larger ones — like a drunken man between 
policemen 

The cyclist propped his machine carefully against the 
window, produced a key and blew down it sharply 
^‘The lock’s a bit tricky,” he said, and de\oted himself 
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for some moments to the task of opening the door 
Some mechanical catastrophe ensued and the door was 
open 

“ You’d better wait here a bit while I get the lamp,” 
he remarked to Kipps, “very likely it isn’t filled,” and 
\anished into the blackness of the passage '‘Thank 
God for matches’” he said, and Kipps had an im 
pression of a passage in the transitory pink flare and the 
bicyclist disappearing into a further room Kipps was 
so much interested by these things that for the time he 
forgot his injuries altogether 

An interval and Kipps was dazzled by a pmk-shaded 
kerosene lamp “ You go m,” said the red haired man, 
‘and I’ll bring in the bike,” and for a moment Kipps 
v/as alone in the lamp-lit room He took m rather 
vaguely the shabby ensemble of the little apartment, 
the round table covered with a torn, red, glass-stained 
cover on which the lamp stood, a mottled looking-glass 
over the fireplace reflecting this, a disused gas bracket, 
an extinct fire, a number of aged postcards and 
memoranda stuck round the glass, a dusty paper-rack on 
the mantel ciOA^ded with a number of cabinet photo- 
graphs, a side table littered with papers and cigarette 
ash and a siphon of soda w^ater Then the cj/clist re- 
appeared and Kipps saw his blue-shaved, rather animated 
face and bright reddish, brown eyes for the first time 
He was a man perhaps ten years older than Kipps, but 
his beardless face made them in a way contemporary 
“You behaved all right about that policeman — any- 
how,” he repeated as he came forward 

“ I don’t see ’ow else I could ’ave done,” said Kipps 
quite modestly The cyclist scanned his guest for the 
first time and decided upon hospitable details 

“ We’d better let that mud dry a bit before we brush 
It Whisky there is, good old Methusaleh, Canadian 
Rye, and there’s some brandy that’s all right Which’ll 
you have?” 

“/ dunno,” said Kipps, taken by surprise, and then 
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seeing no other course but acceptance, “well — whisky 
then ” 

‘‘Right )ou are, old bo\, and if \ou 11 take mv 

advice you’ll take it neat I may not be a particular 

judge of this sort of thing, but I do know old 

Methusaleh pretty well Old Methusalen — three stars 
That’s me ’ Good old Harry Chitterlow and good old 
Methusaleh Leave ’em together Bif * He’s gone ' ’ 

He laughed loudlv looked about him, hesitated and 
retired, leaving Kipps in possession of the room and 
free to make a more precise examination of its contents 

§ 2 

He particularly remarked the photographs that 

adorned the apartment They were chiefly photographs 
of ladies, in one case in tights, which Kipps thought a 
“ bit ’ot,” but one represented the bicyclist in the 
costume of some remote epoch It did not take Kipps 
long to infer that the others were probably actresses 
and that his host was an actor, and the presence of the 
half of a large coloured playbill seemed to confirm this 
A note set up in an Oxford frame that was a little too 
large for it, he presently demeaned himself to read 
“ Dear Mr Chitterlow,” it ran its brief course, “ if after 
all you will send the play you spoke of I will endeavour 
to read it,” followed by a stylish but absolutel} illegible 
signature, and across this was written in pencil, “ What 
price Harry now ?” And in the shadow by the window 
was a rough and lather able sketch of the bicyclist in 
chalk on brown paper, calling particular attention to 
the curvature of the forward lines of his hull and 
calves and the jaunty carnage of his nose, and labelled 
unmistakably “ Chitterlow ’ Kipps thought it “ rather 
a take-off” The papers on the table by the siphon 
were in manuscript, Kipps observed, manuscript of a 
particularly convulsive and blottesque sort and running 
obliquely across the page 
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Presently he hea-d the metallic clamour as if of a 
senes of irreparable breakages with which the lock of 
the front door discharged its function, and then Chitter- 
low reappeared, a little out of breath as if from running, 
and with a starrv labelled bottle in his large freckled 
hand 

‘‘ Sit down, old chap,” he said, sit down I had 
to go out for It after all Wasn^t a solitary bottle left 
However, it’s all right now we’re here No, don’t sit 
on that chair, there’s sheets of my play on that That’s 
the one — with the broken arm I think this glass is 
clean, but anyhow wash it out with a squazz of siphon 
and sh> it in the fireplace Here* I’ll do u* Lend 
It here *” 

As he spoke Mr Chitterlow produced a corkscrew 
from a table drawer, attacked and overcame good old 
Methusaleh’s cork in a style a bar-tender might envy, 
washed out two tumblers in his simple, effectual manner, 
and poured a couple of inches of the ancient ffuid 
into each Kipps took his tumbler, said Thenks ” in 
an off hand way, and after a momentary hesitation 
whether he should say ‘‘ here’s to you ^ ” or not, put it 
to his lips without that ceremony For a space fire in 
his throat occupied his attention to the exclusion of 
other matters, and then he discovered Mr Chitterlow 
with an intensely Dulldog pipe alight, seated on the 
opposite side of the empty fireplace and pouring himself 
out a second dose of whisky 

After all,” said Mr Chitterlow, with his eye on 
the bottle and a little smile wandering to hide amidst 
his larger features, ‘‘ this accident might have been 
worse I wanted someone to talk to a bit, and I didn’t 
want to go to a pub, leastways not a Folkestone pub, 
because as a matter of fact I’d promised Mrs Chitter- 
low, who’s away, not to, for various reasons, though of 
course if I’d wanted to I’m just that sort I should have 
all the same, and here we are’ It’s curious how 
runs up against people out bicycling’” 


one 
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Isn’t said Kipps, feeling that the time had 
come for him to say something 

Here we are, sitting and talking like old friends, 
and half an hour ago we didn’t 1 now we existed Least 
ways we didn’t know each other existed I might have 
passed you in the street perhaps and you might have 
passed me, and how was I to tell that put to the test 
you would have behaved as decently as }Ou have 
behaved? Only it happened otheruise, that’s all 
You’re not smoking *” he said Have a cigarette 

Kipps made a confused reply that took the form of 
not minding if he did, and m his confusion drank 
another sip of old Methusaleh He was able to follow 
the subsequent course of that sip for quite a long way 
It was as though the old gentleman was brandishing a 
burning torch through his vitals, lighting him here and 
lighting him there until at last his whole being was in 
a glow Chitterlow produced a tobacco pouch and 
cigarette papers, and with an interesting parenthesis 
that was a little difficult to follow about some lady 
named Kitty something or other who had taught him 
the art when he was as yet only what you might call a 
nice boy, made Kipps a cigarette, and with a considcia 
tion that won kipps’ gratitude suggested that after all 
he might find a little soda water an improvement with 
the whisky ‘‘Some people like it that way,” said 
Chitterlow, and then with voluminous emphasis, “ I 
don’t ” 

Emboldened by the weakened state of his enemy 
Kipps promptly swallowed the rest of him and had his 
glass at once hospitably replenished He began to feel 
he was of a firmer consistency than he commonly 
believed, and turned his mind to what Chitterlow was 
saying with the resolve to play a larger part m the 
conversation than he had hitherto done Also he 
smoked through his nose quite successfully, an art he 
had only very recently acquired 

Meanwhile Chitterlow explained that he was a play 
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wnght, and the tongue of Kipps v^as unloosened to 
respond that he knew a chap, or rather one of their 
fellows knew a chap, or at least to be perfectly 
correct this fellow’s brother did, who had written a 
play In response to Chitterlow’s inquiries he could 
not recall the title of the play, noi where it had ap- 
peared nor the name of the manager who produced it, 
though he thought the title was something about 
Love’s Ransom ” or something like that 
“ He made five ’undred pounds by it, though,” said 
Kipps “ I know that ” 

^‘That’s nothing,” said Chitterlow, with an air of 
experience that was extremely convincing “ Nothing 
May seem a big sum to you, but / can assure you it’s 
just what one gets any day There’s any amount of 
money, an ny amount, in a good play ” 

I dessav,” said Kipps, drinking 
“Any amount of money’” 

Chitterlow began a series of illustrative instances 
He was clearly a person of quite unequalled gift for 
monologue It was as though some conversational dam 
had burst upon Kipps, and in a little while he was 
drifting along upon a copious rapid of talk about all 
sorts of theatrical things bv one who knew all about 
them, and quite incapable of anticipating whither that 
rap d meant to carry him Presently somehow they 
had got to anecdotes about well-known theatrical 
managers, little Teddy Bletherskite, artful old Chumps, 
and the magnificent Behemoth, “petted to death, you 
know, fair sickened, bv all these society women ” 
Chitterlow described various personal encounters with 
these personages, always with modest self depreciation, 
and gave Kipps a very amusing imitation of old Chumps 
in a state of intoxication Then he took two more stiff 
doses of old Methusaleh in rapid succession 

Kipps reduced the hither end of his cigarette to a 
pulp as he sat “ dessaying ” and “ quite believing ” 
Chitterlow in the sagest manner, and admiring the easy 
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way in which he was getting on with this \erv no\el 
and entertaining personage He had another cigarette 
made for him, and then Chitterlow, assuming by in 
sensible degrees more and more of the manner of a rich 
and successful playwright being interviewed by a ^oung 
admirer, set himself to answer questions which some 
times Kipps asked and sometimes Chitterlow, about the 
particulars and methods of his caiecr He undertook 
this self-imposed task with great earnestness and vigour, 
treating the matter indeed with such fulness that at 
times It seemed lost altogether under the thicket of 
parentheses, footnotes, and episodes that branched and 
budded from its stem But it always emeiged again, 
usually by way of illustration, to its own digressions 
Practically it was a mass of material for the biography of 
a man who had been everywhere and done everything 
(including the Honourable Thomas Noigate, which was 
a Record), and in particular had acted with great dis 
tinction and profit (he dated various anecdotes, “ when 
I was getting thirty, or forty, or fifty dollars a week’) 
throughout America and the entire civilised world 
And as he talked on and on m that full, nch, satis- 
fying voice he had, and as old Methusaleh, indisput 
ably a most drunken old repiobate of a whisky, busied 
himself throughout Kipps, lighting lamp after lamp 
until the entile framework of the little draper was 
illuminated and glowing like some public building on a 
festival, behold Chitterlow and Kipps with him and 
the room m which they sat were transfigured * 
Chitterlow became in very truth that ripe full man of 
infinite experience and humour and genius, fellow of 
Shakespeare and Ibsen and Maeterlinck (three names 
he placed together quite modestly far above his own) 
and no longer ambiguously dressed in a sort of >achting 
costume with cycling knickerbockers, but elegantly if 
unconventionally attired, and the room ceased to be a 
small and shabby room in a Folkestone slum, and grew 
larger and more richly furnished, and the flv-blown 
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photographs were curious old pictures, and the rubbish 
on the walls the most rare and costly bric-a brae, and 
the indisputable paraffin lamp a soft and splendid light 
A certain youthful heat that to many minds might have 
weakened old Methusaleh’s starry claim to a ripe 
antiquity, vanished in that glamour, two burnt holes 
and a claimant darn in the tablecloth, moreover, became 
no more than the pleasing contradictions natural in the 
house of genius, and as for Kipps ’ — Kipps was a bright 
young man of promise, distinguished by recent quick, 
courageous proceedings not too definitely insisted upon, 
and he had been lewarded by admission to a sanctum 
and confidences for which the common prosperous, for 
i\hich society women ’ even, were notoriously sighing 
in \ain ‘‘Don’t want them, my boy, they’d simply 
plaj old Harry with the work, you know ’ Chaps 
outside, bank cleiks and university fellows, think the 
life’s all that sort of thing Don’t you believe 'em 
Don’t you believe ’em ” 

And then * 

“ Boom Boom Boom Boom ’ right 

in the middle of a most entertaining digression on flats 
who join touting companies under the impression that 
they aie actors, Kipps much amused at their flatness as 
exposed by Chitterlow 

‘ Lor’ * ” said Kipps like one who awakens, “ that’s 
not eleven 

“ Must be,” said Chitterlow “ It was nearly ten 

when I got that whisky It’s early vet ” 

“ All the same I must be going,” said Kipps, and 
stood up “Even now — maybe Fact is — I 'ad no 
idea The ’ouse door shuts at ’arf past ten, you know 
I ought to ’ave thought before” 

“Well, if you must go — ^ I tell you what I’ll 
come too Why ’ There’s your leg, old man * 

Clean forgot it * You can’t go through the streets like 
that I’ll sew up the tear And meanwhile have 
another whisky” 
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I ought to be getting on now^^ protested Kipps 
feebly, and then Chitteilow was showing him how to 
kneel on a chair in order that the rent trouser leg 
should be attainable, and old Methusaleh on his third 
round was busy repairing the temporary eclipse of 
Kipps’ arterial glow Then suddenly Chitterlow wa 
seized with laughter, and had to leave off sewing to tell 
Kipps that the scene wouldn’t make a bad bit of 
business in a farcical comedy, and then he began to 
sketch out the farcical comedy, and that led him to a 
digression about another farcical comedy of which he 
had written a ripping opening scene which wouldn’t 
take ten minutes to read It had something in it that 
had never been done on the stage before, and was yet 
perfectly legitimate, namely, a man with a live beetle 
down the back of his neck trying to seem at his ease in 
a roomful of people 

They won’t lock you out,” he said, in a singularly 
reassuring tone, and began to read and act what he 
explained to be (not because he had written it, but 
simply because he knew it was so on account of his 
exceptional experience of the stage), and what Kipps 
also quite clearly saw to be, one of the best opening 
scenes that had ever been written 

When It was over Kipps, who rarely swore, was 
inspired to say the scene was damned fine ” about six 
times over, whereupon as if by way of recognition, 
Chitterlow took a simply enormous portion of the 
inspiring antediluvian, declaring at the same time that 
he had rarely met a " finer ” intelligence than Kipps’ 
(stronger there might be, that he couldn’t say with 
certainty as yet, seeing how little after all they had 
seen of each other, but a finer never) y that it was a 
shame such a gallant and discriminating intelligence 
should be nightly either locked up or locked out at 
ten — ^well, ten thirty then — ^and that he had half a 
mind to recommend old somebody or other (apparently 
the editor of a London daily paper) to put on Kipps 
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forthwith as a dramatic critic in the place of the current 
incapable 

I don’t think Fve ever made up anything for 
print,” said Kipps, — ever Td have a thundering 
good try, though, if ever I got a chance I would that ^ 
Fve written window tickets often enough Made ’em 
up and everything But that’s diffeient ” 

You’d come to it all the fresher for not having 
done It before And the way you picked up every 
point in that scene, my boy, was a Fair Treat ’ I tell 
you, you’d knock William Archer into fits Not so 
literary, of course, you’d be, but I don’t believe in 
literary critics any more than m literary playwiights 
Plays are^Ht literature — that’s just the point they miss 
Plays are plays No ’ That won’t hamper yQu anyhow 
You’re wasted down here, I tell you Just as I was, 
before I took to acting I’m hanged if I wouldn’t like 
your opinion on these first two acts of that tragedy I’m 
on to I haven’t told you about that It wouldn’t 
take me more than an hour to lead ” 

§3 

Then so far as he could subsequently lemember, 
Kipps had another,” and then it would seem that 
suddenly, regardle&s of the tragedy, he insisted that he 
‘‘reely must be getting on,” and from that point his 
memory became irregular Certain things remained 
quite clear, and as it is a matter of common knowledge 
that intoxicated people forget what happens to them, it 
follows that he was not intoxicated Chitterlow came 
with him partly to see him home and partly for a 
freshener before turning m Kipps recalled afterwaids 
very distinctly how in Little Fenchurch Street he dis 
covered that he could not walk straight, and also that 
Chitterlow’s needle and thread in his still unmended 
trouser leg was making an annoying little noise on the 
pavement behind him He tried to pick up the needle 

4 
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suddenly by surprise and somehow tripped and reil, 
and then Chitterlow, laughing uproaiiouslv, helped him 
up wasn’t a bicycle this time, old boy,’ said 

Chitterlow, and that appeared to them both at the time 
as being a quite extiaoidinarily good joke indeed The\ 
punched each other about on the strength of it 

For a time Kipps certainly pretended to be quite 
desperately drunk and unable to walk, and Chitterlow 
entered into the pretence and supported him ^fter 
that Kipps remembered being struck with the extiemch 
laughable absuiditv of going down hill to Tontine 
Street in order to go up hill again to the Emporium, 
and trying to get that idea into Chitterlow’s head and 
being unable to do so on account of his own merriment 
or Chittcrlow’s e\ident intoxication, and his next 
memory after that was of the exterior of the Emporium, 
shut and darkened and, as it were, frowning at him 
with all Its stripes of yellow and green The chilly way 
in which ‘‘ Shalfoid ’ glittered in the moonlight printed 
Itself with particular vividness on his mind It appeared 
to Kipps that that establishment was closed to him for 
evermore Those gilded letters, in spite of appearances, 
spelt Finis for him and exile from Folkestone He 
would never do wood-carving, never see Miss Walshing- 
ham again Not that he had ever hoped to see her 
again But this was the knife, this was final He had 
stayed out, he had got drunk, there had been that row^ 
about the Manchester window dressing only thiee days 
ago In the retrospect he was quite sure that he 

was perfectly sober then and at bottom extremely un- 
happy, but he kept a brave face on the matter nev erthe- 
less, and declared stoutly he didn’t care if he was 
locked out 

Whereupon Chitterlow slapped him on the back \ erv 
hard and told him that was a Bit of All Right,” and 
assured him that when he himself had been a cle^k in 
Sheffield before he took to acting he had been locled 
out sometimes for six nights running 
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“What’s the result?” said Chitteilow “I could 
go bad to that place now, and theyd be glad to have 
me Glad to have me,” he reoeated, and then 

addea, “ that is to say, if they remember me — which 
isn’t very likely ” 

kipps asked a little weakly, “ What am I to do ? ’ 

‘ Jt^eep out,” said Chitterlow “ You can’t knock 
’em up now — that would give you Right awa}- You’d 
better try and sneak in in the morning with the Cat 
That 11 do you You’ll probably get in all right in the 
morning if nobody gives you away ” 

Then for a time — perhaps as the result of that slap 
o’^ tne back — Kipps felt decidedly queer, and acting on 
Chitterlow’s advice went for a bit of a freshener along 
the I eas After a time he threw off the temporary 
queerness, and found Chitterlow patting him on the 
shoulder and telling him that he’d be all right now in 
a minute and all the better for it — ^which he was And 
the wind having dropped and the night being now a 
really very beautiful moonlit night indeed, and all 
before Kipps to spend as he liked and with only a ver^ 
little tendency to spin round now and again to mar its 
splendour, they set out to walk the whole length ot the 
I eas to the Sandgate lift and back, and as they walked 
Chitterlow spoke first of moonlight transfiguring the 
sea and then of moonlight transfiguring faces, and 
so at last he came to the topic of Love, and upon 
that he dwelt a great while, and with a wealth of 
experience and illustrative anecdote that seemed re 
markably pungent and material to Kipps He forgot 
his lost Miss Walshingham and his outraged employer 
again He became as it were a desperado by reflection 
Chitterlow had had adventures, a quite astonishing 
\ariety of adventures in this direction, he was a man with 
a past, a really opulent past, and he certainly seemed to 
like to look back and see himself amidst its opulence 
He made no consecutive history, but he gave Kipps 
vuid, momentary pictures of relations and entangle 
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merits One moment he was in flight — onl} 00 
worthily in flight — before the husband of a Mah’^ 
woman in Cape Town At the next he was having 
pas lonate complications with the daughter of a clergy- 
man in York Then he passed to a remarkable grouping 
at Sea ford 

They say you can’t love two women at once,” said 

Chitterlow But I tell you ” He gesticulated 

and raised his ample voice It’s Rot f Rot 
I know that,” said Kipps 

“Why, when I was in the smalls with Be? u 
Hoppei’s company there were three ’ He laughed and 
decided to add, “ Not counting Bessie, that is ” 

He set out to reveal Life as it is lived in touring 
companies, a quite amazing jungle of interv;o\en 
* affairs” it appeared to be, a mere amorous winepress 
for the crushing of hearts 

“ People sav this sort of thing’s a nuisance ind inter- 
feres with Work I tell you it isn’t The Worl 
couldn’t go on without it They mttsi do it Thc/ 
haven’t the Temperament if they don’t If they hadn t 
the Temperament they wouldn’t want to act, it thc; 
have — Bif 

“ You’re right,” said Kipps “ I see that ” 

Chitterlow proceeded to a close ciiticism of certain 
historical indiscretions of Mr Clement Scott respecting 
the morals of the stage Speaking m confidence and 
not as one who addresses the public, he admitted regret- 
fully the general truth of these comments He pro 
ceeded to examine various typical instances that had 
almost forced themselves upon him personally, and with 
especial regard to the contrast betiveen his own conduct 
towards women and that of the Honourable Thoma 
Norgate, with whom it appeared he had once been on 
terms of great intimacy 

Kipps listened with emotion to these extraordinary 
recollections They were wonderful to him, they were 
incredibly credible This tumultuous, passionate. 
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11 regular course v^as the way life ran — except in high- 
ckbs establishments ^ Such things happened in novels, 
in plays — only he had been fool enough not to imdei- 
stand they happened His share in the conversation was 
now indeed no more than faint writing in the margin, 
Chitterlow was talking quite continuously He ex- 
panded his magnificent voice into huge guffaws, he drew 
It together into a confidential intensity, it became drawl- 
mgly reminiscent, he was frank, frank with the effect of 
a revelation, reticent also with the effect of a revelation, 
a stupendously gesticulating, moonlit black figure, wallow- 
ing in Itself, preaching Adventure and the Flesh to Kipps 
Yet withal shot with something of sentiment, with a 
sort of sentimental refinement, very coarsely and ego- 
tistically done The Times he had had * — even 
befoie he was as old as Kipps he had had innumerable 
Times 

Well, he said with a sudden transition, he had sown 
his wild oats, one had to somewhen, and now — he 
fancied he had mentioned it earlier m the evening — he 
was happily married She was, he indicated, a “born 
lady Her father was a prominent lawyer, a solicitor 
in Kentish Town, “ done a lot of public-house 
business ”, her mother was second cousin to the wife of 
Abel Jones, the fashionable portrait painter — “almost 
Society people in a way ” That didn’t count with 
Chitterlow He was no snob What did count was 
that she possessed what he ventured to assert, without 
much fear of contradiction, was the very finest com 
pjetely untrained contralto voice in all the world 
(“But to hear it properly,” said Chitterlow, “you 
want a Big Hall ”) He became lather vague and 
jerked his head about to indicate when and how he had 
entered matrimony She was, it seemed, “away with 
her people ” It was clear that Chitterlow did not get 
on with these people very well It would seem they 
failed to appreciate his playwriting, regarding it as an 
unremunerative pursuit, whereas as he and Kipps knew, 
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viealth beyond the dreams of aval ice would p esertl) 
accrue Only pat ence and persistence were needful 
He went off at a tangent to hospitali y Kipps must 
come down home with him They couldn l wander 
about «I1 night, with a bottle of the right sort pining at 
home for them can sleep on the soK lou 

won t be woriied by broken springs anynow, fo’* I tcok 
em all out mvself two or three weels ago I don t see 
what they ever put ’em in for It’s a point I ^now 
about I took particular notice of it when I was \ ith 
Bessie Hopper Three months we were, and all oier 
England, North Wales, and the Isle of Man, ird I 
ne\ei struck a sofa m diggings anywhere that hadn’t a 
broken spring Not once — all the time ” 

He added almost absently ‘‘ It happens like tha at 
times ” 

They descended the slant road towards Harboi r 
Street and went on past the Pavilion Plotel 

§4 

They came into the presence of old Methusaleh 
again, and that worthy under Chitterlow’s direction at 
once resumed the illumination of Kipps’ interior with 
the conscientious thoioughness that distinguished him 
Chitterlow took a tall portion to himself with an air of 
asbestos, lit the bulldog pipe again, and lapsed for a 
space into meditation, from which Kipps roused him h^ 
remarking that he expected “ a nacter ’as a lot of ups 
and downs like, now and then ” 

At which Chitterlow seemed to bestir himself 
** Ra ther,” he said And sometimes it’s his own 
fault and sometimes it isn’t Usually it is If it isn’t 
one thing it’s another If it isn’t the manager’s wife 
It’s bar-bragging I tell you things happen at times 
I m a fatalist The fact is, Character has j^ou You 
can’t get away from it You may think ;^ou do, but 
you don’t<” 
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He reflected for a moment It’s that what makes 
t agedy Psychology really It’s the Greek irony — 
Ibsen and — all that Up to date ” 

He emitted this exhaustive summary of high-toned 
modern criticism as if he was repeating a lesson while 
thinking of something else, but it seemed to rouse 
him as it passed his lips, bv including the name of 
Ibsen 

He became interested in telling Kipps, who was 
indeed open to any information whatever about this 
quite novel name, exactly where he thought Ibsen fell 
short point where it happened that Ibsen was defective 
just where it chanced that he, Chitterlow was strong 
Of course he had no desire to place himself in any way 
on an equality with Ibsen, still the fact remained that 
his own experience in England and America and the 
colonies was altogether n ore extensive than Ibsen could 
have had Ibsen had probably never seen one decent 
bar scrap ” in his life That, of course, was not Ibsen’s 
fault or his own merit, but there the thing was 
Genius, he knew, was supposed to be able to do any 
thing or to do without anything, still he was now 
inclined to doubt that He had a play in hand that 
might perhaps not please William Archer — ^whose 
opinion, after all, he did not value as he valued Kipps 
opinion — but which, he thought, was at anv rate as well 
constructed as anything Ibsen ever did 

So with infinite dcviousness Chitterlow came at last 
to his pla-v He decided he would not read it to Kipps, 
but tell him about it This was the simpler, because 
much of It was still unwritten He began to explain 
his plot It was a complicated plot and all about a 
nobleman who had seen everything and done everything 
and knew practically all that Chitterlow knew about 
women, that is to say, *‘all about women” and such 
like matters It warmed and excited Chitterlow 
Presently he stood up to act a situation — ^which could 
not be explained It was an extremely vivid situation 
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Kipps applauded the situation vehemently “ Tha’s 
dam’ fine,” said the nev7 dramatic critic, quite familiar 
with his part now, striking the table with his fist and 
almost upsetting his third portion (in the second series) 
of old Methusaleh ^'Tha’s dam* fine, Chit’low’” 

You see it said Chitterlow, with the last vestiges 
of that incidental gloom disappearing Good old 
boy’ I thought you’d see it But it’s just the sort of 
thing the literary critic can’t see However, it’s only a 
beginning ** 

He replenished Kipps and proceeded with his ex 
position 

In a little while it was no longer necessary to gue 
that over-advertised Ibsen the purely conventional 
precedence he had hitherto had Kipps and Chitterlow 
were friends, and they could speak fiankly and openly 
of things not usually admitted Any’ow,” said Kipps 
a little irielevantly, and speaking over the brim of the 
replenishment, what } ou read jus’ now was dam’ fine 
Nothing can’t alter that ” 

He percened a sort of faint, buzzing vibration about 
things that was very nice and pleasant, and with a little 
care he had no difficulty whatever in putting his glass 
back on the table Then he perceived Chitterlow was 
going on with the scenario, and then that old Methu« 
saleh had almost entirely left his bottle He was glad 
there was so little more Methusaleh to drink, because 
that would prevent his getting drunk He knew that 
he was not drunk now, but he knew that he had had 
enough He was one of those who always know when 
they have had enough He tried to interrupt 
Chitterlow to tell him this, but he could not get a 
suitable opening He doubted whether Chitter- 
low might not be one of those people who did not 
know when they had had enough He discovered that 
he disapproved of Chitterlow Highly It seemed to 
him that Chitterlow went on and on like a river For 
a time he was explicably and quite unjustly cross with 
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Chitterlow and wanted to say to him, ^^you got the 
gift of the gab, ’ but he only got so far as to say ‘ the 
gift,” and then Chitterlow thanked him and said he 
was better than Archer any day So he eyed Chitterlow 
With a baleful eye until it dawned upon him that a 
most extraordinary thing was taking place Chitterlow 
kept mentioning someone named Kipps This presently 
began to perplex Kipps very greatly Dimly but 
decidedly he perceived this was wrong 

“Look ’ere,” he said suddenly, what Kipps?” 

“ This chap Kipps I’m telling you about ” 

“ What chap Kipps you’re telling which about ?” 

“ I told you ” 

Kipps struggled with a difficulty in silence for a 
space Then he reiterated firmly, “ What chap Kipps 
“ This chap in my play — man who kisses the girl 

“Never kissed a girl,” said Kipps, leastways ’ 

and subsided for a spate He could not remember 
whether he had kissed Ann or not — ^he knew he had 
meant to Then suddenly in a tone of great sadness 
and addressing the hearth, he said, “ My name’s Kipps ” 
“ Eh?” said Chitterlow 
“ Kipps,” said Kipps, smiling a little cynically 
“ What about him ?” 

“ He’s me ” He tapped his breastbone with his 
middle finger to indicate his essential self 

He leant forward very gravely towards Chitterlow 
Look ere, Chit’low,” he said, “ you haven’t no 
business putting my name into play You mustn’t do 
things like that You’d lose me my crib, right away ” 
And they had a little argument — so far as Kipps could 
remember Chitterlow entered upon a general explana 
tion of how he got his names These, he had for the 
most part got out of a newspaper that was still, he 
believed, Iving about ” He even made to look for it, 
and while he was doing so Kipps went on with the 
argument, addressing himself more particularly to the 
photograph of the girl in tights He said that at first 
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her cobtume had not commended her to him, but now 
he perceived she had an extremel}- sensible face He 
told her she would like Buggins if she met him, he 
could see she was just that sort She would admit, all 
sensible people would admit, that using names in pla^s 
was wrong You could, for example, ha-ve the law 
of him 

Pie became confidential He explained that he was 
already in sufficient trouble for stopping out all night, 
without having his name put in plays He tvas certain 
to be in the deuce of a row, the deuce of a row Whv 
had he done it ? Why hadn’t he gone at ten ? Because 
one thing leads to another One thing, he generalised, 
always does lead to another 

, He was trying to tell her that he was utterly un- 
worthy of Miss Walshingham, when Chitterlow ga\e 
j up the search and suddenly accused him of being drunk 
^ < and talking Rot 
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JLJ.'E awoke on the thoroughlv comfortable gofa that 
had had all its springs removed, and although he had 
certainly not been intoxicated, he awol e with what 
Chitterlow pronounced to be, quite mdisputablv, a 
Head and a Mouth He had slept m hxs clothes and 
he felt stiff and uncomfortable all over, but the head 
and mouth insisted that he must not bother over little 
things like that In the head was one large, angular 
idea that it was physically painful to have there If he 
moved his head the angular idea shifted about in the 
most agonising way This idea was that he had lost his 
situation and was utterh mined and that it really 
mattered very little Shalford was certain to hear of 
his escapade, and that, coupled with that row about 

the Manchester window ^ 

He raised himself into a sitting position under 
Chxtterlow’s urgent encouragement 

He submitted apathetically to his host s attentions 
105 
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Chitterlow, who admitted being a bit off it ” himself 
and in need of an egg-cupful of brandy, just an egg cup- 
ful neat, dealt with that Head and Mouth as a mother 
might deal with the fall of an only child He compared 
it with other Heads and Mouths that he had met, and 
m particular to certain experienced by the Honourable 
Thomas Norgate “ Right up to the last,” said Chitter- 
low, “ he couldn’t stand his liquor It happens like tha 
at times” And after Chitterlow had pumped on the 
young beginner’s head and given him some ancho\v 
paste piping hot on buttered toast, which he preferred 
to all the other remedies he had encountered, Kipps 
resumed his crumpled collar, brushed his clothes, tacked 
up his trouser-leg, and prepared to face Mr Shalford 
and the reckoning for this wild, unprecedented night — 
the first " night out ” that ever he had taken 

Acting on Chi ttei low’s advice to have a bit of a 
freshener before returning to the Emporium, Kipps 
walked some way along the Leas and back, and then 
went down to a shop near the Harbour to get a cup of 
coffee He found that extremely remvigorating, and he 
went on up the High Street to face the inevitable 
terrors of the office, a faint touch of pride m his 
depravity tempering his extreme self-abasement After 
all, It was not an unmanly headache, he had been out 
all night, and he had been drinl mg and his ph} sical 
disorder was there to witness the fact If it wasn’t for 
the thought of Shalford he would have been even a 
proud man to discover himself at last in such a con- 
dition But the thought of Shalford was very dreadful 
He met two of the apprentices snatching a walk before 
shop began At the sight of them he pulled his spirit, 
together, put his hat back from his pallid brov^, thrust 
his hands into his trouser pockets and adopted an alto 
gether more dissipated carriage, he met their innocent 
faces with a wan smile Just for a moment he was glad 
that the rent in his trousers was, after all, visible and 
that some at least of the mud on his clothes had refused 
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to move at Chitterlow s brushing What wouldn’t they 
think he had been up to? He passed them without 
speaking He could imagine how they regarded his 
back Then he recollected Mr Shalford 

The deuce of a row certainly and perhaps * He 

tried to think of plausible versions of the affair He 
could explain he had been run down by rather a wild 
sort of fellow who was riding a bicycle, almost stunned 
for the moment (even now he felt the effects of the 
concussion in his head), and had been given whisky to 
restore him, and “ the fact is, sir ” — ^with an upward 
inflection of the voice, an upward inflection of the 
eyebrows and an air of its being the last thing one 
would have expected whisky to do, the manifestation 
indeed of a practically unique physiological weakness — 
“ It got into my *edf ^ 

Put like that It didn’t look so bad 
He got to the Emporium a little before eight, and 
the housekeeper with whom he was something of a 
favourite (“There’s no harm in Mr Kipps,” she used 
to say) seemed to like him if anything better for having 
broken the rules, and gave him a piece of dry toast and 
a good hot cup of tea 

“ I suppose the G V began Kipps 

“ He knows,” said the housekeeper 
He went down to shop a little before time, and 
presently Booch summoned him to the presence 

He emerged from the private office after an interval 
of ten minutes 

The junior clerk scrutinised his visage Buggins put 
the frank question 

Kipps answered with one word 
“Swapped^” said Kipps 


§2 


Kipps leant against the fixtures with his hands in his 
pockets and talked to the two apprentices under him 
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“ I don t care it I am s\\apped/’ said Kipp« “ I 
been sick of Teddy and his Svstem some time I was 
a good mind to chuck it when mv time was up Wish 
I ’ad now ” 

Aftei wards Pierce came round and Kipps repeated 
this 

“ What’s It for said Pierce “ That row about the 
window tickets'*” 

‘‘No fear^” said Kipps and sought to CQn\ev a 
perspective of splendid depravitv “ I wasn t m las 
night,” he said and made even Pierce, “man about 
town ” Pierce, open his e^es 

“ Why ^ where did you get to asked Pierce 
He conveyed that he had been “ fair round the 
town” “With a Nactor chap I know 

“ One can’t always be living like a cunt,” he said 
“No fear,” said Pieice, rying to play up to him 
But Kipps had the top place in that conversation 
‘ My lor’ said Kipps, \«^hen Pierce had gone, “ but 
wasn’t my mouth and ’ed bad this morning before I ’^d 
a pick me-up 

‘ What jer ’a\e?” 

“ \ncho\y on ’ot buttered toast It’s the lery best 
pick me up there is You trust me, Rodgers I never 
take no other and I don’t advise you to See?” 

And when pressed for further particulars, he said 
again he had been “ fair all round the town, with a 
Nactor chap ” he knew They asked curiously all he 
had done and he said, “Well, what do you think?” 
And when they pressed for still further details he said 
there were things little boys ought not to know, and 
laughed darkly and found them some huckaback to roll 
And in this manner for a space did Kipps fend off 
the contemplation of the “ key of the street ” that 
Shalford had presented him 
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§3 

This sort of thing was all \eTy well when junior 
apprentices were about, but when Kipps was alone with 
himself It served him not at all He was uncomfortable 
inside and his skin was uncomfoi table, the Head and 
Mouth, palliated perhaps but certainly not cured, were 
still with him He felt, to tell the truth, nast} and 
dirty and extremely disgusted with hiirself To work 
was dreadful and to stand still and think still more 
dreadful His patched knee reproached him These 
were the second best of his three pairs of trousers, and 
they had cost him thirteen and sixpence Piactically 
ruined they were His dusting pair was unfit for shop 
and he would have to degrade his best When he was 
under inspection he affected the slouch of a desperado, 
but directly he found himself alone, this passed in 
sensibl} into the droop 

The financial aspect of things grew large before him 
Hib whole capital in the world was the sum of five 
pounds in the Post Office Sa\ings Bank and four and 
sixpence cash Beside this there would be two months' 
“sciew” His hrde tin box upstairs was no longer big 
enough for his belongings, he would have to buy 
another, let alone that it was not calculated to mal e a 
good impression in a new “crib” Then there would 
be paper and stamps needed m some abundance for 
answering advertisements and railway fares when he 
went “ crib hunting ” He would have to write letters, 
and he had never written letters There was spelling, 
for example, to consider Probabh if nothing turned 
up before his month was up he would ha\e to go home 
to hib Uncle and Aunt 

How would they take it? 

For the present at any rate he resob ed not to write 
to them 

Such disagreeable things as this it was that lurked 
below the fair surface of Kipps’ assertion, “ Fve been 
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wanting a change If ’adn’t swapped me, I should 
very likely ’ave swapped hm ** 

In the perplexed privacies of his own mind he could 
not understand how everything had happened He had 
been the Victim of Fate, or at least of one as inexor- 
able — Chitterlow He tried to recall the succe^^sive 
steps that had culminated so disastrously They ^^ele 
difficult to recall 

Buggins that night abounded in counsel and 
reminiscence 

“ Curious thing,*’ said Buggins, “ but every time I vc 
had the swap Fve never believed I should get another 
Crib — never But I have,” said Buggins “ Always 
So don’t lose heart, ^!vhate\er you do 

‘'Whatever you do,” said Biggins, "keep hold of 
•vour collars and cuffs — shirts if you can but collars 
anyhow Spout them last And anyhow, it’s summer ’ 
— ^you won’t want your coat You got a good 

umbrella 

" You’ll no more get a shop fiom New Romney 
than — anything Go straight up to London, get the 
cheapest room j^ou can find — and hang out Don’t eat 
too much Many a chap’s put his prospects in his 
stomach Get a cup o’ coffee and a slice — egg if 5011 
like — but remember }ou got to turn up at the Ware 
house tidy The best places now I believe are the 
old cabmen’s eating houses Keep 'vour watch and 
chain as long as you can 

"There’s lots of shops going,” said Buggins 
"Lots’” 

And added reflectively, "But not this time of }ear 
perhaps ” 

He began to recall his own researches " ’Stonishing 
lot of chaps you see,” he said " All sorts Look like 
Dukes some of ’em High hat Patent boots Frock 
coat All there All right for a West End crib 
Others — Lord ’ It’s a caution, Kipps Boots been inked 
in some reading rooms — / used to write in a Reading 
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Room in Fleet Street, regular perfny club — hat been 
wetted, collar frayed, tail coat buttoned up, black che^t 
plaster tie — spread out Shirt, you know, gone — 
Buggins pointed upward with a pious expression 

'‘No shirt, I expect?” 

"Ate It,” said Buggins 

Kipps meditated " I wonder where old Minton is, ’ 
he said at last " I often wondered about hm ” 

u 

It was the morning following Kipps’ notice of dis- 
missal that Miss Walshmgham came into the shop 
She came in with a dark slender lady, rather faded, 
rather tightly dressed, whom Kipps was to know some 
day as her mother He discovered them m the main 
shop at the counter of the ribbon department He had 
come to the opposite glove counter with some goods 
enclosed in a parcel that he had unpacked in his own 
department The two ladies were both bent over a 
box of black ribbon 

He had a moment of tumultuous hesitations The 
etiquette of the situation was incomprehensible He 
put down his goods very quietly and stood hands on 
counter, staring at these two ladies Then, as Miss 
Walshingham sat back, the instinct of flight seized 
him 

He returned to his Manchester shop wildly agitated 
Directly he was out of sight of her he wanted to see 
her He fretted up and down the counter, and 
addressed some snappish remarks to the apprentice in 
the window He fumbled for a moment with a parcel, 
untied It needlessly, began to tie it up again and then 
bolted back into the mam shop He could hear his own 
heart beating 

The two ladies were standing in the manner of those 
who have completed their purchases and are waiting 
for their change Mrs Walshmgham regarded some 
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Mrs Walshmgham bowed stiffly and a little awk- 
wardly 

He remained holding the door open foi some seconds 
after they had passed out, then rushed suddenly to the 
back of the “ costume ” window to watch them go 
down the street His hands tightened on the window 
rack as he stared Her mother appeared to be asking 
discreet questions Helen’s bearing suggested the off- 
hand replies of a person who found the world a satis- 
factory place to live in Really, Mumsie, you cannot 
expect me to cut my own students dead,” she was in 
fact saying 

They vanished round Henderson’s corner 
Gone* And he would never see her again — never* 
It was as though someone had struck his heart with 
a whip Never* Never* Never* And she didn’t 
know* He turned back from the window, and the 
department with its two apprentices was impossible 
The whole glaring world was insupportable 

He hesitated, and made a rush head down for the 
cellar that was his Manchester warehouse Rodgers 
asked him a question that he pretended not to hear 
The Manchester warehouse was a cellar apart from 
the general basement of the building and dimly lit by 
a small gas flare He did not turn that up, but rushed 
for the darkest corner, where on the lowest shelf the 
sale window tickets were stored He drew out the box 
of these with trembling hands and upset them on the 
floor, and so having made himself a justifiable excuse 
for being on the ground with his head well in the 
dark, he could let his poor bursting little heart have its 
way with him for a space 

And there he remained until the cry of “ Kipps * 
Forward *” summoned him once more to face the world 
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X V OW m the slack of that same dav, after the mid 
day dinner and before the coming of the afternoon 
customeis, this disastrous Chitterlow descended upon 
Kipps with the most amazing coincidence m the world 
He did not call formally, entering and demanding 
Kipps, but privately, in a confidential and m'vsterious 
manner 

Kipps was first aware of him as a dark object bobbing 
about excitedly outside the hosiery window He was 
stooping and craning and peering in the endeavour to 
see into the interior between and over the socks and 
stockings Then he transferred his attention to the 
door, and after a hovering scrutiny, tried the baby-linen 
display His movements and gestures suggested a sup 
pressed excitement 

Seen by daylight, Chitterlow was not nearly such a 
magnificant figure as he had been by the subdued 
nocturnal lightings and beneath the glamour of his own 
interpretation The lines were the same indeed, but 
H4 
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the texture was different There was quality about the 
yachting cap, an indefinable finality of dustiness, a shiny 
finish on all the salient surfaces of the reefer coat The 
red hair and the profile, though still forcible and fine, 
were less in the quality of Michael Angelo and more in 
that of the merely picturesque But it was a bright 
brown eye still that sought amidst the interstices of the 
baby-linen 

Kipps was by no means anxious to interview Chitter 
low again If he had felt sure that Chitterlow would 
not enter the shop he would have hid in the warehouse 
until the danger was past, but he had no idea of 
Chitterlow’s limitations He decided to keep up the 
shop m the shadows until Chitterlow reached the side 
window of the Manchester department, and then to go 
outside as if to inspect the condition of the window 
and explain to him that things were unfavourable to 
immediate intercourse He might tell him he had 
already lost his situation 

‘‘ ’Ullo, Chit’low,” he said, emerging 
Very man I want to see,’^ said Chitterlow, shaking 
with vigour “Very man I want to see” He laid a 
hand on Kipps’ arm “ How old are you, Kipps 
“ One and twenty,” said Kipps “ Why 
“Talk about coincidences’ And your name now? 
Wait a minute ” He held out a finger “ h it 
Arthur?” 

“ Yes,” said Kipps 
“ You’re the man,” said Chitterlow 
“What man?” 

“ It’s about the thickest coincidence I ever strncl ,” 
said Chitterlow, plunging his extensive hand into his 
breast coat pocket “Half a jiff and I’ll tell you your 
mother’s Christian name” He laughed and struggled 
with his coat for a space, pioduced a washing book and 
two pencils, which he deposited in his side pocket, 
then, in one capacious handful, a bent but by no means 
finally disabled cigar, the rubber proboscis of a bicycle 
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pump, some twine and a lad/s purse, and finally a 
Lall pocket book, and from this, after dropping and 
recoveLg several visiting Mi<ls,^he 
lessly torn piece of newspaper Eupheniia he read 
and brought his face close to ^'PP^ Eh He 
laughed noisily “ It’s about as fan a Bit of All Right 
as anyone could have-outside a coincidence play 
Don’t say her name wasn’t Euphemia, Kipps, and spoil 

the whole blessed shovv ” ^ ^ 

“ Whose name — Euphemia ? asked Kipps 
“Your mother’s” 

“ Lemme see what it says on the paper 
Chitterlow handed him the fragment and timned 
away “ You may say what vou like, he said, address- 
ing a vast, deep laugh to the 

Kipps attempted to read WADDli or ^lEJS 
If Arthur Waddy or Arthur Kipps, the son of Mar 

garet Euphemia Kipps, who ” « t * 

^ Chitteilow’s fingei swept over the print I went 
down the column and every blessed name that seemed 
to fit mv play I took I don’t believe in made-up 
names As I told you I’m al with Zola in tha 
Documents whenever yon can I like em hot and real 
See^* Who was Waddv^”^^ 

Never heard his name 
^‘Not Waddy?” 


Kipps tried to read again and abandoned the 
attempt “ What does it mean ?” he said I don t 
understand ” 

“ It means ” said Chitterlow, with a momentary note 
of lucid exposition, so far as I can make out that 
youVe going to strike it Rich Never mind about the 
Waddy— that’s a detail What does it usually mean? 
You’ll hear of something to your advantage — ^very well 
I took that newspaper up to get my names by the 
merest chance Directly I saw it again and read that— 
I knew It was you I believe in coincidences People 
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say they don’t happen / say they do Everything’s a 
coincidence Seen properly Here you are Here’s 
one’ Incredible ^ Not a bit of it* See? It’s you’ 
Kipps’ Waddy be damned’ It’s a Mascot There’s 
luck in my play Bif ’ You’re there 1 m there Fair 
tn it’ Snap’” And he discharged his fingers like a 
pistol ‘‘ Never you mind about the ‘Waddy ’ ” 

“Eh?” said Kipps, with a nervous eye on Chitter 
low’s fingers 

“ You’re all right,” said Chitterlow, “ you may bet 
the seat of your only breeches on that’ Don’t you 
worry about the Waddy — that s as clear as day You’re 
about as right side up as a billiard ball — whatever you 
do Don’t stand there gaping, man ’ Read the paper 
if you don’t believe me Read it ’” 

He shook it under Kipps’ nose 
Kipps became aware of the second apprentice watch- 
ing them from the shop His air of perplexity gave 
place to a more confident bearing 

— “ ‘ who was born at East Grinstead ’ I certainly 

was born there I’ve ’eard my Aunt say ” 

“ I knew it,” said Chitterlow, taking hold of one 
edge of the paper aftd bringing his face close alongside 
Kipps’ 

‘‘ ‘ — on September the first, eighteen hundred and 
seventy-eight ^ ” 

“ Thafs all right,” said Chitterlow “ It’s all, all 
right, and all you have to do is to write to Watson and 

Bean and get it ” 

“ Get what?” 

“ Whatever it is ” 

Kipps sought his moustache “ You’d write ?” he 
c^sked 

“ Ra ther ” 

“ But what d’you think it is ?” 

“That’s the fun of it’” said Chitterlow, taking three 
steps m some as yet uninvented dance “ That’s where 
the joke comes in It may be anything — it may be a 
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million If so^ Where does little Harry come in? 

Kipps was trembling slightly But — ” he said, and 

thought ’‘‘If ybu was me — ” he began “ About that 
Waddy 

He glanced up and saw the second apprentice dis 
appear with amazing swiftness from behind the goods 
in the window 

“ What asked Chitterlow, but he never had an 
answer 

“Lor’* There’s the guv’nor*” said Kipps and made 
a prompt dive for the door 

He dashed m only to discovei* that Shalford, with 
the junior apprentice in attendance^ had come to mark 
off remnants of Kipps’ cotton dresses and was demand 
mg him “ Hullo, Kipps,” he said, “outside ?” 

Seein’ if the window was straight, S r,” said Kipps 

“Umph^” said Shalford 

For a space Kipps was too busily employed to think 
at ail of Chitterlow or the crumpled bit of paper in his 
trouser pocket He was, however, painfully aware of a 
suddenly disconnected excitement at large in the street 
There came one awful moment when Chitterlow’s nose 
loomed interrogatively over the ground glass of the 
department door, knd his bright little red-brown eje 
sought for the reason of Kipps’ disappearance, and then 
It became evident that he saw the high light of Shal 
ford’s baldness and grasped the situation and went away 
And then Kipps (with that advertisement in his pocket) 
was able to come back to the business in hand 

He became aware that Shalford had asked a question 
“Yessir, nosir, nghtsir I’m sorting up zephyrs to 
morrow. Sir,” said Kipps 

Presently he had a moment to himself again, and, 
taking up a safe position behind a newly unpacked pile 
of! summer lace curtains, he straightened out the piece 
of paper and re perused it It was a little perplexing 
Thit “ Arthur Waddy or Arthur Kipps ” — did that 
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imply two persons or one ^ He would ask Pierce or 
Buggins Only 

It had always been impressed upon him that there 
was something demanding secrecy about his mother 

Don’t you answer no questions about your mother,” 
his aunt had been wont to say ‘^Tell them you don’t 
know, whatever it is they ask you ” 

Now this 

Kipps’ face became portentously careful and he tugged 
at his moustache, such as it was, hard 

He had always represented his father as being a 
gentleman farmer ” “ It didn’t pay,” he used to say 

with a picture in his own mind of a penny magazine 
aristocrat prematurely worn out by worry “ I’m a 
Norfan, both sides,” he would explain, with the air of 
one who had seen trouble He said he lived with his 
uncle and aunt, but he did not say that they kept a 
toy shop, and to tell an}'One that his uncle had been a 
butler — a servant — ^would have seemed the maddest of 
indiscretions Almost all the assistants in the Emporium 
were equally reticent and vague, so great was their 
horror of ‘‘ Lowness ” of any sort To ask about this 
** Waddy or Kipps ” would upset all these little fictions 
He \^as not, as a matter of fact, perfectly clear about 
his real status in the world (he was not, as a matter of 
fact, perfectly clear about anything), but he knew that 
there was a quality about his status that was — detn 
mental 

Under the circumstances ? 

It occurred to him that it would save a lot of trouble 
to destroy the advertisement there and then 

In which case he would have to explain to Chitterlow ^ 
Eng »” said Mr Kipps 

Kipps,” cried Carshot, who was shopwalking, 
Kipps, Forward’” 

He thrust back the crumpled paper into his pocket 
and sallied forth to the customer 

‘‘ I want,” said the customer, looking vaguely about 
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her through glasses, a little bit of something to cover 
a little stool I have Anything would do — a remnant 
or anything ” 

The matter of the advertisement remained in abev 
ance for half an hour, and at the end the little stool 
was still a candidate for covering and Kipps had a 
thoroughly representative collection of the textile fabrics 
in his department to clear away He was so angr} 
about the little stool that the crumpled advertisement 
lay for a space in his pocket absolutely forgotten 

§2 

Kipps sat on his tin box under the gas braclet that 
evening, and looked up the name Euphemia and learnt 
what It meant in the ‘‘Enquire Within About Ever> 
thing ” that constituted Buggins’ reference library He 
hoped Buggins, according to his habit, would ask him 
what he was looking for, but Buggins was bus> turning 
out his week’s washing “ Two collars,” said Buggins, 
“half pair socks, two dickeys Shut? M’m 

There ought to be anothei collar somewhere ” 

“ Euphemia,” said Kipps at last, unable altogether to 
keep to himself this suspicion of a high origin that 
floated so delightfully about him, “ Eu — ^phema, it 
isn’t a name common people would give to a girl, 
is It?” 

“ It isn’t the name any decent people would give to 
a girl,” said Buggins, “ — common or not ” 

“Lor’f” said Kipps “Why?” 

“ It’s giving girls names like that,” said Buggins, 
“ that nine times out of ten makes ’em go wrong It 
unsettles ’em If ever I was to have a girl, if ever I 
was to have a dozen girls, I’d call ’em all Jane Every 
one of ’em You couldn’t have a better name than 
that Euphemia indeed ^ What next ? Good 

I ord ^ That isn’t one of mv collars there, is it, 

under your bed ? ” 
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Kipps got him the collar 

“ I don’t see no great ’arm in Euphemia,” he said 
as he did so 

After that he became reckless “ I m a good mind 
to wiite that letter,” he said, and then, finding Bnggins 
preoccupied wrapping his washing up m the ‘‘half 
sox,” added to himself, a thundering good mind ” 

So he got his penny bottle of ink, borrowed the pen 
from Buggins and, with no very serious difficult^ in 
spelling or compo ition, did as he had resolved 

He came back into the bedroom about an hour after 
wards, a little out of breath and pale Where you 
been'*” said Buggins, who was now reading the Daily 
'World Manager, which came to him in rotation from 
Carshot 

‘‘ Out to post some letters,” said Kipps, hanging up 
his hat 

“ Crib hunting?’ 

Mostly,” said Kipps 

“Rather,” he added with a nervous laugh, “what 
else?” 

Buggins went on reading Kipps sat on his bed and 
regarded the back of the Daily TT orld Manager thought- 
fully 

“ Buggins,” he said at last 

Buggins lowered his paper and looked 
I say, Buggins, what do these here advertisements 
mean that say so-and so will hear of something greatly 
to his advantage ” 

“ Missin’ people,’ said Buggins, maling to resume 
reading 

“How d’yer mean?” asked Kipps “Money left 
and that sort of thing?” 

Buggins shook his head Debts,” he said, “more 
often than not ” 

“ But that ain’t to his advantage ” 

“They put that to get ’old of ’em,” said Buggins 
“ Often It’s v/ives 
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What you mean 

“ Deserted wives try and get their husbands back 
that way ’ 

“ I suppose It IS legacies sometimes, eh ^ Perhaps if 

someone was left a hundred pounds by someone ” 

“ Hardly ever,” said Buggins 

“Well, ’ow began Kipps and hesitated 

Buggins resumed reading He was very much excited 
by a leadei on Indian affair^ “By Jove’’ he said, 
“ It won’t do to give these here Blacks votes ” 

“ No fear,” said Kipps 

“ They’re different altogether,” said Buggins “ They 
’aven’t the sound sense of Englishmen, and they ’aven t 
the character There’s a sort of tricky dishonesty about 
’em — false witness and all that — of which an English 
man has no idea Outside their courts of law — it’s a 
pos’tive fact, Kipps — there’s witnesses waitin’ to be 
ired Reg’lar trade Touch their ’ats as you go in 
Englishmen ’ave no idea, I tell you — not oid’nary 
Englishmen It’s in their blood They’re too timid to 
be honest Too slavish They aren’t used to being free 
like we are, and if ^ou gave ’em freedom they wouldn’t 
make a proper use of it Now cve — Oh, Damn 
For the gas had suddenly gone out, and Buggins 
had the whole column of Society Club Chat still to 
read 

Buggins could talk of nothing after that but Shal ford’s 
meanness in turning off the gas, and after being ex- 
tremely satirical about their employer, undressed m the 
dark, hit his bare toe against a box and subsided after 
unseemly ejaculations into silent ill-temper 

Though Kipps tried to get to sleep before the affair 
of the letter he had just posted resumed possession 
of his mind, he could not do so He went over the 
whole thing again, exhaustively Now that hit» first 
terror was abating he couldn’t quite determine whether 
he was glad or sorry that he had posted that letter 
If It should, happen to be a hundred pounds ’ 
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It must be a hundred pounds ’ 

If It \\as he could hold out for a year, for a couple 
of }ears even, before he got a Crib 

Even if It was fifty pounds * 

Buggms was already breathing regularly when Kipps 
spoke again Bug gins,” he said 

Buggms pretended to be asleep, and thickened his 
regular breathing (a little too hastily) to a snore 
I say, Buggms,” said Kipps after an interval 
What’s up now?” said Buggms unamiably 
S’pose you caw an advertisement in a paper, with 
}our name in it, see, asking you to come and see some 
one, like, so as to hear of something very much to 
% our ” 

‘‘ Hide,” said Buggms shortly 

« But ” 

“ Fd hide ” 

« Er ?” 

Goo’ night, o’ man,” said Buggms, with convincing 
earnestness Kipps lay still for a long time, then blew 
profound!}, turned over and stared at the other side of 
the dark 

He had been a fool to post that letter ^ 

Lord ’ Hadn i he been a fool ’ 

§3 

It was just fi\e days and a half after the light had 
been turned out while Buggms was reading, that a 
voung man with a white face, and eyes bright and 
wide open, emerged from a side road upon the Leas 
front He was dressed in his best clothes, and, although 
the weather was fine, he carried his umbrella, just 
as if he had been to church He hesitated and turned 
to the right He scanned each house narrowly as he 
passed it, and presently came to an abrupt stop 
“Hughenden,” said the gateposts in firm, black letters, 
and the fanlight in gold repeated Hughenden ” It 
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wab a stucco house fit to take yo ir bieath aw2\, and 
Its balcony was painted a beautiful sea-green, enlivened 
with gliding He stood looking up at it 

^^Gollys’’’ he said ^t last m an awestricken whisper 
It had nch-lookmg crimson curtains to all the lower 
windows and brass-railed blind& above There was a 
splendid tropical plant m a large artistic pot m the 
drawing-ioom window There was a splendid bronzed 
knocker (ring also) and two bells — one marked 
‘‘servants” “Golhs’ Serianis, 

He walked past it, with his eyes regarding it, and 
then turned and came bacl He passed through a 
further indecision, and finally drifted away to the sea 
front and sat down on a seat a little way along the 
I eas and put his arm over the back and regarded 
“ Hiighenden ” He whistled an air very softly to him 
self, put his head first on one side and then on the 
other Then for a space he scowled fixedly at it 
A very stout old gentleman, with a very red face 
and very protuberant eyes, sat down beside Kipps, re 
moved a Panama hat of the most abandoned desperado 
cut, and mopped his brow and blew Then he began 
mopping the inside of his hat Kipps watched him 
for a space, wondering how much he might have a 
year, and where he bought his hat Ihen “Hugh 
enden ” i cassetted itself 

An impulse overwhelmed him “ I say,” he said, 
leaning forward, to the old gentleman 
The old gentleman started and stared 
“ Whad do >011 say?” he asked fiercely 
“You wouldn’t think,” said Kipps, indicating xvith 
his forefinger, “ that that ’ouse there belongs to 
me 

The old gentleman twisted his neck round to look 
at “Hughenden” Then he came back to Kipps, 
looked at his mean little garments with apoplectic 
intensity and blew at him by w^av of reply 
“ It does,” said Kipps, a little less confidenth 
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* Don’t be a bool,” said the old gentleman, and 
put his hat on and wiped out the corners of his ej-es 
“ It s hot enough,’ panted the old gentleman indig 
nantlv, ‘ without Fools ” Kipps lool ed from the old 
gentleman to the house and back to the old gentle 
man The old gentleman looked at Kipps and snorted 
and looked out to sea, and again, snorting very con 
temptuouslv, at Kipps 

“Mean to say it doesn’t belong to me?* said 
Kipps 

The old gentleman just glanced over his shoulder 
at the house in dispute and then fell to pretending 
Kipps didn’t exist “ It’s been lef’ me this very morn 
ing,” said Kipps “ It am t the onlv one that’s been 
lef me, neither ” 

“Aw^” said the old gentleman, like one who is 
sorely tried He seemed to expect the passers by 
presently to remove Kipps 

“It said Kipps He made no further remark 
to the old gentleman for a space, but looked with a 
little less certitude at the house 

‘ I got — he said and stopped 

“ It’s no good telling you if you don’t believe,” he 
said 

The old gentleman, after a struggle with himself 
decided not to have a fit “ Try that game on with 
me,” he panted “ Give you in charge ” 

“What game?” 

“Wasn’t born yesterday,” said the old gentleman, 
and blew “Besides,” he added, at you* I 

Inow you,” and the old gentleman coughed shortly 
and nodded to the horizon and coughed again 

Kipps looked dubiously from the house to the old 
gentleman and back to the house Their conversation, 
he gathered, was over Presently he got up and went 
slowly across the grass to its stucco portal again He 
stood, and his mouth shaped the precious word, 
“ Hughenden ” It was all right t He looked over his 



126 


KIPPS 


shoulder as if in appeal to the old gentleman, then 
turned and went his way The old gentleman v;as so 
evidently past all reason ’ 

He hung for a moment some distance along the 
parade, as though some invisible string was pulling 
him back When he could no longer see the house 
from the pavement he went out into the road Then 
with an effort he snapped the string 

He went on down a quiet side stiect, unbuttoned 
his coat furtively, took out three bank notes in an 
envelope, looked at them and replaced them Then 
he fished out five new sovereigns from his trouser 
pocket and examined them To such a confidence 
had his exact resemblance to his dead mother’s portrait 
earned Messrs Watson and Bean 
It was right enough 
It really was all right 

He replaced the coins with grave precaution and 
went his way with a sudden briskness It was all 
right — he had it now — ^he was a rich man at large 
He went up a street and round a corner and along 
ano**her street, and started towards the Pavilion and 
changed his mind and came round back, resolved to 
go straight to the Emporium and tell them all 

He was aware of someone crossing the road far off 
ahead of him, someone curiouslv relevant to his present 
extraordinary state of mind It was Chitterlow Of 
course it was Chitterlow who had told him first of 
the whole thing * The playwright was marching buoy- 
antly along a cross street His nose was m the air, 
the yachting cap was on the back of his head and the 
large freckled hand grasped two novels from the library, 
a morning newspaper, a new hat done up in paper 
and a ladv’s net bag full of onions and tomatoes 

He passed out of sight behind the wine merchant’s 
at the corner, as Kipps decided to hurry forward and 
tell him of the amazing change m the Order of the 
Universe that had just rccuired 
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Kipps uttered a feeble shout, arrested as it began, 
and waved his umbrella Then he set off at a smart 
pace in pursuit He came round the corner and Chitter 
low had gone, he hurried to the next and there was 
no Chitterlow, he turned back unavailmgly and his 
e\es sought some other possible corner His hand 
fluttered to his mouth and he stood for a space at the 
pavement edge, staring about him No good ’ 

But the sight of Chitterlow was a wholesome thing 
It connected events together, joined him on again to 
the past at a new point, and that was what he so badly 
needed 

It was all right — all right 

He became suddenly \try anxious to tell everybody 
at the Emporium, absolutely e/erybody, all about it 
That w^s what wanted doing He felt that telling was 
the thing to make this bu mess real He gripped 
his umbrella about the middle and walked verv 
eagerl} 

He entered the Emporium through the Manchester 
department He flung open the door (over whose 
ground glass he had so recently, in infinite apprehen 
Sion, watched the nose of Chitterlow) and discovered 
the second apprentice and Pierce m conversation 
Pierce was prodding his hollow tooth with a pin and 
talking in fragments about the distinctive characteristics 
of Good Style 

Kipps came up m front of the counter 
I say,” he said what d ver think 
‘^Whatf” said Pierce over the pin 
Guess ” 

“ YouVe slipped out because Teddy’s in London ” 

‘‘ Something more ” 

What?” 

Been left a fortune ” 

Garn 
‘‘I ’a^e” 

‘'Get out»” 


5 
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Straight I been lef twelve \indred pounds — 
twelve ’undred pounds a year ’ ” 

He moved towards the little door out of the depart- 
ment into the house, moving, as heialdb sa}, regardant 
passaii Pieice stood with mouth wide open and pm 
poised mar he said at last 

* It’s right,” said Kipps, “ and I m going ” 

And he fell o\er the doormat into the house 

n 

It happened that Mr Shalford was in London buy- 
ing summer sale goods — and no doubt also inteiview- 
ing aspirants to succeed Kipps 

So that there was positively nothing to hindei 
wild rush of lumour fiom end to end of the Empoiiun 
All the masculine members began their leport with the 
same formula Heard about Kipps 

The new girl in the cash des’ had had it from 
Pierce, and had dashed out into the fancy shop to be 
the first with the news on the fancy aide Kipps had 
been left a thousand pound a }'ear, twelve thousand 
pounds a year Kipps had been left twelve hundred 
thousand pounds The iignies were uncerta n, but 
the essential facts they had coirect Kipps had gone 
upstairs Kipps was packing his box Pie said he 
wouldn’t stop another day in the old Emporium, not 
for a thousand pounds’ It was said that he was singing 
ribaldry about old Shalford 

He had come down ’ He was in the counting house 
There was a general movement thither Poor o’d 
Buggiub had a customer and couldn’t make out what 
the deuce it was all about’ Completely out of it 
was Buggms 

There was a sound of running to and fro and voices 
saying this, that and the othei thing about Kipps 
Ring a-dmger, ring-a dingei went the dinner bell all 
unheeded The whole of the Emporium was suddenly 
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bright e} ed, excited, hungry to tell somebody, to find 
at any cost somebody who didn t know and be first to 
tell them, Xipp& has been left thirty — forty — fifty 
thousand pounds’’’ 

‘‘ cried the senior porter, and ran 

up to the counting house as eagerly as though Kipps 
had broken his neck 

“ One of our chaps just been left sixty thousand 
pounds,” said the first apprentice, returning after a 
great absence to his customer 

“Unexpectedly?” said the customer 

“ Quite,” said the first apprentice 

“ I’m sure if Anyone dcseives it, it s Mi Kipps,” 
said Miss Mergle, ^nd her tram rustled as she hurried 
to the counting house 

There stood Kipps amidst a pelting shower of con- 
gratulations His face was flushed and his hair dis- 
ordered He still clutched his hat and best umbrella 
in his left hand His right hand was anyone’s to 
shake racher than his own (Ring a-dmger, nng-a- 
dinger ding, ding, ding, dang you’ went the neglected 
dinner bell ) 

“ Good old Kipps,” said Pierce, shaking “ Good old 
Kipps ” 

Booch lubbed one anaemic hand upon the other 
“You’re sure it’s all right, Mr Kipps,” he said in the 
background 

“ I’m sure we all congratulate him,” said Miss 
Mergle 

“ Great Scott said the new young lady in the glove 
depaitment “Twehe hundred a year’ Great Scott’ 
You aren’t thinking of marrying anyone aie you, Mr 
Kipps?” 

“ Three pounds, five and nmepence a day,” said 
Mr Booch, working in his head almost nuraculously 

Everyone, it seemed, was saying how glad they were 
It was Kipps, except the junior apprentice, upon whom 
— he being the only son of a widow and used to having 
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the best of everything as a light — an intoleiable emv, 
a sense of unbearable wrong, had cast its gloomy shade 
All the rest were quite honestly and simply glad — 
gladder perhaps at that time than Kipps because they 
were not so overpowered 

Kipps went downstairs to dinner, emitting frag- 
mentary, disconnected statements Never expected 
anything of the sort When this here old Bean 

told me, you could ha\e knocked me down with a 
feather He says, ‘ You b’en lef money ’ Even 

then I didn’t expect it’d be mor’n a hundred pounds 
perhaps Something like that ” 

With the sitting down to dinner and the handing of 
plates the excitement assumed a more orderly quality 
The housekeeper emitted congratulations as she carved 
and the maidseivant became dangerous to clothes with 
the plates — she held them anyhow, one expected to see 
one upside down even — she found Kipps so fascinating 
to look at Everyone was the brisker and hungrier for 
the news (except the junior apprentice) and the house- 
keeper carved with unusual liberality It tv?s High Old 
Times theie under the gaslight, High Old Times 
‘‘ I’m snie if Anyone deserves it,” said Miss Mergle — 
pass the salt, please — it’s Mr Kipps ” 

The babble died away a little as Carshot began bark 
mg across the table at Kipps “ You’ll be a bit of a 
Swell, Kipps,” he said ‘^You won’t hardh know 
yourself ” 

Quite the gentleman,” said Miss Mergle 
Many real gentlemen’s families,” said the house 
keeper, “ have to do with less ” 

‘‘ See you on the Leas,” said Carshot My gu — 
He met the housekeeper’s eye She had spoken about 
that expression before “My eye’” he said tamely, 
lest words should mar the day 

“ You’ll go to London, I reckon,” said Pierce 
“You’ll be a man about town We shall see vou 
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mashing ^em, with violets in vour button’ole, down the 
Barlmgton Arcade ” 

One of these West End Flats That’d be my 
style/' said Pierce And a first class club ” 

“Aien’t these clubs a bit 'ard to get intoi”’ asked 
Kipps, open-eyed, over a mouthful of potato 

“No fear Not for Money,” said Pierce And the 
girl in the laces, who had acquired a cynical view of 
Modern Society from the fearless exposures of Miss 
Mane Corelli, said “Mone} goes everywhere nowadays, 
Mr Kipps ” 

But Carshot showed the tiue British strain 
“ If I was Kipps, he said, pausing momentaiily for 
a kniteful of gravy, “ I should go to the Rockies and 
shoot bears ” 

‘ rd certainly 'ave a run 01 er to Boulogne,” said 
Pierce, “ and look about a bit Pm going to do that 
next Easter myself, an-vhow — see if I don t ” 

“ Go to Oireland, Mr Kipps,” came the soft insist- 
ence of Biddy Muiphy, who managed the big work- 
room, flushed and shining m the Irish way as she spoke 
“ Go to Oireland Ut’s the loveliest country in the 
world Outside Car rs Fishin', shootm', huntin' An’ 
pretty gals * Eh * You shoald see the Lakes of 
Kiilainey, Mr Kipps And she expressed ecstasy by 
a facial pantomime and smacked her lips 
And presently they crowned the event 
It was Pierce who said, “ Kipps, you ought to stand 
Sham * ” 

And it nas Carshot who found the more poetical 
word, “ Champagne ” 

“Rather’” said Kipps hilariously, and the rest was 
a question of detail and willing emissaries “ Here it 
comes’” they said as the appi entice came down the 
staircase “ How about the shop said someone 
“ Oh, hmg the shop ’ ” said Carshot and made gruntu 
bus demands for a corkscrew with a thing to cut the 
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wiie Pierce, the dog* had a wiie cuttei in his poclet 
knife How Shalford v^ould have stared at the gold- 
tipped bottles if he had chanced to take an e^ily train * 
Bang with the corks, and bang* Gluck, gluck, glnck, 
and sizzle * 

When Kipps found them all standing about him 
under the gas flare, saying almost solemnly ‘‘ Kipps * ’’ 
with tumblers upheld — ‘‘ Have it in tumblers,” Carshot 
had said, ^ have it in tumblers It isn’t a wine like 
}ou have in glasses Not like port and sherr\ It 
cheers you up, but you don’t get diunk It isn’t hardly 
stronger than lemonade They drink it at dinner, some 
of ’em, every day ” 

What * At three and six a bottle * ” said the house- 
keeper incredulously 

‘ They don’t stick at iliatp said Carshot, “not the 
champagne sor ” 

The housekeeper pursed her lips and shook her 
head 

When Kipps, I say, found them all standing up to 
toast him m that manner, there came such a feeling in 
his throat and face that for the life of him he scaicdv 
knew for a moment whether he was not going to cr^ 
‘Kipps*” they all said, with 1 indly eyes It was 
very good of them, and hard there wasn’t a stroke of 
luck lor them ill * 

But the sight of upturned chins and glasses pulled 
him together again 

They did him honour Unenviouslv and fiecly they 
did him honour 

For example Carshot being subsequently engaged m 
serving cretonne and desiring to push a number of 
rejected blocks up the counter m order to have space 
for measuring, swept them b> a powerful and ill- 
calculated movement of the arm, with a noise like 
thunder, partly on to the floor and partly on to the 
foot of the still gloomily preoccupied junior apprentice 
And Buggins, whose place it was to shopvalk while 
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Carshot served, shopwalked with quite unparalleled 
dignity, dangling a new season’s sunshade with a crooked 
handle on one finger He arrested each customer who 
came down the shop with a g’-ave and penetrating look 
‘‘ Showing very ’tractive line new sheason’s shun-shade,” 
he would remark, and, after a suitable pause, ’Markable 
thing, one oui sistant leg’sy twelve ’undred a jear 
V’ry ’tractive Nothing more today, mumi^ No’” 
And he v/ould then go and hold the door open for them 
with perfect decorum and with the sunshade dangling 
elegantly from his left hand 

And the second appi entice, serving a customer with 
cheap ticking, and being asked suddenly if it was strong, 
answered remarkably, 

“Oo’ no mum’ Strong’ Whj-, it ain’t ’ardlv 
Stronger than lemonade 

The head porter, moreover, was filled with a virtuous 
resolve to break the record as a lightning packer and 
mal e up for lost time Mr Swaffenham of the Sand- 
gate Riv era, for example, who was going out to dinnei 
that night at seven, received at half past six, instead 
of the urgently needed diess shirt he expected, a corset 
specially adapted to the needs of persons inclined to 
embonpoint A parcel of summer underclothing selected 
by the elder Miss Waldershawe, was somehow distn 
buted in the form of gratis additions throughout a 
number of parcels of a less intimate nature, and a 
box of millinery on approval to Lady Pamshort (at 
Wampachs) was eniiched by the addition of the junior 
porter’s cap 

These little things, slight m themselves, witness 
perhaps none the less eloquently to the unselfish ex 
hilaration felt throughout the Emporium at the extra 
ordinary and unexpected enrichment of Mr Kipps 
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The bus that plies between New Romney and Folke 
stone IS painted a British red and inscribed on either 
side with the word ‘^lip-top’* in gold amid'st 
voluptuous scrolls It is a slow and portly bus Below 
It swings a sort of hold, hung by chains between the 
wheels, and in the summer time the top has garden 
seats The front over the two dauntless unhuirMng 
horses rises in tiers like a theatre, there is first a seat for 
the diiver and his company, and above that a seat and 
above that, unless my memory pla\s me false, a seat 
There aie da}s when this bus goes and days when it 
doesn’t go — ^}'Ou have to find out ^nd so you get to 
New Romney 

This bus It was, this iudd\, \enerable and immo**tal 
bus, that came down the Folkestone hill with unflinch- 
ing deliberation, and trundled through Sandgite and 
Hythe, and out into the windy spaces of the Marsh, 
with Kipps and all his fortunes on its brow \ ou figure 
him there He sat on the highest seat diametrically 
above the driver and his head was spinning and spinning 
with champagne and this stupendous Tomfoolery of 
Luck, and his heart was swelling, swelling indeed at 
times as though it would burst him, and his face towaids 
the sunlight was transfigured He said never a word, 
but ever and again as he thought of this or that, he 
laughed He seemed full of chuckles for a time, 
detached and independent chuckles, chuckles that rose 
and burst m him like bubbles in a wine He held 

a banjo sceptre fashion and restless on his knee He 
had always wanted a banjo, and now he had got one 
at Malchior’s while he was waiting for the bus 

There sat beside him a young servant who was suck- 
ing peppermint and a little boy with a sniff, whose 
flitting e}es showed him curious to know why ever and 
again Kipps laughed, and beside the drner were two 
young men in gaiters talking about ‘‘ tegs ” And there 
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sat Kipps, all unsuspected, twelve hundred a year, as it 
were, disguised as a common young man And the 
young man in gaiters to the left of the driver eyed 
Kipps and his banjo, and especially his banjo, ever and 
again as if he found it and him, with his rapt face, an 
insoluble enigma And many a King has iidden into a 
conquered city with a lesser sense of splendour than 
Kipps 

Their shadows grew long behind them and their faces 
were transfigured in gold as they rumbled on towards 
the splendid West The sun set before they had passed 
D^mchurch, and as they came lumbering into New 
Romney pa t the windmill the dusk had come 

The driver handed doivn the banjo and the port- 
manteau, and Kipps having paid him — That’s aw 
right,” he said to the change, as a gentleman should — 
turned about and ran the poitmanteau smartly into old 
Kipps, whom the sound of the stopping of the bus had 
brought to the door of the shop in an aggressive mood 
and with his mouth full of supper 

“ ’Ullo, Uncle, didn’t see you, ’ said Kipos 

Blunderin’ ninny ” said old Kipps “ What’s 
brought you here ? Ain’t earlv closing, is it ? Not 
Tooada^ 

‘‘ Got some news for von. Uncle,” said Kipps, drop- 
ping the portmanteau 

Ain’t lost your situation, ’ave you? What’s that 
you got there? I’m blowed if it ain’t a banjo Goo’- 
lord ’ Spendin’ your monev on banjos ^ Don’t put 
down your portmantv there — anyhow Right in the 
way of everybody I’m blowed if ever I saw such a 
boy as you’ve got lately Here * Molly ’ And, look 
here’ What you got a portmanty for? Why’ Goo’- 
lord ’ You ain’t really lost your place, ’ave you ?” 

Somethin’s happened,” said Kipps, slightly dashed 
It’s all right. Uncle I’ll tell you in a minute ” 

Old Kipps took the banjo as his nephew picked up 
the poitmanteau again 

5 * 
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The living room door opened quickl} , showing a 
table equipped with elaborate simplicity for supper, and 
Mrs Kipps appeared 

‘ If it ain’t }-oung Artie, ’ she said Why ^ What 
e\ er s brought you ’ome 

** ’Ullo, Aunt,” said A.itie “I’m coming in I got 
somethin’ to tell you I’ve ’ad a bit of Luck ” 

He wouldn’t tell them all at once He staggered 
with the portmanteau round the coinei of the counter, 
set a bundle of childien’s tin pails into clattering 
oscillation, and entered the little room He deposited 
his luggage in the corner beside the tall clock, and 
turned to his Aunt and Uncle again His Aunt re 
garded him doubtfully, the yellow light from the little 
lamp on the table escaped above the shade and lit her 
foiehead and the tip of hei nose It would be all right 
in a minute He wouldn’t tell them all at once Old 
Kipps stood in the shop door with the banjo in his 
hand, breathing noisily “The fact is, Aunt, I’ve ’ad 
a bit of Luck ” 

“ \ ou am t been bad in’ gordless ’orses, ^rtie ” she 
a ked 

“No fear ” 

“ It s a draw he’s been in,” said old Kipps, still 
panting fiom the impact of the portmanteau, “it’s a 
dratted draw Jest look here, Molly’ He’s won this 
’ere trashy banjer and thiown up his situation on the 
s rength of it — that’s what he’s done Goin’ about 
singing Dash and plunge’ Jest the very fault poor 
Pheamy alwajs ’ad Blunder right in and no one 
mustn’t stop ’er ’” 

“ \ ou ain’t thrown up your place, Artie, ’ave you ? ’ 
said Mrs Kipps 

Kipps perceived his opportunity “I ’ave,” he said, 
“ I’ve thiowed it up ” 

“ What for said old Kipps 

“ So’s to learn the banjo ’” 



THE UNEXPECTED 


“ Goo’ Lord said old Kipps, m horror to find 
himself verified 

“ I’m going about placing said Kipps with a giggle 
** Goin’ to black my face, Aunt, and sing on the beach 
I m going to ’ave a most tremenjous lark and earn any 
amount of money — ^you see Twenty six fousand 
pounds Fm going to earn just as easy as nothing*” 

“ Kipps,” said Mrs Kipps, he’s been drinking * ” 
They regarded their nephew across the supper table 
with long faces Kipps exploded with laughter and 
broke out again when his Aunt shook her head very 
sadly at him Ihen suddenly he fell grave He felt 
he could keep it up no longer It’s all right. Aunt 
Reely I ain’t mad and I ain’t been drinking I been 
lef’ money I been lef’ twenty-six fousand pounds ” 
Pause 

‘‘And you thrown up j'Our place?” said old Kipps 
“Yes,” said Kipps “Rather*” 

“ And bort this banjer, put on your best noo trousers 
and come right on ’ere?” 

“Well,” said Mrs Kipps, “/ never did” 

“These ain’t my noo trousers. Aunt,” said Kipps 
regretfully “ My noo trousers wasn’t done ” 

“ I shouldn’t ha’ thought that even you could ha’ 
been such a fool as that,’ said old Kipps 
Pause 

“ It’s all right,” said Kipps, a little disconcerted by 
their distrustful solemnity “ It s all right — reely * 

Twennv-six fousan’ pounds And a ’ouse ” 

Old Kipps pursed his lips and shook his head 
“A ’ouse on the Leas I could have gone there 

Only I didn’t I didn’t care to I didn’t know what 
to say I wanted to come and tell you ” 

“ How d’yer know the ’ouse ?” 

“ They told me ” 

“Well,” said old Kipps, and nodded his head por- 
ten ously towards his nephew, with the corners of hw 
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mouth pulled down in a portentous, discouraging wa}^ 
“ Well, you are a >oung Gaby ’’ 

“I didn’t think it of jou, Artie*” said Mrs Kipps 
‘‘Wadjer mean?” asked Kipps faintly, looking from 
one to tne other with a withered face 

Old Kipps closed the shop door “ They been ’avm’ 
a lark with you,” said old Kipps in a mournful under- 
tone “ That’s what I mean, my bov They jest been 
seem’ what a Gaby like 5^011 ’ud do ” 

I dessay that young Quodlmg was in it,” said Mrs 
Kipps ^‘’E’s jest that sort” 

(For Quodlmg of the green baize bag had grown up 
to be a feaifnl dog, the terror of New Romney) 

“ It’s somebody after your place very likely,” said 
old Kipps 

Kipps looked from one sceptical, reproving face to 
the other, and round him at the familiar, shabby little 
room, with his familiar cheap portmanteau on the 
mended chair, and that banjo amidst the supper things 
like some irrevocable deed Could he be rich indeed? 
Could It be that these things had really happened? Or 
had some insane fancy whirled him hither? 

Still — perhaps a hundred pounds 

** But,” he said, ** it’s all right, reely, Uncle You 
don’t think — ? I ’ad a letter ’ 

“ Got up,” said old Kipps 
But I answered it and went to a norfis ” 

Old Kipps felt staggered for a moment, but he shook 
his head and chins sagely from side to side As the 
memory of Bean and Shalford revived, the confidence 
of Kipps came back to him 

I saw a nold gent, Uncle — ^perfect gentleman ^nd 
e told me all about it Mos’ respectable ’e was Said 
’is name was Watson and Bean — leastways was Bean 
Said it was lef’ me — ” Kipps suddenly dived into his 

breast pocket By my Grandfather 

The old people started 

Old Kipps uttered an exclamation and wheeled round 
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to\\ards the mantelshelf abo\e which the daguerreo- 
type of his lost younger sister smiled its fading smile 
upon the v\oild 

“ Waddy hs name was,’ said Kipps, with his hand 
still deep in his pocket ‘‘It was hs son was my 
father ” 

“ Waddy said old Kipps 
“Waddy*” said Mrs Kipps 
“ She’d never say,” said old Kipps 
There was a long silence 

Kipps fumbled with a letter, a crumpled advertise- 
ment and three bank notes He hesitated between thebC 
Items 

“ Why * That young chap what was arsting ques- 
tions — ” said old Kipps, and regarded his wife with an 
e\e of amazement 

“ Must ’ave been,” said Mrs Kipps 
“ Must ’ave been,” said old Kipps 
“ James,” said Mrb Kipps, in an awestricken voice, 
“ after all — ^perhaps — it’s true *” 

much did yon sav?” asked old Kipps “ ’Ow/ 
much did you say ’e’d lef’ \ou, me b’y?” 

It was thrilling, though not quite in the way Kipps 
had expected He answered almost meekly aero s the 
meagre supper things, with his documentary evidence in 
his hand 

“Twelve ’undred pounds ’Proximately, he said 
Twelve ’undred pounds a }ear ’E made ’is will, jest 
before ’e died — not more’n a month ago When ’e 
was dying, ’e seemed to change like, Mr Bean said 
’E’d never forgiven ’is son, never — not till then ’Is 
son ’ad died in Australia, years and years ago, and then 
’e ’adn’t forgiven ’im You know — ^’is son what was my 
father But jest when ’e was ill and dying ’e seemed 
to get worried like and longing for someone of ’is own 
And ’e told Mr Bean it was ’im that had prevented 
them marrying So ’e thought That’s ’ow it all come 
about ” 
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At last Kipps Haring ca idle went up the narrow 
uncarpeted staircase to the little attic that had been his 
shelter and refuge dm mg all the da^s of his childhood 
and youth His head was whirling He had been 
adi ised, he had been warned, he had been flattered and 
congratulated, he had been given whisky and hot water 
and lemon and sugar, and his health had been drunk in 
the same He had also eaten two Welsh raiebits — an 
unusual supper His Uncle was chiefly foi his going 
into Parliament, his Aunt was consumed with a great 
anxiety ‘‘ I’m afraid he’ll go and marry beneath hm ” 

“ Y’ought to ’ave a bit o’ shootin’ somewheer,” sa d 
old Kipps 

It’s your duty to marry into a county family, Artie 
Remember that ” 

** There’s lots of young noblemen’ll be glad to ’ang 
on to you,” said old Kipps “ You mark my words 
And borry your mone\ And then, good day to ye * 
got to be precious Caieful,” said Kipps ‘‘Mr 
Bean said that ” 

“ And you got to be precious careful of this old 
Bean,” said old Kipps “We may be out of the woild 
m Noo Romney, but I’ve ’eard a bit about s’licitors, 
for all that You keep ’vour eye on old Bean, me b’y 

“ ’Ow do we know what ’e’s up to, with your money, 
even now ?” said old Kipps, pursuing this uncomfortable 
topic 

“ ’E looked very lespectable,” said Kipps 

Kipps undiessed with great deliberation, and with 
vast gaps of pensive maigin Twenty six thousand 
pounds ' 

His Aunt’s solicitude had brought back certain 
matters into the foreground that his “Twelve ’Undred 
a year^” had for a time driven awa} altogether His 
thoughts went back to the wood-carvmg class Twelve 
Hundred a Year He sat bn the edge of the bed in 
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profound meditation and his boots fell ** whop and 
‘ whop ” upon the floor, with a long interval between 
each whop ” Twenty six thousand pounds Bv 
Gum’” He diopped the remainder of his costume 
about him on the floor, got into bed, pulled the patch- 
i^ork quilt over him and put his head on the pillow 
that had been first to hear of Ann Pornick’s accession 
to his heart But he did not think of Ann Pornick 
now 

It was about ever)- thing in the world except Am 
Pornick that he seemed to be trying to think of — 
simultaneously All the vivid happenings of the day 
came and went in his overtaxed brain, '*that old Bean ’ 
explaining and explaining, the fat man who wouldn’t 
believe, an overpowering smell of peppermint the 
banjo. Miss Mergle saying he deserved it, Chitterlow’t, 
\ inishing round a corner, the wisdom and advire and 
warnings of his Aunt and Uncle She was afraid he 
would marry beneath him, was she? She didn’t 
know 

PIis brain made an excursion into the wood-carving 
class and presented Kipps with the picture of himself 
amazing that class bv a modest yet clearly audible 
remark, I been left twenty-six thousand pounds ” 
Then he told them all quietly but firmly that he had 
always loved Miss Walshingham, always, and so he had 
brought all his twenty-six thousand pounds with him to 
gi\e to her there and then He wanted nothing in 
return Yes, he wanted nothing in return He 

would give It to her all in an envelope and go Of 
course he would keep the banjo — ^and a little present 
for his Aunt and Uncle — and a new suit perhaps — and 
one or two other things she would not miss He went 
off at a tangent He might buy a motor car he might 
buv one of these here things that will play you a 
piano — that would make old Buggins sit up ’ He could 
pretend he had learnt to play — he might buy a bicvcle 
and a cyclist suit 
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Just then it presented itself in an almost horribly 
overwhelming mass 

He remade his bed and returned to it He was still 
dreadfully wakeful It was suddenly clear to him that 
he need never trouble to get up punctually at seven 
again That fact shone out upon him like a star 
through clouds He was free to lie in bed as long as 
he liked, get up when he liked, go where he liked, have 
eggs every morning for break or rashers or bloater 
paste or Also he was going to astonish Miss 

Walshingham 

Astonish her and astonish her 

•Jr * * * 

He was awakened by a thrush singing in the fresh 
da\ n The whole room was flooded with warm golden 
sunshine “ I say ’ ” said the thrush “ I say ’ I say ’ 
Twelve ’undred a year’ Twelve ’Undred a Year 
Twelve ’UNDRED a ^ear’ I say’ I say’ I sa^ ’” 

He sat up in bed and rubbed the sleep from his eyes 
with his knuckles Then he jumped out of bed and 
began dressing very eagerlj He did not want to lose 
any time in beginning the new life 


END OF BOOK I 




BOOK II 

MR COOTE THE CHAPERON 





The New Co7idthons 

T 

JlHERE comes a gentlemanly figure into these events 
and for a space takes a leading part therein, a Good 
Influence, a lefined and amiable figure, Mr Chester 
Coote You must figure him as about to enter our 
story, walking with a curious lectitude of bearing 
through the evening dusk towards the Public Library 
erect, large headed — he had a great big head that sug 
gested a powerful mind well under control — with a 
large official-looking envelope m his white and knucklv 
hand In the other he carries a gold handled cane 
He wears a silken grey jacket suit, buttoned up, and 
anon he coughs behind the official envelope He has a 
prominent nose, slaty grey eyes and a certain heaviness 
about the mouth His mouth hangs breathing open, 
with a slight protrusion of the lower jaw His straw 
hat is pulled down a lutle in front, and he looks each 
person he passes in the e^e, and directly his look is 
answered looks away 

Thus Mr Chester Coote, as he was on the evening 
when he came upon Kipps He was a local house 
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agent and a mobt active and gentlemanlv person, a 
conscious gentleman, equally aware of society and the 
ser ous side of life From amateur theatiicals of a nice 
refined sort to science classes, few things weie able to 
get along without him He supplied a fine full bass, a 
little flat and quaveiv perhaps, but verv abundant, to the 
St Stylites’ chon 

He passes on towards the Public Libran lifts the 
envelope in salutation to a passing cuiate smiles and 
enters 

It was in the Public Library that he came upon 
Kipps 

By that time Kipps had been rich a week or more, 
and the change in his circumstances was \ isible upon his 
per on He was wearing a new suit of drab flannels a 
Panama hat and a led tie for the first time, and he 
carried a silver mounted stick with a tortoiseshell handle 
He felt extraordinarily different, perhaps more differen 
than he really was, from the meek Improver of a week 
ago He felt as he felt dukes must feel, yet at bottom he 
was still modest He was leaning on his stick and regard- 
ing the indicator with a respect that never palled He 
faced round to meet Mr Coote’s ovei flowing smile 

“What are you doang hea?’* said Mr Chester Coote 

Kipps was momentarily abashed “ Oh ** he said 
slowly, and then, “ Mooching round a bit ** 

That Coote should add less him with this easy 
familiarity was a fresh reminder of his enhanced social 
position “ Jes’ mooching round, he said “ I been 
back in Folkestone free days now At my ’ouse, you 
know ” 

“Ah*” said Mr Coote “I haven^t yet had an 
opportunity of congratulating you on your good 
fortune ” 

Kipps held out his hand “ It was the cleanest sur- 
prise that ever was,” he said “When Mr Bean told 
me of it — ^vou could have knocked me down with a 
feather ” 
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It must mean a tremendous change for you 
“ Oo Rather Change ? Why, Tm like the chap 
in the song they sing, I don’t ^ardly know where I are 
Yoit know ” 

“ ^n extraordinary change,” said Mr Coote ‘‘ I 
Can quite believe it ^le you stopping in Folkestone^” 

‘ For a bit I got a ’ouse, you 1 now What my 
gian’father ’ad I’m stopping there His housekeeper 
was kep’ on Fancy — being in the same town and 
everything 

Piecisely,” said Mr Coote ‘‘That’s it’” and 
CO ighed like a sheep behind four straight fingers 
“ Mr Bean got me to come bad to see to things 
Else I was out m New Romney, where my Uncle and 
Aunt live But it’s a Lark coming back In a 
wav ” 

The con/ersat on hung for a moment 
“Are you getting a book?” asked Coote 
“Well, I ’aven’t got a ticket yet But I shall get 
one all right, and have a go in at reading I’ve often 
wanted to Rather I was lust ’aving a lool at this 
Iidicatoi First class idei Tells }ou ^11 vou want to 
knoA ’ 

“ It’s simple,” said Coote, and coughed again, keep 
ng his e}es fixed on Kipps For a moment they hung, 
evidently disinclined to part Then Kipps jumped at 
an idea he had cherished for a day or more — not par 
ticuhrly in relation to Coote, but in relation to anyone 
“You doing anything?” he asked 
“ just called with a paypah about the classes” 

“ Because — Would you care to come up and look 
at my ’ouse and ’ave a smoke and a chat? Fh?” He 
made indicative back jeiks of the head and WaS smitten 
with a horrible doubt whether possibly this invitation 
might not be some hideous breach of etiquette Was it 
for example, the correct hour? “I’d be awfully glad 
if you would ” he added 

Mr Coote begged for a moment while he handed the 



THE NEW CONDITIONS i?! 

to throw his head back, cock it on one side, regard the 
haibour with one e}e shut and say that it would take 
some doing Then Coote said something about 
“ Abend,” which Kipps judged to be in a foreign 
language and got over by lighting another cigarette 
from his by no means completed first one You’re 
right, fnjf fuf ” 

He felt that so far he had held up his end of the 
conveisation in a \erv creditable manner, but that 
extreme discretion was advisable 

They turned away and Coote remarked that the sea 
was good for crossing, and asked Kipps if he had been 
over the water very much Kipps said he hadn’t been — 
‘^much,” but he thought very likely he’d have a run 
over to Boulogne soon, and Coote proceeded to talk of 
the charms of foreign travel, mentioning quite a number 
of unheard-of places b'v name He had been to them ’ 
Kipps remained on the defensive, but behind his 
defences his heart sank It was all very well to pretend, 
but presently it was bound to come out He didn’t 
know anything of all this 

So they drew near the house At his own gate Kipps 
became extremely nervous It was a fine, impressive 
door He knocked neither a single knock noi a double, 
but about one and a half — an apologetic half They 
were admitted by an irreproachable housemaid with a 
steady eye, before which Kipps cringed dreadfully He 
hung up his hat and fell about over hall chairs and 
things ‘‘There’s a fire in the study, Mary?” he had 
the audacity to ask, though evidently he knew, and led 
the way upstairs panting He tried to shut the door 
and discovered the housemaid behind him coming to 
light his lamp This enfeebled him further He said 
nothing until the door closed behind her Meanwhile 
to show his san^ fro d he hummed and flitted towards 
the window, and here and there 

Coote w^ent to the big hearthrug and turned and 
survej/ed his host His hand went to the back of his 
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ofhcial looking envelope to the libraiian and then 
declared himself quite at Kipps’ service The) muddled 
a moment over precedence at each door they \^ent 
thiough, and so emerged to the stieet 

“ It feels awful rum to me at first, all this,” said 
Kipps ‘‘ ’Aving a ’ouse of my own and all that It’s 
strange, )ou knov’i ’Aving all day Reely I don’t 
ardly know what to do with my time 
“D’ju smoke?” he said suddenly, pioffering a mag- 
nificent gold decorated pigskin cigarette case, which he 
piodnced from nothing almost as though it was some 
sort of trick Coote hesitated and declined, and then, 
with great liberality, Don’t let me hinder you ” 
They walked a little way in silence, Kipps being 
chiefly concerned to affect ease in his new clothes and 
keeping a wary eve on Coote It’s rather a big wind- 
fall, ’ said Coote presently It yields you an 
income ?” 

Twelve ’undred a year,” said Kipps ‘‘ Bit over — 
if anything ” 

^'Do you think of living in Folkestone?” 

Don’t know ’ardly ) et I ma\ Then again I 
may not I got a furnished ’ouse, but I may let it ” 

\ our plans are undecided ?” 

“ That’s jest it,” said Kipps 
Veiy beautiful sunset it was to-night,” said Coott, 
and Kipps said Wasn’t it?” and they began to talk 
of the merits of sunsets Did Kipps paint? Not since 
he was a boy He didn’t believe he could now Coote 
said his sister was a painter and Kipps received this 
intimation with respect Coote sometimes wished he 
could find time to paint himself — but one couldn’t do 
everything and Kiop* said that was '‘jest it” 

Ihey came out presently upon the end of the Leas 
and looked down to where the squat dark masses of the 
harbour and harbour station, gemmed with pin point 
lights, crouched against the twilit grey of the sea “If 
one could do that/^ said Coote, and Kipps was inspired 
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to throw his head back, cock it on one side, regaid the 
haibour with one e}e shut and say that it would take 
some doing Then Coote said something about 
“ Abend,’’ which Kipps judged to be in a foreign 
language and got over by lighting another cigarette 
from his by no means completed first one You’re 
right, fuf ’ 

He felt that so far he had held up his end of the 
conveisation in a ver\ creditable manner, but that 
extreme discretion was advisable 

They turned away and Coote remarked that the sea 
was good for crossing, and asked Kipps if he had been 
over the w ater very much Kipps said he hadn’t been — 
‘‘much,” but he thought very likely he’d have a run 
over to Boulogne soon, and Coote proceeded to talk of 
the charms of foieign travel, mentioning quite a number 
of unheard of places by name He had been to them ’ 
Kipps remained on the defensive, but behind his 
defences his heart sanl It was all very well to pretend, 
but presently it was bound to come out He didn’t 
know anything of all this 

So the\ drew near tne house At his own gate Kipps 
became extremely nervous It was a fine, impressive 
door He knocked neither a single knock noi a double, 
but about one and a half — an apologetic half They 
were admitted by an irreproachable housemaid with a 
steady eve, before which Kipps cringed dreadfully He 
hung up his hat and fell about over hall chairs and 
things “ There’s a fire in the study, Mary ? ’ he had 
the audacity to ask, though evidently he knew, and led 
the way upstairs panting He tiied to shut the door 
and discovered the housemaid behind him coming to 
light his lamp This enfeebled him further He said 
nothing until the door closed behind her Meanwhile 
to show his san^ fro d he hummed and flitted towards 
the window, and here and there 

Coote w^ent to the big hearthrug and turned and 
sur\e}ed his host His hand went to the back of his 
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head and patted his occiput — a gesture frequent with 
him 

^Ere we are,” said Kipps, hands in his pockets and 
glancing round him 

It was a gaunt Victorian room with a heavy, dirt^ 
coinice, and the ceiling enriched bv the radiant plaster 
ornament of an obliterated gas chandelier It held two 
laige glass-fronted bookcases, one of which was sur 
mounted by a stuffed terrier encased in ghss There 
was a mirror over the mantel, and hangings and cur 
tains of magnificent crimson patternings On the mantel 
were a huge black clock o^ classical design, vases in the 
Burslem Etruscan style, spills and toothpicks in large 
receptacles of caived rock, large lava ash traj^s and an 
exceptionally big box of matches The fendei was very 
great and brassy In a favourable position, under the 
window, was a spacious rosewood writing desk, and all 
the chairs and other furnituie were of ro ewood and 
^^^ell stuffed 

'^This,” said Kipps, in something near an under- 
tone, ^‘was the o* gentleman^s study — ^my grandfather 
that was ’E used to sit at that desk and wiite 

“ Rooks?” 

“ No Letters to The Times and things like that 
’E’s got ’em all cut out — stuck in a book Least- 
ways, he W It’s in that bookcase Won t }oii 

su down ?” 

Coote did, blowing very slightly, and Kipps secured 
his vacated position on the extensive black skin rug 
He spread out his legs, compass fashion and tried to 
appear at his ease The rug, the fender, the mantel and 
mirror conspired with great success to make him look a 
trivial and intrusive little creature amidst their common- 
place hauteur, and his own shadow on the opposite 
wall seemed to think everything a great lark and mod ed 
and made tremendous fun of him 
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§ 2 

For a space Kipps plajed a defensive game and 
Coote dicw the lincb of the conversation They kept 
a\say from the theme of Kipps’ change of fortune, 
and Coote made remarks upon local and social affairs 
‘ You must take an interest in these things now,” was 
as much -s he said in the wav of personalities But 
It sDcedil}- became evident that he was a person of 
wide and commanding social relationships He spoke 
of society ” being mixed m the neighbourhood and 
of the difticulty of getting people to work together, 
and *‘do” things, they were cliquish Incidentally 
he alluded quite familiarly to men with military titles, 
and once e\en to someone with a title, a Lady Punnet 
Not snobbishly, you undei stand, nor deliberately, but 
quite in pass ng He had, it appeared, talked to Lady 
Punnet about private theatricals* In connection with 
the Hospitals She had been unreasonable and he had 
put her right, gently of course, but firmly If you 
stand up to these people,” said Coote, they like }ou 
all the better ” It was also veiy evident he was at his 
cise with the clergy, ‘‘My friend Mr Densemore — a 
cuiatc, \ou 1 now, and rathei curious, the Reverend 
a7 d Honouiable ” Coote grew visibly in Kipps’ eyes 
1 he said these things, he became not only the exponent 
of “ Vagner or Vaigner,” the man whose sister had 
painted a pictuic to be exhibited at the Royal Academy, 
the tvpe of the hidden thing called culture, but a 
delegate, as it were, or at least an intermediary from that 
guat woild “ up there,” where there were men servants 
where there were titles, where people dressed for dinner, 
drank wine it meals, wine costing very often as much 
as three and sixpence the bottle, and followed through 
a maze of etiquette the most stupendous practices 

Coote sat back in the armchair smoking luxuriously 
and expanding pleasantly, with the delightful sense of 
Savoir Faire, Kipps sat forward, his elbows on his 
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chair arm, alert, and hib head a httK on one side 
You figure him as looking little and cheap and feeling 
smaller and cheaper amidst his new surroundings But 
It was a most stimulating and interesting conversation 
And soon it became less geneial and more serious and 
intimate Coote spoke of people who had got on and 
of people who hadn’t, of people who seemed to be 
tn everything and people who seemed to be of 
everything, and then he came round to Kipps 

“You’ll have a good time,” he said abruptly, with 
a smile that would have interested a dentist 
“ I dunno,” said Kipps 
“ There’s mistakes, of course ” 

“That’s jest It ” 

Coote lit a new cigarette “ One can’t help being 
interested in what you will do,” he remarked ‘ Of 
course — for a young man of spirit, come suddenl} into 
wealth — there’s temptations ’ 

“ I got to go careful,” said Kipps O’ Bean told 
me that at the very first ” 

Coote went on to speak of pitfalls, of Betting, of 
Bad Companions “ I know,” said Kipps, “ I know ” 
“ There’s Doubt again,” said Coote “ I know a v oung 
fellow — a solicitor — handsome, gifted And jet, vou 
know — utterly sceptical Practically altogethei a 
Sceptic ” 

“ Lor •’ said Kipps, “ not a Natheist ?” 

“ I fear so,” said Coote “ Really, you know , an 
awfully fine young fellow — Gifted ’ But full of this 
dreadful Modem Spirit — Cynical’ All this Overman 
stuff Nietzsche and all that I wish I could do 

something for him ” 

“Ah’” said Kipps and knocked the ash off his 
cigarette “I knew a chap — one of our apprentices he 
was — once Always scoffing He lef’ ’ ” 

He paused “ Never wrote foi his reh,’ he said, 
in a deep tone proper to a moral tragedy, and then, 
after a pause — “Enlisted’” 
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“ A.h said Coote 

A.nd often,” he said, after a pause, “ it’s just the 
most spirited chaps, just the chaps one likes best, who 
Go Wrong ” 

“ It s temptation,” Kipps remarked 
He glanced at Coote, leant forward, knocked the ash 
from his cigarette into the mighty fender That’s 
lest it,” he said, “you get tempted Before you know 
where you are ” 

“ Modern life,” said Coote, “ is so — complex It 
isn’t evei}one is Stiong Half the }oung fellows who 
go wrong aren’t really bad ” 

“That’s jest it,” said Kipps 

“ One gets a tone from one’s surroundings ” 

“Tint’s exactly it” snd Kipps 
He meditated “ 1 picked up wnth a chap,” he said 
“ A Nacter Leastways he writes plays Clever feller 
But ” 

He implied extensive moral obloquy by a movement 
of his head “Of course it’s seeing life,” he added 
Coote pretended to understand the full implications 
of Kipps’ remaik “Is it worth it?” he asked 
“ That’s jest it,” said Kipps 

He decided to give some more “ One gets talking,” 
he said “Then it’s a drink’’ Old Methusaleh 
three stars — and where arc you? I been drunk,” he 
said in a tone of profound humility, and added, “ lots 
of times ” 

“ Tt Tt ,” said Coote 

“ Dozens of times,” said Kipps, smiling sadly, and 
added, “ Lately ” 

His imagination became active and seductive “ One 

thing leads to another Cards, p’r’aps Girls ” 

“ I know,” said Coote “ I know ” 

Kipps regarded the fire and flushed slightly He 
borrowed a sentence that Chitterlow had recently used 
“ One can’t tell tales out of school,” he said 
“ I can imagine it,” said Coote 
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Kipps looked with a confidential expression into 
Cootes face ‘‘It was bad enough when money was 

limited,” he remarked “ But now ” He spoke 

with raised eyebrows, “ I got to stead} down ” 

“ You must ” said Coote, piotruding his lips into a 
sort of whistling concern for a moment 

“ I must,” said Kipps, nodding his head slowh with 
nised eyebrows He looked at his cigarette end and 
threw it into the fender He was beginning to thin^ 
he was holding his own in this conversation rather well, 
after all 

Kipps was never a good liar He was the first to 
break silence “ I don’t mean to say I been reely bad 
or reely bad drunk A ’eadache perhaps — three or four 
times, say But there it is^” 

‘ I have never tasted alcohol in my life,” said Coofe 
with an immense frankness, “never*” 

“ No?” 

“Never I don’t feel I should be likely to get 
drunk at all — it isn’t that And I don’t go so fai as 
to say even that in small quantities — at meals — it does 
one harm But if I take it, someone else who doesn’t 
know where to stop — ^you see?” 

“ That’s jest it,” said Kipps, with admiiing eyes 
“ I smoke,” admitted Coote “ One doesn’t want to 
be a Pharisee ” 

It struck Kipps what a tremendously Good chap this 
Coote was, not only tremendously clever and educated 
and a gentleman and one Inowing Lady Punnet, but 
Good He seemed to be giving all his time and 
thought to doing good things to other people A 
great desire to confide m him arose At first Kipps 
hesitated whether he should confide an equal desire for 
Benevolent activities or for further Depravity — either 
was in his mind He rather affected the pose of the 
Good Intentioned Dog Then suddenly his impulses 
took quite a different turn, fell indeed into what was a 
far more serious rut m his mind It seemed to him 
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Coote mi^ht be able to do for him something he verv 
much wanted done 

‘ Companionship accounts for o much,” said Coote 
That’s jest it,” said Kipps “Of course, you Inow, 
n my rew position — That’s just the difficulty ” 

He plinged boldly at his most seciet trouble He 
knev/ that he wanted lefinement — culture It was all 
\eiy well — but he 1 new But how was one to get it? 
He knew no one, 1 new no people — He rested on the 
broken sentence The shop chaps weie all very well, 
veiv good chaps and all that, but not what one wanted 
' I fed be’ind,” said Kipps “ I feel out of it And 
consequen<-ly I feel it’s no good And then if tempta- 
tion comes along ” 

“ Exactl}',” said Coote 

Kipps spoke of his re pect for Miss Walshmgham and 
fier freckled friend He contrived not to look too 
«elf conscious ‘ You 1 now, I’d like to talk to people 

'ikc that, but I can t A chap’s afiaid of giving h mself 
” 

Of couise,” said Coote, “of course ’ 

‘ I went to a middle-class school, you know You 
mustn’t fancy I’m one of these here board school chaps, 
but >ou know It reely wasn’t a first class affair Least- 
wavs he didn’t tal e pains with us If you didn’t want 
to learn you needn’t — I don’t believe it was much 
better than one of these heie national schools We 
woie mortar-bo rds, o’ couise But what’s tkat’^ 

“ I’m a regular fish out of water with this money 
hen I got It — t s a week ago — ^reely I thought I’d 
got everything I wanted But I dunno what to 

His voice went up into a squeak “ Piactically,” he 
said, “ it’s no good shutiin’ my eyes to things — I’m a 
gentleman ” 

Coote inaicated a serious assent 
“And theie’s the responsibilities of a gentleman,” he 
remarked 
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That s jest it, said Kipps 

“There’s calling on people,” said Kipps “If yon 
want to go on knowing Someone you knew before like 
People thats refined” He laughed ner\ouslv Fm 
a reguhi fish out of water,” he said, with expectant 
eyes on Coote 

But Coote only nodded for him to go on 
“ This actor chap,” he meditated, “ is a good sort of 
chap But ’e laii’t what 1 call a gentleman I got 
to old myself in with ’im ’E’d make me go it wild 
in no time ’E’s pretty near the on’y chap I know 
Except the shop chaps They’ve come round to ’ave 
supper once already and a bit of a sing-song afterwards 
I sang I got a banjo, you now, and I vamp a bit 
Vamping — ^j^ou know Haven t got far m the book — 

‘ ’Ow to Vamp ’ — but still I’m getting on Jolly of 
course, in a way, but what does it lead to? Be 

sides that, there’s m} Aunt and Uncle They're very 
good old people — ^verv — ^jest a bit interfering p’r’aps 
and thinl ing one isn’t grown up, but Right enough 
Only — It isn’t what I want I feel I’ve got be’ind 
with everything I want to make it up again I want 
to get with educated people who know ’ow to do things 
— in the regular, proper way ” 

His beautiful modcotv awakened nothing but benevo 
lence in the mind of Chester Coote 

“ If I had someone like you,” said Kippo, ‘ that I 
knew regular like ” 

From that point their course ran swift and easy 
“ If I could be of any use to you, ’ said Coote 
“ But you’re so busy and all that ” 

“Not too busy You know, )our case is a -very 
interesting one It was partly that made me speal to 
you and draw you out Here you are with all this 

money and no experience a spirited young chap ” 

“That’s jest it,” said Kipps 

“I thought I’d see what you were made of, and I 
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mu t contess I\e rarely talked to anyone that Tve 

found quite so interesting as you have been ” 

I seem able to say things to ^ou like, somehow,’’ 
said Kipps 

‘ I m glad Fm tremendously glad ” 

“ I want a Fiiend That’s it — straight ” 

“ My dear chap if I ’ 

« Ye,, but ’ 

want a Friend, too 
Reely?” 

“Yes You know, my deal Kipps — if I may call 

you that ” 

“ Go on, ’ sa’d Kipps 

“ Fm rather a lonely dog mjself Tins to night — 
Fvc not had ant one Fve spoken to so freely of my 
Work for months ’ 

« No?” 

“ Yes And, my dear chap, if I can do anything to 
guide 01 help you ’ 

Coote displat ed all his teeth in a 1 indly tremulous 
smile and his eyes v ere shiny Shal e ’ands,” said 
Kipps, deeply moted, and he and Coote 10 e and clasped 
with mutual emotion 

It’s redy too good of you,’ said Kipps 
“ Whatever I can do I will,” said Coote 
And so their compact was made From that moment 
they were Friends, intimate, confidential, high thinking 
sotto voce fi lends All the rest of their talk (and it 
inclined to be interminable) was an expansion of that 
For that night Kiops wallowed in self-abandonment 
and Coote behaved as one who had received a great 
trust That sinister passion for pedagogy to which the 
Good Intcntioned are so fatally liable, that passion 
of infinite picsumption that permits one weak human 
being to ariogate the direction of another weak human 
being’s affairs, had Coote in its grip He was to be a 
son of la> confessor and director of Kipps, he wa to 
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help Kipps in a thousand ways, he was in fact to 
chapel on kipps into the higher and bettei sort of 
Engli h life He was to tell him his faults, advise him 

about the light thing to do 

It’s all these things I don’t know,” said Kipps 
I don t know, for instance, what s the right sor of 
diess to wear — I don’t even know if I’m dressed right 
now ” 

“ All these things ” — Coote stuck out his lips and 
nodded rapidly to show he under tood — ‘‘ Trust me 
for that,’ he said, trust me ” 

As the e\enmg wore on Coote’s manner changed, 
became more and more the manner of a propiieto” 
He began to take up his r61e, to survey Kipps with 
a new, with a critical affection It was evident the 
thing fell in with his ideas “ It will be awfully 
interesting ” he said You know, Kipps, jou’re really 
good stuff ” (Every sentence now he said ‘‘ Kipps ” 
or my dear Kipps ” with a curiously authoritative 
intonation ) 

I know,” said Kipps, only there’s such a lot o^ 
things I don’t seem to be up to some ow That’s where 
the tiouble comes in ” 

They talked and talked, and now Kipps was talk 
mg freely They rambled over all sorts of thing 
Among otheis Kipps’ character was dealt wuth at length 
Kipps gave valuable lights on it “ When I’m reely 
excited,” he said, I don’t seem to care what I do 
I’m like that ’ And again, ‘‘ I don’t like to do any- 
thing under’and I mtisi speak out ” 

He picked a piece of cotton from his knee, the fire 
grimaced behind his back, and his shadow on the wall 
and ceiling was disiepectfully con\ul ed 
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§ 3 

Kipps went to bed at last with an impiession of 
important things settled, and he lay awake foi quite 
a long time He felt he was lucky He had known — 
m fact Buggins and Caishot and Pierce had made it 
very clear indeed — that his status in life had changed 
and that stupendous adaptations had to be achie\ ed, but 
the pioblem of achievement had driven them into the 
realm of the incredible Here in the simplest, easiest 
wav was the adaptei The thing had become possible 
Not of course easy, but possible 

There was much to learn, sheer intellectual toil, 
methods ot address, bowing, an enormous complexity 
of laws One broken, vou are an outcast How, for 
ex mple, would one encounter Lady Punnet? It was 
quite possible some day he might really ha\e to do 
that Coote might introduce him ‘‘Lord’^’ he said 
aloud to the darkness between grinning and dismay 
He figured himself going into the Emporium to buy 
a tie, foi example, and there in the face of Buggins, 
Cardiot, Pierce and the rest of them, meeting ^‘my 
friend, Ladv Punnet’ ’ It might not end with Lady 
Punnet ’ His imagination plunged and bolted with 
him, galloped, took wings and soared to romantic, to 
poetical altitudes 

Suppose some day one met Royalty By accident, 
say’ He soared to that’ After all — twelve hundied 
a ^ear is a lift, a tremendous lift How did one address 
Royalty? ‘‘Your Majesty’s Goodness,” it vould be, 
no doubt — something like that — and on the knees He 
became impersonal Over a thousand a year made him 
an Esquire, didn’t it? He thought that was it In 
which case, wouldn’t he have to be presented at court ? 
Velvet breeches like you wear cycling, and a sword ’ 
What a curious place a court must be’ Kneeling and 
bowing, and what was it Miss Mergle used to talk 
about? Of course’ — ladies with long trains walking 
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about bad ward E\er}^bod 7 walked about backwaid at 
court, he knew, when not actually on their knees 
Perhaps, though, some people legular stood up to the 
King’ Talked to him, just as one might talk to 
Buggins, say Cheek, of course ’ Dukes, it might be, 
did that — by pei mission? Millionaireo ? 

From such thoughts this free citizen of our Crowned 
Republic passed insensibly into di earns, turgid dreams 
of that vast ascent which constitutes the true born 
Briton’s social scheme, which terminates with retrogres- 
sive progression and a bending bad 

H 

The next morning he came down to breal fast look- 
ing grave — a man with much before him in the 
world 

Kipps made a very special thing of his breakfast 
Daily once hopeless dreams came true then It had 
been customary in the Emporium to supplement Shal 
ford’s generous, indeed unlimited, supply of bread and 
butter-substitute by private purchases, and this hid given 
Kipps very broad, artistic conceptions of what the meal 
might be Now theie would be a cutlet oi so or a 
mutton chop — this splendour Buggins had leported from 
the great London clubs — haddock, 1 ipper, whiting or 
fish-balls, eggs, boiled or scrambled, or eggs and bacon, 
kidney also frequently and sometimes liver Amidst 
a garland of such themes, sausages, black and white 
puddings, bubble and squeak, fried cabbage and scallops 
came and went Always as camp followers came potted 
meat in all varieties, cold bacon, Geiman sausage, brawn, 
marmalade and two sorts of jam, and when he had 
finished these he would sit among his plates and smoke 
a cigarette and look at all these dishes crowded round 
him with beatific approval It was his principal meal 
He was sitting with his cigarette regarding his apartment 
with the complacency begotten of a generous plan of 
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feeding successfully lealised, when newspapers and post 
arrived 

There weie several things by the post, tradesmen's 
circulais and cards and two pathetic begging letters — 
his luck had got into the papers — and there was a 
letter from a literary man and a book to enforce his 
request for ten shillings — to put down Socialism The 
book made it \eiy clear that prompt action on the part 
of pioperty owneis was becoming uigent, if property 
was to 1^ out the year Kipps dipped in it and was 
seriously peiturbed And there was a letter from old 
Kipps sa)ing it was difficult to leave the shop and come 
over and see him again just yet, but that he had been 
to a sale at Lydd the previous day and bought a few- 
good old books and things it would be difficult to find 
the equal of in Foil estone ‘‘ They don't know the 
value of these things out here," wrote old Kipps, ‘‘ but 
you may depend upon it they are valuable," and a 
brief financial statement followed There is an en- 
graving someone might come along and offer you a lot 
of money foi one of these days Depend upon it, these 
old things are about the best investments you could 
make ' 

Old Kipps had long been addicted to sales, and his 
nephew's good foitune had converted what had once 
been but a looking and a craving — ^he had rarely even 
bid for anything in the old days except the garden 
tools or the kitchen gallipots or things like that, things 
one gets foi supence and finds a use for — into a very 
active pleasure Sage and penetrating inspection, a 
certain mystery of bearing, tactical bids and Purchase ’ — 
Purchase’ — the old man had had a good time 

While Kipps was reieading the begging letters and 
wishing he had the sound, clear common sense of Buggms 
to help him a little, the Parcels Post brought along 
the box from his uncle It was a large insecure-looking 
case held together by a few still loyal nails, and by what 
the Biitish War Office would have recognised at once 
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as an Army Corps of string, rags and odds and enas 
tied together Kipps unpacked it with a table knife, 
assisted at a critical point by the pol er, and found a 
number of books and other objects of an antique type 
There were three bound volumes of early issues of 
Chambers^ Journal, a copy of Punch’s Pocket Book foi 
1875, Sturm’s Reflections, an early version of Gill’s 
Geography (slightly torn), an illustrated work on Spinal 
Curvature, an early edition of Kirke’s H iman 
Physiology, “ 1 he Scottish Chiefs ” and a little volume 
on the Language of Flowers Theie was a fine steel 
engraving, oak framed and with some lusty spots, done 
in the Colossal style and representing the Handwriting 
on the Wall There were also a copper kettle, a pair 
of candle snuffers, a brass shoehorn, a tea caddy to lock, 
two decanters (one stoppered) and what was probabl}- a 
portion of an eighteenth century child’s rattle 

Kipps examined these objects one by one and wished 
he knew more about them Turning over the pages of 
the Physiology again he came upon a striking plate 
in which a youth of agreeable profile displayed his 
interior in an unstinted manner to the startled e^e 
It was a new view of humanity altogether for Kipp , 
and It arrested his mind 

“ Chubes,” he whispered “ Chubes ” 

This anatomised figure made him forget foi a space 
that he was practically a gentleman ” altogether, and 
he was still surve’^ing its extraordinary complications 
when anothei reminder of a world quite outside those 
spheres of ordered gentility into which his di earns had 
carried him oveinight, arrived (following the seivant) 
m the person of Chitterlow 
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“ ’U 1 lo /” said Kipps, rising 

‘ Not busy? ’ said Chitterlow, enveloping Kipps’ hand 
for a moment in one of his own and tossing the yachting 
cap upon the monumental carved oak sideboard 
Only a bit of reading,” said Kipps 
‘‘Reading, eh?’ Chitterlow cocked the led e\e at 
the books and other properties for a moment and then, 
“ I’ve been expecting \ ou round again one night ’ 

“ I been coming lound,” said Kipps “ On’y there’s 
a chap ’ere — I was coming round last night on y I 
met ’im ” 

He walked to the hearthing Chitterlow drifted 
round the room for a time, glancing at things as he 
talked “ I’ve altered that play tremendously since I 
saw you,” he said “ Pulled it all to pieces ” 

“ What play’s that, Chit’low ?” 

“ The one we were talking about You know You 
said something — I don’t know if you meant it — about 
buying half of it Not the tragedy I wouldn’t oell 
my own twin bi other a share in that That’s my m- 
\estment That s my Serious Work No’ I mean 
that new farce I’ve been on to Thing with the busi- 
ness about a beetle ” 

“ Oo yes,” said Kipps “ I remember ’ 

“I thought you would Said you’d take a fourth 
share foi a hundred pounds You know ” 

“ I seem to remember something ” 

“Well, It’s all different Every bit of it I’ll tell 
jon You remember what you said about a butterfly f* 
You got confused, you know — Old Meth Kept call- 
ing the beetle a butterfly and that set me off I’ve 
made it quite different Quite different Instead of 
Popplewaddle — thundering good farce name that, you 
know — for all that it came from a Visitors’ List — 
instead of Popplewaddle getting a beetle down his 
neck and rushing about, I’ve made him a collector — 
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collects butterflies, and this one }ou knows a raie one 
Comes in at window centre ’ Chitterlow beg n to 
illustrate with appiopriate gestures Pop rushes about 
after it Forgets he mustn t let on he b in the hou^e 
After that — Tells *em Rare butterfl} \\orth lo s of 
money Some are, j^ou know Everyone’s on to it 
after that Butterfly can’t get out of room cverv time 
It comes out to hav^-e a try, rush and scuirv Well, 
I’ve worked on that Only ” 

He came very close to Kipps He held up one hand 
horizontally and tapped it in a sti iking and confidential 
manner with the fingers of the other “ Sometning 
else,” he said ‘‘ That’s given me a Real Ibsenish Touch 
— like the Wild Duck You know that woman — I’ve 
made her lighter — and she sees it When they’re chas- 
ing the butteifly the third time, she’s on ’ She looks 
‘That’s me^’ she says Bif’ Pestered Butteiflv She s 
the Pestered Butterfly Its legitimate Much more 
legitimate than the Wild Duck — ^where there isn t a 
duck ’ 

“ Knock ’em ^ The very title ought to knock ’em 
I’ve been working like a horse at it You’ll have 

a gold mine in that quarter shaie, Kipps 1 don t 

mind It’s suited me to sell it, and suited }ou to bin 
Bif»” 

Chitterlow interrupted his discourse to ask, ‘‘ You 
haven’t any brandy in the house, have vou? Not to 
drink, you know But I want just an eggeupful to pull 
me steady My liver’s a bit queer It doesn’t 

matter, if you haven’t Not a bit I’m like that 
Yes, whisky’ll do Better 

Kipps hesitated for a moment, then turned and 
fumbled in the cupboard of his sideboard Pre ently 
he disinterred a bottle of whisky and placed it on the 
table Then he put out first one bottle of soda water 
and after the hesitation of a moment another Chitter- 
low picked up the bottle and read the label “ Good 
old Methusaleh ” he s«id Kipps handed him the cork- 
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screw and then his hand fluttered up to his mouth ‘‘ I’ll 
have to ring now/ he said, to get glasses ’ He 
hesitated for a moment before doing so, leaning doubt- 
fully as It weie towaids the bell 

When the housemaid apueaied he was standing on 
the hearthiug with his legs wide apart, with the bearing 
of a desperate fellow And after that they had both 
had w/hiskies — ‘ You know a decent whisky,” Chitterlow 
remaiked and tool another ‘‘just to drink” — Kipps 
pioduced cigarettes and the conversation flowed again 
Chitterlow paced the room He was, he explained, 
taking a da) off that was whv he had come loiind to 
see Kipps Whenever he thought of any extensive 
change in a play he was wilting he always took a day 
off In the end it saved time to do so It pi evented 
his starting rashly upon work that might have to be 
rewritten There was no good in doing w^ork i/hen 
you might have to do it over again, none whatever 
Presently they were descending the steps by the 
Parade efi route for the Warren, with Chitterlow doing 
the talking and going with a dancing drop fiom step to 
step 

They had a great walk, not a long one, but a great 
one They went up by the Sanatorium, and over the 
E«st Cliff and into that queer little wilderness of 
slippeiv and tumbling clay and lock unKr the chalk 
cliffs, a wilderneso of thorn and bramble, wild rose and 
wayfaring tree, that adds so gieatly to Folkestone’s 
charm The'v traversed its intiicacies and clambered up 
to the crest of the cliffs at last by a precipitous path that 
Chitteilow endowed in some mysterious way with sug 
gcstions of Alpine adventure Every now and then he 
would glance aside at sea and cliffs with a fresh bo}ish 
ness of imagination that biought back New Romnev and 
the stianded wrecks to Kipps’ memoiy, but mostly he 
tailed of his great obaession of plays and playwriting, 
and that empty absurdity that is so serious to his kind, 
his Art That was a thing that needed a monstrous lot 

6 * 
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of explaining Along they went, sometimes abreast 
sometimes m single file, up the little paths and down 
the little paths, and in among the bushes and out along 
the edge above the beach, and Kipps went along tr)'ing 
ever and again to get an insignificant word in edgewa}.s, 
and the gestures of Chitterlow flew wide and far and 
his great voice rose and fell, and he said this and he 
said that and he biffed and banged into the ciicum- 
ambient Inane 

It was assumed that they were embarked upon no 
moie trivial enterprise than the Reform of the British 
Stage, and Kipps found himself classed with many 
opulent and even royal and noble amateurs — the 
Honourable Thomas Norgate came in here — ^who had 
interested themselves in the practical realisation of high 
ideals about the Drama Only he had a finer under- 
standing of these things, and instead of being preyed 
upon bv the common professional — “and they are a 
lot,” said Chitterlow, “ I haven’t toured for nothing ” 
— he would have Chitterlow Kipps gathered few 
details It was clear he had bought the quarter of a 
farcical comedy — practical! v a gold mine — and it would 
appear it would be a good thing to buy the half A 
suggestion, or the suggestion of a suggestion, floated out 
that he should buy the whole play and produce it 
forthwith It seemed he was to produce the play upon 
a royalty system of a new sort, whatever a royalty 
system of any sort might be Then there was some 
doubt, after all, whether that farcical comedy was in 
Itself sufficient to revolutionise the present lamentable 
state of the British Drama Better perhaps for such a 
purpose was that tragedy — as yet unfinished — which was 
to display all that Chitterlow knew about women, and 
which was to centre about a Russian nobleman embody- 
ing the fundamental Chitterlow personality Then it 
became clearer that Kipps was to produce several plays 
Kipps was to produce a great number of plays Kipps 
was to found a National Theatre 
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It IS probable that Kipps would have expressed some 
sort of disavowal, if he had known how to expiess it 
Occasionally his face assumed an expression of whistling 
meditation, but that was as far as he got tow ards 
protest 

In the clutch of Chitteilow and the Incalculable, 
kipps came round to the house in Fenchurch Street, 
and was there made to participate in the midday meal 
He came to the house, forgetting certain confidences, 
and was reminded of the existence of a Mrs Chitterlow 
(w ith the finest completely untrained contralto voice m 
England) by her appearance She had an air of being 
older than Chitterlow, although probably she wasn’t, 
and her hair was a reddish brown, streaked with gold 
She was dressed in one of those complaisant garments 
that are dressing gowns or tea gowns or bathing wiaps 
or rather original evening robes according to the 
exigencies of the moment — from the first Kipps was 
aware that she possessed a warm and rounded neck, and 
her well-moulded arms came and vanished from the 
sleeves — and she had large, expressive brown eyes that 
he discovered ever and again fixed in an enigmatical 
manner upon his own 

A simple but sufficient meal had been distributed 
with careless spontaneity over the little round table in 
the room with the photographs and looking glass, and 
when a phte had by Chitterlow’s direction been taken 
fiom under the marmalade in the cupboard and the 
kitchen fork and a knife that was not loose in its handle 
had been found for Kipps, they began and made a 
tumultuous repast Chitterlow ate with quiet enormity, 
but it did not interfere with the flow of his talk He 
introduced Kipps to his wife very biiefly, she had 
evidently heard of Kipps before, and he made it vaguely 
evident that the production of the corned} was the 
thing chiefly settleji His reach extended over the 
table, and he troubled nobody When Mrs Chitterlow, 
who for a little while seemed socially self conscious, 
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reproved him for tal ing a potato with a jab of his foi^ , 
he answered, Well, you shouldn't have married a man 
of Genius,” and from a subsequent remark it wsls per 
fectly clear that Chitterlow’s standing in this 1 aspect 
was made no seciet of in his household 

They drank old Methusaleh and siphon soda, and 
there was no dealing away, they just sat among the 
plates and things, and Mrs Chitterlow took her hus 
band’s tobacco pouch and made a cigarette and smoked 
and blew smoke and looked at Kipps with her large 
brown eyes Kipps had seen cigarettes smol ed by ladies 
before, for fun,” but this was real smoking It 
frightened him rather He felt he must not encourage 
this lad} — at any rate in Chitterlow’s presence 

They became very cheerful after the repast, and as 
there was now no waste to deplore, such as one 
experiences in the windy open air, Ch tterlow ga\e his 
voice full vent He fell to praising Kipps \ery highly 
and loudly He said he had known Kipps was the 
right sort, he had seen it from the first, almost bcfoie 
he got up out of the mud on that memorable night 
*‘You can,” he said, ‘'^sometimes That was wh\ — 
He stopped, but he seemed on the verge of explain ng 
that It was his certainty of Kipps being the right sort 
had led him to confer this great Fortune upon him 
He left that impression He threw out a number of 
long sentences and material for sentences of a highly 
philosophical and incoherent character about Coinci- 
dences It became evident he considered dramatic 
criticism in a perilously low condition 

About four Kipps found himself stranded, as it were, 
by a receding Chitterlow on a seat upon the Leas 
He was chiefly aware that Chitterlow was an over- 
whelming personality He puffed his cheeks and blew 
No doubt this was seeing life, but had he particularly 
wanted to see life that day? In a^way Chitterlow had 
interrupted him The day he had designed for himself 
was altogether different from this He had been going 
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to read through a precious little volume called “ Don’t 
that Coote had sent round for him, a book of invaluable 
hints, a summary of British deportment that had only 
the one defect of being at points a little out of date 

That lemmded him he had intended to perform a 
difficult exercise called an Afternoon Call upon the 
Cootes, as a preliminary to doing it in deadl} earnest 
upon the Walshinghams It \\as no good to-day, 
anyhow, now 

He came back to Chitterlox^ He would have to 
explain to Chitteilow he was taking too much for 
granted he woidd hne to do that It was so difficult 
to do in Chittei low’s presence though, in his absence it 
was easy enough This half shaie, and taking a theatie 
and all of it, was going too fai 

The quarter share was right enough, he supposed, but 
e\en that — ’ A hundred pounds* What wealth is 
there left in the woild after one has paid out a hundred 
poundb from it ? 

He had to lecall that in a sense Chitterlow had 
indeed brought him his foitune before he could face 
even that 

\ ou must not think too hardly of him To Kipps, 
■V ou see, there was as yet no such tning as proportion in 
these matters A hundied pounds went to his horizon 
A hi ndred pounds seemed to him just exacth as big as 
an\ other large sum of monc\ 
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SECOND 


The 'W alslunghams 


2 -t § I 

HE Cootes lived in a little house in Bouverie Square 
with a tangle of Virginia creepei up the veranda 

Kipps had been troubled in his mind about knocking 
double or single — it is these things show what a mm is 
made of — but happdy there was a bell 

A queer little maid with a big cap admitted Kipps 
and took him through a bead curtain and a door into 
a little drawing roon, with a black and gold piano, a 
glazed bookcase, a Moorish cos} corner and a draped 
looking glass over-mantel bright with Regent Street 
ornaments and photographs of various intellectual lights 
A number of cards of invitation to meetings and the 
match list of a Band of Hope cricket club were stuck 
into the looking-glass frame with Coote^s name as a 
Vice-President There was a bust of Beethoven over 
the bookcase and the walls were thick with conscien- 
tiously executed but carelessly selected “ views ” in oil 
and water-colours and gilt frames At the end of the 
room facing the light was a portrait that struck Kipps 
172 
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at first as being Coote m spectacles and feminine 
costume, and that he afterwards decided must be 
Coote’s mother Then the oiigmal appeared, and he 
discovered that it was Coote’s elder and only sister, who 
kept house for him She wore her hair in a knob 
behind, and the sight of the knob suggested to Kipps an 
explanation for a frequent gesture of Coote’s, a patting 
exploratory movement to the back of his head And 
then It occuired to him that this was quite an absurd 
idea altogether 

She said, “ Mr Kipps, I believe,” and Kipps laughed 
pleasantl}' and said, “ That’s it ^ ” and then she told him 
that Chester ” had gone down to the art school to see 
about sending off some drawings or other, and that he 
would be back soon Then she asked Kipps if he 
painted, and showed him the pictures on the wall 
Kipps as! ed her where each one was “ of,” and when 
she showed him some of the Leas slopes he said he 
never would have recognised them He said it was 
funny how things looked in a picture very often But 
they’re awfully good,^^ he said ‘‘Did you do them?” 
He would look at them with his neck arched like a 
swan’s, his head back and on one side, and then suddenly 
peer closely into them “They are good I wish I 
could paint ” “ That s what Chester says,” she 

answered “I tell him he has better things to do” 
Kipps seemed to get on very well with her 

Then Coote came in, and they left her and went 
upstairs together and had a good talk about reading and 
the Rules of Life Or rather Coote talked, and the 
praises of thought and reading were in his mouth 

You must figure Coote’s study, a little bedroom put 
to studious uses, and over the mantel an array of things 
he had been led to believe indicative of culture and 
refinement an autotype of Rossetti’s “Annunciation,” 
an autotype of Watts’ “ Minotaur,” a Swiss carved pipe 
with many joints and a photograph of Amiens Cathedral 
(these two the spoils of travel), a phrenological bust, 
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and some bioken fossils from the iiren A rotat ng 
bool shelf carried the Encyclopaedia Bntannica (tenth 
edition), and on the top of it weie lying a large official- 
looking age-grubby en\ elope bearing the mystic words, 
‘‘On His Majest}’s Service,’ a number or so of the 
Boohnan and a box of cigarettes A table under the 
window bo'-e a little microscope, some dust in a saucer, 
some giimv glass slips and broken cover glasses for 
Cootc had “ gone in foi ” biolog} a bit The longer 
side of the loon was given ovei to bookshelves, neatly 
edged with pinl ed American cloth and with an array of 
bool s — no yvorse an array of books than } on find in 
public libiaiy, an almost haphazard accumulation of 
obsolete classics, contemporary successes, the Hundred 
Best Bools (including Samuel Warren’s “Ten Thousand 
a Year”), old school books, directories. The Times 
Atlas, Ruskin m bulk, Tennyson complete in one 
volume, Longfellow, Charles Kingsley, Smiles and IVIrs 
Humphry Ward, a guide book or so, several medical 
pamphlets, odd magazine numbers, and much indescrib- 
able rubbish — in fact a compendium of the contem- 
porary British mind And in front of this array stood 
Kipps, ill-taught and untrained, respectful, ay estricken 
and, for the moment at any rate, willing to learn, while 
Coote, the exemplary Coote, talked to him of reading 
and the virtue in books 

“ Nothing enlaiges the mind,” said Coote, ‘ like 
Travel and Books And they re both so easy 

nowadays, and so cheap ’ ” 

“ I’ve often yvanted to ’ave a good go in at reading ’ 
Kipps replied 

“You’d hardly believe,” Coote said, “how much 
you can get out of books Provided yon avoid trashy 
reading, that is You ought to make a rule, Kipps, and 
read one Serious Book a week Of course, we can Learn 
even from Novels, Nace Novels that is, but it isn’t the 
same thing as serious reading I made a rule. One 
Serious Book and One Noyel — no more There are 
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some of the serious bools I \e been leading lately — on 
that table, ‘ Saitoi Resartis’ — IVIrs Tw-addletome s 
* Pond Life,’ the Scottish Chiefs, ‘ Life ind Letters 
of Dean Farrer ’ ’ 


§ 2 

There came at last ’’he sound of a gong, ind Kipps 
descended to tea in that state of nervous apprehension 
at the di^culties of eating and dunking that his Aunt’s 
knuckle lappings had implanted in him for e\er Over 
Coote s shouldei he became awaie of a fourth person in 
the Moorish cosy cornei, and he uined, leaving incom- 
plete bomcLhing incoherent he was sa^ mg to Miss Coote 
about his modest respect and desire for literature, to 
discover this fourth peison was Miss Helen Walshirg- 
ham, hatless and lool mg very much at home 

She ro e at once with an extended hand to meet his 
hesitation 

‘ You’re stopping in Folkes one, Mr Kipps ^ ’ 

‘‘ Ere on a bit of business, sa cl Kipps I thought 
V on was away m Bruges ” 

“ That s later,” said Miss Walshingham ‘‘We’re 
stopping until my brother s holida'^ begins and we re 
trying to let our house Where aie vou staj^mg in 
Folkestone?” 

“ I got a ’ouse of mine — on the Leas ” 

“ I’ye heard all about vour good fortune — this after 
noon ” 

“ Isn’t It a Go ’ ’ said Kipps “ I ’ayen t nearly got 
to belieye it’s reely ’appened vet When that Mr Bean 
told me of it you could ’a\e knocked me doi/n with a 
feather It’s a tremenjous change for me ” 

He discovered Miss Coote was asking him whether 
he took milk and sugar “/ don’t mind,” Said Kipps 
“ Jest as you like ” 

Coote became active handing tea and bread-and 
butter It was thinly cut, and the bread was rather 
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new, and the half of the slice that Kipps took fell upon 
the floor He had been holding it by the edge, for he 
was not used to this migratory method of taking tea 
without plates or table This little incident ruled him 
out of the conversation for a time, and when he came 
to attend to it again they were talking about something 
or other prodigious — a performer of some sort — that was 
coming, called, it seemed, ‘‘ Padrooski ” So Kipps, who 
had dropped quietly into a chair, ate his bread-and-butter, 
said No, thenk you ” to any moie, and by this discreet 
restraint got more freedom with his cup and saucer 
Apart from the confusion natural to tea, he was in 
a state of tremulous excitement on account of the 
presence of Miss Walshingham He glanced from Miss 
Coote to her brother and then at Helen He regarded 
her over the top of his cup as he drank Here she was, 
solid and real It was wonderful He remarked, as he 
had done at times before, the easy flow of the dark hair 
back from her brow over her eais, the shapeliness of the 
white hands that came out from her simple white cuffs, 
the delicate pencilling of her brow 

Presently she turned her face to him almost suddenly, 
and smiled with the easiest assurance of friendship 
“ You will go, I suppose,” she said, and added, to 
the Recital ” 

''If I’m in Folkestone I shall,” said Kipps, clearing 
away a little hoarseness " I don’t hnow much about 
music, but what I do know I like ” 

" I’m sure you’ll like Paderewski,” she said 
" If you do,” he said, " I dessay I shall ” 

He found Coote very kindly taking his cup 
" Do you think of living in Folkestone asked Miss 
Coote, in a tone of proprietorship, from the hearthrug 
" No,” said Kipps, " that’s jest it — I hardly know ” 
He also said that he wanted to look round a bit before 
doing anything “There’s so much to consider,” said 
Coote, smoothing the back of his head 

“I may go back to New Romney for a bit,” said 
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Kipps “ I got an Uncle and Aunt there I reely 
don’t know ” 

Helen regarded him thoughtfully for a moment 
You must come and see us,” she said, before we 
go to Bruges ” 

“ Oo, rather said Kipps If I may ” 

Yes, do,” she said, and suddenly stood up before 
Kipps could formulate an inquiry when he should call 

‘‘You’re sure you can spare that drawing board?” 
she said to Miss Coote, and the conversation passed out 
of range 

And when he had said Good bye ” to Miss Walsh- 
ingham and she had repeated her invitation to call, he 
went upstairs again with Coote to look out certain 
initiatory books they had had under discussion And 
then Kipps, blowing very resolutely, went back to his 
own place, bearing in his arm (i) ‘‘ Sesame and Lilies,” 
(2) “Sir Geoige Tressady,” (3) an anonymous book on 
“ Vitality ” that Coote particularly esteemed And 
having got to his own sitting room, he opened “ Sesame 
and Lilies ” and read it with ruthless determination for 
some time 

§ 3 

Presently he leant back and gave himself up to the 
business of trying to imagine just exactly what Miss 
Walshingham could have thought of him when she saw 
him Doubts about the precise effect of the grey flannel 
suit began to trouble him He turned to the mirror 
over the mantel, and then got on to a chair to study 
the hang of the tiousers It looked all right Luckily, 
she had not seen the Panama hat He knew that he 
had the brim turned up wrong, but he could not find 
out which way the brim was right However, that she 
had not seen He might perhaps ask at the shop where 
he bought it 

He meditated for awhile on his reflected face — 
doubtful whether he liked it or not — and then got 
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down again and flitted acioss to the sideboard x\here 
there la\ two little bools, one in a cheap, magnificent 
cover of led and gold, and the other in gteen can\as 
The former was called, as its cover witnessed, Manners 
and Rules of Good Societv, by a Member of the 
Anstocrac} and after the cover had indulged in a 
band of gilded decoration, light-heaited but natural 
undei the circumstances, it added “TWENTY-FIRST 
EDITION” The second was that admiiable classic, 
“The Alt of Conversing” kipps returned with these 
to his scat, placed tiif two before him, opened the 
latter with a sigh and flattened it under his hand 

Then with knitted brows he began to read onward 
from a mail , his bps moving 

“ Having thus acquired possession of an idea, the 
little ship should not be abruptly launched into deep 
waters, but should be first permitted to glide gently 
and smoothly into the shallows, that is to say, the con- 
versation should not be comn enced by broadly and 
roundly stating a fact, or didactically expressing an 
opinion, as the subject would be thus virtually or 
summarilv d sposed of or perhaps be met with a 
‘ Really * 01 ‘ Indeed,’ or some equally brief mono 
syllabic replj If an opposite opinion were held bv 
the peison to whom the lemark were addressed, he 
might not, if a strangei care to express it in the form 
of a diiect contradiction, or actual dissent To glide 
imperceptibl}- into conversation is the object to be 
attained ” 

At this point Mr Kipps rubbed his fingers thiough 
his hair with an expression of some peiplexitv and went 
back to the beginning 


§4 

When Kipps made his call on the Walshmghams, it 
all happened so differently from the “ Manners and 
Rules” prescription Paving Cills”) that he was quite 
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lost from the very outset Instead of the footman or 
maidservant proper in these cases. Miss Walshingham 
opened the door to him herself “ Fm so glad you ve 
come,^' she said, "i^ith one of her rare smiles 

She stood aside for him to enter the rather narrow 
passage 

I thought Fd call, ’ he said, retaining his hat and 

stick 

She closed the door and led the ^vay to a little 
dravMng-room, which impressed Kipps as being smaller 
and less emphatically coloured than that of the Cootes, 
and in which at first only a copper bowl of white 
poppies upon the bro\\n tabkcloth caught his particular 
attention 

“You v^on’t think it uncomentional to come in, 
Mr Kipps, will you^” she remaiked “Mother is 
out ” 

“I don’t mind,” he said, smihng amiabh, ^if you 
don t ’ 

She walked round the table and stood regarding him 
across it, with that same look bet\ een speculative 
curiosity and appreciation th-it he remembered from 
the last of the art class mee mgs 

“ I wondered whether you i^ould call or whether you 
wouldn’t befoie you left Folkestone” 

“ Fm not leaving Folkestone for a bit, and any’ow, I 
should have called on you ” 

“ Mother will be sorry she was out I’ve t.old her 
about you, and she wants, I know, to meet \ou” 

“ I saw ’ei — if that was ’er — in the shop,” said 
Kipps 

“ Yes — vou did, didn’t -vou’ She has gone out 

to make some duty calls, and I didn t go I had some 
thing to write I write a little, '^ou know ” 

“Reely’” said Kipps 

“ It’s nothing much,” she said, “ and it comes to 
nothing ” She glanced at a little desk near the window, 
on which there lay some paper ‘One must do some 
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thing ” She brol e off abiuptly Have you seen our 
outlook?” she asked, and walked to the window, and 
Kipps came and stood beside her ‘‘We look on the 
Square It might be worse, you know That out- 
porter s tiucl there is horrid — and the railings, but it’s 
better than staring one’s social replica in the face, isn’t 
It? It’s pleasant in early spring — bright green laid on 
with a dry brush — and it’s pleasant in autumn ” 

“I like it,” said Kipps “That laylock theie is 
pretty, isn’t it?” 

“ Children come and pick it at times,” she remarked 
“ I dessay thev do,” said Kipps 
He rested on his hat and stick and looked appre 
ciatively out of the window, and she glanced at him for 
one swift moment A suggestion that might have come 
from “The Art of Conveising” came into his head 
“ Have you a garden ?” he said 

She shrugged her shoulders “Only a little one,” 
she said, and then, “ perhaps you would like to see it ” 
“I like gardenin’,” said Kipps, with memories of a 
pennyworth of nasturtiums he had once trained over his 
uncle’s dustbin 

She led the way with a certain relief 
They emerged through a four-seasons coloured glass 
door to a little iron veranda that led by iron steps to 
a minute walled garden There was just room for a 
patch of turf and a flower-bed, one sturdy variegated 
Euonvmus grew m the corner But the early June 
flowers, the big narcissus, snow-upon-the-mountains, and 
a fine show of yellow wallflowers shone ga\ 

“ That’s 0111 garden,” said Helen “ It’s not a very 
big one, IS it?” 

“ I like it,’^ said Kipps 

“ It’s small,” she said, “ but this is the day of small 
things ” 

Kipps didn’t follow that 

“If vou were writing when I came,” he remarked, 
“ I’m interrupting 'v ou ” 
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She turned round with her back to the railing and 
rested, leaning on her hands “ I had finished,’* she 
said “ I couldn’t get on ” 

‘Were you making up something asked Kipps 

There was a little interval before she smiled I 
trv — quite vainly — to write stories,” she said “ One 
must do something I don’t know whether I shall ever 
do any good — at that — ^anyhow It seems so hopeless 
And, of course, one must study the popular taste But 
now my brother has gone to London, I get a lot of 
leisure ” 

“I seen your biother, ’aven’t H” 

“ He came to the class once or twice Very probably 
you have He’s gone to London to pasb his examina- 
tions and become a solicitor And then, I suppose, 
he’ll have a chance Not much, perhaps, even then 
But he’s luckier than I am ” 

“You got your classes and things” 

“They ought to satisfy me But they don’t I 
suppose I’m ambitious We both are And we hadn’t 
much of a springboard ” She glanced over his shoulder 
at the cramped little garden with an air of reference in 
her gesture 

“ I should think you could do anything if you wanted 
to,” said Kipps 

“ As a matter of fact I can’t do anything I want 
to ” 

“ You done a good deal ” 

“ What?” 

“ Well, didn’t you pass one of these here University 
things?” 

“Oh’ I matriculated’” 

“ I should think I was no end of a swell if / did, I 
know that ” 

“ Mr Kipps, do } oil know how many people matneu 
late into London University every year?” 

“ How many then ?” 

“ Between two and three thousand ” 
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“Well, just think how man^ don’t’” 

Hci smile came again and bioke into a laugh ‘ Oh, 
iaty don’t count, she said, and then realising that 
might pcnetiate Lipps if he wab left with it, she hurried 
on to, “ The fact la, I m a discontented peibon. Mi 
Kipp Folkestone, 3-011 knovt, is a Sea Fiont, and it 
values people by sheer vulgai prosperity Were not 
piosperous and we live in a back street We have to live 
here because this is our house It’s a mercy we haven t 
to let’ One feels one h*.sn’t oppoitunities If one 

had, I suppose one wouldn’t use them Still ” 

kipps felt he was being tal en tremendoush into her 
confidence ‘ That’s jest it,” he said, very sagely 
He leant forward on hi sticl and said, very earnestly, 
“ I believe }ou coiila do anuhing you w inted to, if you 
tried ’ 

She threw out her hards in disayowal 
‘ I know ” said he, veiy sagel) , and nodding his head 
“ I watched you once or twice when you weie teaching 
that wood carving class ” 

For some leason this made her laugh — a rather 
pleasant laugh, and that made Kipps feel a very witty 
and successful person “ It’s very evident, ’ she said 
“that you’re one of those laie people who believe in 
me Mr Kipps” to which he answered, “ Oo, I do^ 
and then suddenl}- they became awaic of Mrs Walshing 
ham coming along the passage In anothci momert she 
appealed thiough the four-seasons dooi, bonneted and 
ladylil e and a little faded, exactly as Kipps had seen 
her m the shop Kipps felt a certain apprehension at 
her appearance, in spite of the reassuiances he had had 
fiom Coote 

“ Mr Kipps has called on us, ’ said Helen, and Mrs 
Walshingham said it was veiy kind of him, and added 
that new peonle didn t call on them very much now a 
dajs There was nothing of the scandalised surprise 
Kipps had seen in the shop, she had heard peihaps, he 
was a gentleman now In the shop he had thought her 
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rathei jaded and haught), but he had scarcely taken her 
hand, which responded to his touch with a fnendlj 
pressure, before he 1 new how mistaken he had been 
bhe then told her daughter that someone called Mrs 
Wace haa been out, and turned to Kipps again to ask 
him if he had had tea Kipps said he had not, and 
Helen moved towaids some mysterious interior “ But 

/ saj,^’ said Kipps, “don’t \ou on my account 

Helen vanished, and he found himself alone with 
Mrs Walshingham Which, of course, made him 
breathless and Boreas-looking for a moment 

“You were one of Helen s pupils in the wood-carving 
class'*’ asked Mrs Walshingham, regarding him w th 
the quiet watchfulness proper to her position 

Yes,’ said Kipps, ‘thats ’ow I ’ad the pleasure 
> 

“ She took a great interest m her wood-carving class 
She IS so energetic, \ou know, and it gives her an 
Outlet ” 

‘ I thought she taught something splendid i” 

“ Everyone savs ahe did verj- well Helen, I think, 
would do anytiiing well that she undertook to do 
She’s so \erv cie\er And she throws herself into 
things so ’ 

She untied her bonnet strings with a pleasant in- 
formality 

“ She has told me all about her class She used to 
be full of It And about }our cut hand ” 

‘Lor’i” said Kipps, ‘ fanc'^ telling that’” 

“ Oh, }es ’ And how bra\e 5'OU were ” 

(Though, indeed, Helen’s chief detail had been his 
remarkable expedient for checking bloodshed ) 

Kipps became bright pink “ She said vou didn’t 
seem to feel it a bit ’ 

Kipps felt he would have to spend weeks over “ The 
Art of Conversing” 

While he still hung fire Helen returned with the 
apparatus for afternoon tea upon a tray 
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“Do >011 mind pulling out the table?’ asked Mrs 
Walshingham 

That, again, was very homelike Kipps put down his 
hat and stick in the corner and, amidst an non thundei, 
pulled out a little lusty, green-painted table, and then 
in the easiest manner followed Helen m to get chairs 
So soon as he had got rid of his teacup — he refused 
ail food, of course, and thc^ were meiciful — he became 
wonderfully at his ease Presently he was talking He 
talked quite modestly and simply about his changed 
condition and his difficulties and plans He spread 
what indeed had an air of being all his simple little soul 
before their eyes In a while his clipped, defective 
accent had become less perceptible to their eais, and 
the-v began to realise, as the giil with the fieckles h«d 
long since realised, that there were passable aspects of 
Kipps He confided, he submitted, and for both of 
them he had the reallest, the mo&t seductiveh flattering 
undertone of awe and reverence 

He remained about two hours, having forgotten ho\; 
terribly incorrect it is to stay at such a length The) 
did not mind at all 



rrii HIN two months within a matter of three and 
fifty days, Kipps had chmbered to the battlements of 
Heart’s Desiie 

It all became possible by the Walshinghams — it would 
seem at Coote s instigation — deciding, after all, not to 
spend the holidays at Bruges Instead, they remained 
in Folkestone, and this happy chance gave Kipps just all 
those opportunities of which he stood m need 

His crowning day was at Lympne, and long before 
the summei warmth began to break, while indeed 
August still flamed on high They had organised — 
no one seemed to know who suggested it first — a water 
party on the still reaches of the old military canal at 
Hythe, the canal that was to have stopped Napoleon 
if the sea failed us, and they were to picnic by the 
brick bridge, and afterwards to clamber to Lympne 

185 
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Castle The host of the gathenng, it was understood 
very clearly, was Kipps 

They went, a merry party The canal was weed} with 
only a few inches of water at the shallows, and so they 
went in three Canadian canoes Kipps had learned to 
paddle — it had been his first athletic accomplishment, 
and his second — ^with the last thiee or four of ten private 
lessons still to come — was to be cycling But Kipps did 
not paddle at all badly, muscles hardened lifting pieces 
of cretonne could cut a lespectable figure by the side of 
Coote’s exeitions, and the girl with the freckles the girl 
who understood him, came in his canoe Thev raced 
the Walshinghams, brother and sister, and Coote, in a 
liquefying state and blowing mightily, but btill persistent 
and always quite polite and considerate, toiled behind 
with Mrs Walshingham She could no<- be expected to 
paddle (though, of course she offered ’ ) and she rc 
dined upon specially adjusted cushions under a black 
and white sunshade and watched Kippa and her daughter, 
and feared at intervals that Coote was getting hot 

They were all more or less in holiday costume, the 
eyes of the girls looked out under the shade of wide 
brimmed hats, even the freckled girl was unexpectedly 
pretty, and Helen, swinging sunlit to her paddle, gave 
Kipps, almost for the first time, the suggestion of a 
graceful bod}^ arrayed in the completest 

boating costume and when his fashionable Panama was 
discarded and his hair blown into diborder he became, 
in his white flannels, as sightly as most }oung men 
His complexion was a notable asset 

Things favoured him, the day favoured him, every 
one favoured him Young Walshingham, the girl with 
the freckles, Coote and Mrs Walshingham, were playing 
up to him in the most benevolent wav, and between 
the landing place and Lympne, Fortune, to crown their 
efforts, had placed a small convenient field entirely at 
the disposal of an adolescent bull Not a big, real, 
resolute bull, but, on the other hand, no calf, a young 
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bull, at the same stage of emotional development as 
Kipps, standing where brook and river meet ” De- 
tachedlv our paity drifted towards him 

When they landed, voung Walshmgham, with the 
simple directness of a brother, abandoned his sister to 
Kipps and secured the freckled girl, leaving Coote to 
carry Mrs Walshingham’s light wool wrap He started 
at once, in order to put an effectual distance between 
himself and his companions, on the one hand, and a 
certain pervasive chaperonage that went with Coote, 
on the other Young Walshmgham, I think I have 
said, was dark, with a Napoleonic profile, and it was 
natural for him, therefore, to be a bold thinker and 
an epigrammatic speaker, and he had long ago disco /ered 
great possibilities of appreciation in the freckled girl 
He was in a very happy frame that day because he had 
]ust been entrusted with the management of Kipps’ affairs 
(old Bean inexplicably dismissed), and that was not a 
bad beginning for a solicitor of only a few months’ 
standing, and, moreover, he had been reading Nietzsche, 
and he thought that in all piobability he was the Non- 
Moral Overman leferred to by that writer He wore 
fairly large sized hats He anted to expand the theme 
of the Non-Moral Oveiman in the ear of the f’-eckled 
girl, to say it over, so to speak, and in order to seclude 
his exposition they went aside from the direct path and 
trespassed through a coppice, avoiding the youthful 
bull They escaped to these higher themes but narrowly, 
for Coote and Mrs Walshmgham, subtle chaperons both, 
and each indisposed for excellent reasons to encumber 
Kipps and Helen, were hot upon their heels These 
two kept the direct route to the stile of the bull’s field, 
and the sight of the animal at once awakened Coote’s 
innate aversion to brutality in any shape or form He 
said the stiles were too high, and that they could do 
better by going round by the hedge, and Mrs Walshing- 
ham, nothing loath, agreed 

This left the way clear for Kipps and Helen, and 
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the\ encountered the bull Helen did not observe the 
bull, Kipps did, but that afternoon at any rate, he 
\/as equal to facing a lion And the bull realh came at 
them It was not an affair of the bull-ring exactl}, no 
desperate rushes and gorings, but he came, he regarded 
them with a large, wicked, bluish eye, opened a mouth 
below his moistly glistening nose and booed, at any 
rate, if he did not exactly bellotv, and he shook his 
head wickedly and showed that tossing was in his mind 
Helen was frightened, without any loss of dignity, and 
Kipps went extremely white But he was perfectly 
calm, and he seemed to her to have lost the last vestiges 
of his accent and his social shakmess He told her to 
walk quietly to the stile, and made an oblique advance 
towards the bull 

“You be orf he said 

When Helen was well over the stile Kipps with- 
drew in good order He got over the stile under cover 
of a feint, and the thing was done — a small thing, no 
doubt, but just enough to remove from Helen’s mind 
an incoirect deduction that a man who was so terribly 
afraid of a teacup as Kipps must necessanh be abjectly 
afiaid of everything else in the world In her moment 
of reaction she \/ent perhaps too far m the opposite 
direction Hitherto Kipps had alwa'vs had a certain 
flimsmess of effect for her Now suddenly he was dis 
cohered solid He was discoveied possible in many new 
ways Here, after all, was the sort of bad a woman 
can get behind ^ 

As they went past the turf crowned mass of Portus 
Lemanus up the steep slopes towaids the castle on the 
ciest, the thing was almost manifest in her e'^es 

§2 

Everyone who stays in Foil estone goes sooner or 
later to Lympne The castle became a farmhouse long 
ago, and the farmhouse, itself now ripe and venerable, 
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wears the walls of the castle as a little man wears a 
big man s coat The kindliest of farm ladies entertains 
a perpetual stream of visitois, and shows her vast mangle 
and her big kitchen, and takes you out upon the sunniest 
little terrace gaiden in all the world, and \ou look down 
he sheep dotted slopes to where, beside the canal and 
under the trees, the crumpled memories of Rome sleep 
for ever For hither to this lonely spot the galleys once 
came, the legions, the empeiors, masters of the world 
The castle is but a thing of yesterday. King Stephen’s 
time or thereabouts, in that retrospect One climbs the 
Keep, up a tortuous spiral of stone, worn now to the 
pitch of peiforation, and there one is lifted to the centre 
of far more than a hemisphere of view Away below 
one’s feet, almobt at the bottom of the hill, the Marsh 
begins, and spreads and spreads in a mighty creocent that 
sweeps about the sea, the Marsh dotted with the church 
towers of foigotten medieval towns and breaking at last 
into the low blue hills of Wmchelsea and Hastings, east 
hangs Fiance, between the sea and the sky, and round 
the noith, bounding the wide perspective of farms and 
houses and woods, the Downs, with their hangers and 
chalk-pits, sustain the passing shadows of the sailing clouds 
And here it was, high out of the world of every day, 
and in the piesence of spacious beauty, that Kipps and 
Helen found them elves agreeably alone All six, it had 
seemed, had been coming for the Keep, but Mrs 
Walshmgham had hesitated at the horrid little stairs, 
and then suddenly felt faint, and so she and the freckled 
girl had remained below, walking up and down in the 
shadow of the house, and Coote had remembered they 
were all out of cigaiettes, and had taken off young 
Walshingham into the village There had been shout 
ing to e'^blam between ground and parapet, and then 
Helen and Kipps turned again to the view, and com- 
mended it and fell silent 

Helen sat fearlessly in an embrasure, and Kipps stood 
beside her 
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IVe always been fond of scenerv/^ Kipps repeated, 
after an interval 

Then he went off at a tangent ^ D ^ou redy think 
that was right what Coote was saving ’ 

She loo^ ed intei rogation 

‘‘ About name ” 

‘‘ Be ng leall} CUl P-S'* I ha^ c m doubts I 
thought at Ills — What makcu Mr Coote add an S 
to Ciiyp'*’* 

“ I dnnno,’ said Kipps, foiled ^ I was jest think 
mg ” 

She shot one wary glance at him and then timed 
her ejes to the sea 

Kipps was out for a space He had intended to lead 
from this question to the general question of surnames 
and change of names, it had seemed a light and witty 
way of saving something he had in rimd, and suddenb 
he perceived that this was an unutterably \ ulgar and sillv 
project The hitch about that S had saved him 
He regarded her profile for a moment, framed m 
weather-beaten stone, and bad cd b} the blue elements 

He diopped the question of his name out of exist 
ence and spoke again of the view ‘‘ When I see scenerv 
— ind things that — that are beauliful, it makes me 
feel 

She looled at him suddenly, and saw him fumbling 
foi his words 

Silly like,” he said 

She took him in with hei glance the old look of 
pioprietoiship it was, touched with a certnn warmth 
She spoke in a voice as uiambiguous as her e>es ‘ \ou 
necdn t,” she said ^ You know, Mi Kipps, ^ou hold 
yourself too cheap ’ 

Her c/es and words smote him with amazement He 
staled at her like a man who awakens She looked 
down 

'‘You mean — he said, and then, "don’t yon hold 
me cheap 
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She glanced up again and shook her head 
But — for instance — you don’t think of me — as an 
equal like ’ 

« Why not ? ’ 

Oo ’ But reely ” 

His heart beat very fast 

‘‘If I thought,” he said, and then, “you know so 
much ” 

“ That’s nothing,” she said 

Then for a long time, as it seemed to them, both 
kept silence, a silence that said and accomplished many 
things 

“ I know what I am,” he said at length “ If 

I thought It was possible if I thought you I 

believe I could do anvthmg ” 

He stopped, and she sat downcast and strikingly still 
“ Miss Walshmgham,” he said, “ is it possible that 
you could care for me enough to — to ’elp me? 

Miss Walshingh^im, do you care for me at all?” 

It seemed she was never going to answer She looked 
up at him “ I think,” she said, you are the most 
generous — look at what you have done for my brother ’ 
— the most generous and the most modest of men And 
this afternoon — I thought you were the bravest ” 

She turned her head, glanced down, waved her hand 
to someone on the terrace below, and stood up 

“ Mother is signalling,” she said “We must go 
down ” 

Kipps became polite and deferential by habit, but 
his mind was a tumult that had nothing to do with 
that 

He moved before her towards the little door that 
opened on the winding stairs — “ always precede a lady 
down or up staiis ” — and then on the second step he 
turned lesolutely “But,” he said, looking up out of 
the shadow, flannel clad and singularly like a man 
She looked down on him, with her hand upon the 
stone lintel 


7 
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He held out his hand as if to help her ‘‘Can }ou 

tell me?’’ he said “You must know ” 

“ What?” 

“If you care for me?” 

She did not answer for a long time It was as if 
everything in the world was drawn to the breaking 
point, and in a minute must ceitainly break 
“ Yes,” she said, at last, “ I know ” 

Abruptly, by some impalpable sign, he knew what 
the answer would be, and he remained still 

She bent down over him and softened to her wonder- 
ful smile 

“ Promise me,” she insisted 
He promised with his still face 
“ If / do not hold you cheap, you will never hold 
yourself cheap ” 

“ If you do not hold me cheap * You mean ?” 

She bent down quite close beside him “I hold 
you,” she said, and then whispered, “ deai ” 

“ Me?” 

She laughed aloud 

He was astonished beyond measure He stipulated 
lest there might be some misconception, “You will 
marry me?” 

She was laughing, inundated by the sense of bounti- 
ful power, of possession and success He looked quite a 
nice little man to have “ Yes,” she laughed “ What 
else could I mean?” and, “ Yes ” 

He felt as a praying hermit might have felt, snatched 
from the midst of his quiet devotions, his modest sack- 
cloth and ashes, and hurled neck and crop over the 
glittering gates of Paradise, smack among the iridescent 
wings, the bright-eyed Cherubim He felt like some 
lowly and righteous man dynamited into Bliss 

His hand tightened upon the rope that steadies one 
upon the stairs of stone He was for kissing her hand 
and did not 

He said not a word more He turned about, and 
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with something very like a scared expression on his face 
led the way into the obscurity of their descent 

§3 

Ever'^one seemed to understand Nothing was said, 
nothing was explained, the merest touch of the eyes 
sufficed As they clustered in the castle gateway Coote, 
Kipps remembered afterward, laid hold of his arm as 
if by chance and pressed it It was quite evident he 
knew His eyes, his nose, shone with beneyolent con- 
gratulations, shone, too, with the sense of a good thing 
conducted to its climax Mrs Walshingham, who had 
seemed a little fatigued by the hill, recovered, and was 
even obviously stirred by affection for her daughter 
There was, in passing, a motherly caress She asked 
Kipps to give her his arm in walking down the steep 
Kipps in a sort of dream obeyed He found himself 
trying to attend to her, and soon he was attending 
She and Kipps talked like sober, responsible people 
and went slowly, while the others drifted down the 
hill together, a loose little group of four He wondered 
momentarily what they would talk about, and then 
sank into his conversation with Mrs Walshingham 
He conversed, as it were, out of his superficial person- 
ality, and his inner self lay stunned in unsuspected 
depths within It had an air of being an interesting 
and friendly talk, almost their first long talk together 
Hitherto he had had a sort of fear of Mrs Walshingham, 
as of a person possibly satirical, but she proved a soul 
of sense and sentiment, and Kipps, for all of his abstrac 
tion, got on with her unexpectedly well They talked 
a little upon scenery and the inevitable melancholy 
attaching to old rums and the thought of vanished 
generations 

Perhaps they jousted here,” said Mrs Walshingham 
They was up to all sorts of things,” said Kipps, 
and then the two came round to Helen She spoke of 
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her daughter’s literary airbitions She will do some 
thing, I feel sure You know, Mr Kipps, it’s a great 
responsibility to a mother to feel her daughter is — 
exceptionally clever ” 

I dessav it is,” said Kipps There’s no mistake 
about that ” 

She spoke, too, of her son — almost like Helen’s twin 
— alike, yet diffeient She made Kipps feel quite 
fatherly ^‘They are so quick, so artistic,” she said, 

so full of ideas Almost they frighten me One 
feels they need opportunities — as other people need 
air ” 

She spoke of Helen’s writing E\ en when she wa^ 
quite a little dot she wrote verse ” 

(Kipps, sensation ) 

‘‘ Her father had just the same tastes — ” Mrs 
Walshingham turned a little beam of half-pathetic 
reminiscence on the past ‘‘He was more aitist than 
business man That was the trouble He was 

misled bv his partner, and when the crash came every- 
one blamed him Well, it doesn’t do to dwell on 

horrid things — especially to-day There are bright days, 
Ml Kipps, and dark days And mine have not always 
been bright ” 

Kipps presented a face of Coote like sympathy 

She diverged to talk of flowers, and Kipps’ mind was 
filled with the picture of Helen bending down towards 
him m the Keep 

They spread the tea under the trees before the little 
inn, and at a certain moment Kipps became aware that 
everyone in the party was simultaneously and furtively 
glancing at him There might have been a certain 
tension had it not been first of all for Coote and his 
tact, and afterwards for a number of wasps Coote was 
resolved to make this memorable day pass off well, and 
displayed an almost boisterous sense of fun Then 
young Walshingham began talking of the Roman remains 
below Lympne, intending to lead up to the Overman 
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“ These old Roman chaps,” he said, and then the wasps 
arrived They killed three in the jam alone 

Kipps killed wasps as it were in a dream, and handed 
things to the wrong people, and maintained a thin 
surface of ordinary intelligence with the utmost difficulty 
At times he became aware, aware with an extraordinary 
vividness, of Helen Helen was carefully not looking at 
him and behaving with amazing coolness and ease But 
just for that one time there was the faintest; suggestion 
of pink beneath the ivory of her cheeks ^ v 

Tacitly the others conceded to Kipps the right to 
paddle back with Helen, he helped her into the canoe 
and took his paddle, and, paddling slowly, dropped 
behind the others And now his inner self stirred again 
He said nothing to her How could he ever say any- 
thing to her again ^ She spoke to him at rare intervals 
about reflec 10ns and the flowers and the trees and he 
nodded in reply But his mind moved very slowly 
forward now from the point at which it had fallen 
stunned m the Lympne Keep, moving forward to the 
beginnings of realisation As yet he did not say even 
in the recesses of his heart that she was his But he 
perceived that the goddess had come from her altar, 
amazingly, and had taken him by the hand ’ 

The sky was a vast splendour, and then close to them 
were the dark, protecting trees and the shining, smooth, 
still water He was an erect black outline to her, he 
plied his paddle with no unskilful gesture, the water 
broke to snaky silver and glittered far behind his strokes 
Indeed, he did not seem so bad to her Youth calls 
to youth the wide world through, and her soul rose in 
triumph over his subjection And behind him was 
money and opportunity, freedom and London, a great 
background of seductively indistinct hopes To him her 
face was a warm dimness In truth he could not see 
her eyes, but it seemed to his love-witched brain he 
did, and that they shone out at him like dusky stars 
All the world that evening was no more than a 
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shadowy frame of darkling sky and water and dipping 
boughs about Helen He seemed to see through things 
with an extraordinary clearness, she was revealed to him, 
certainly, as the cause and essence of it all 

He was indeed at his Heart’s Desire It was one of 
those times when there seems to be no future, when 
Time has stopped and we are at the end Kipps, that 
evening, could not have imagined a to-morrow, all that 
his imagination had pointed towards was attained His 
mind stood still, and took the moments as they came 

§4 

About nine that night Coote came round to Kipps’ 
new apartment m the Upper Sandgate Road — the 
house on the Leas had been let furnished — ^and Kipps 
made an effort toward realisation He was discovered 
sitting at the open window and without a lamp, quite 
still Coote was deeply moved, and he pressed Kipps’ 
palm and laid a knobbly white hand on his shoulder 
and displayed the sort of tenderness becoming in a 
crisis Kipps too was moved that night, and treated 
Coote like a very dear brother 

She’s splendid,” said Coote, coming to it abruptly 
Isn’t she ?” said Kipps 

‘‘ I couldn’t help noticing her face,” said Coote 
“You know, my dear Kipps, this is better than a 
legacy ” 

^^I don’t deserve it,” said Kipps 
You can’t say that ” 

‘‘I don’t I can’t ’ardly believe it I can’t believe 
It at all No>” 

Theie followed an expressive stillness 

** It’s wonderful,” said Kipps ** It takes me like 
that ” 

Coote made a faint blowing noise, and so again they 
came for a time on silence 

‘‘And It began — before your money 
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“ When I was in ’er class,” said Kjpps solemnly 
Coote, speaking out of a darkness which he was 
illuminating strangely with efforts to strike a match, 
said that it was beautiful He could not have wished 
Kipps a better fortune 

He lit a cigarette, and Kipps was moved to do the 
same, with a sacramental expression Presently speech 
flowed more freely 

Coote began to praise Helen and her mother and 
brother He talked of when it ” might be, he pre- 
sented the thing as concrete and credible “ It’s a 
county family, you know,” he said She is connected, 
you know, with the Beaupres family — you know Lord 
Beaupres ” 

“No’” said Kipps, “reely’” 

“ Distantly, of course,” said Coote “ Still ” 

He smiled a smile that glimmered in the twilight 
“ It’s too much,” said Kipps, overcome “ It s so all 
like that ” 

Coote exhaled For a time Kipps listened to Helen’s 
praises and matured a point of view 

“ I say, Coote,” he said “ What ought I to do 
now ?” 

“What do you mean?” said Coote 
“ I mean about calling on ’er and all that ” 

He reflected “ Naturally, I want to do it all 
right ” 

“Of course,” said Coote 

“It would be awful to go and do something — now — 
all wrong ” 

Coote’s cigarette glowed as he meditated “ You 
must call, of course,” he decided “Yon’ll have to 
speak to Mrs Walshingham ” 

“ ’Ow?” said Kipps 

“ Tell her you mean to marry her daughter ” 

“I dessay she knows,” said Kipps, with defensive 
penetration 

Coote’s head was visible, shaking itself judicially 
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“Then theie’s the ring,” said Kipps “ Wnat ^a\e I 
to do about that?” 

“ What ring do ^ou mean ?” 

“ ’Ngagement Ring There isn^t anything at all 
about that in ‘ Manners and Rules of Good Society ’ — 
not a y^ord ” 

“Of course you must get something — tasteful \ es ’ 
“ What sort of a ring f” 

“ Something nace They’ll show you m the shop 
“Of couisc I s’pose I got to take it to er, eh? 
Put It on ’er finger ” 

“ Oh, no ’ Send it Much better ” 

“Ah’” said Kipps, for the first time with a note of 
relief 

“Then, ’ow about this call — on Mrs Walshmgham, 
I mean? ’Ow ought one to go?” 

“ Rather a ceremonial occasion,” reflected Coote 
“ Wadyer mean ? Frock coat ?” 

“ I thznk so,” said Coote, with discrimination 
“ Light trousers and all that ? ’ 

“Yes ” 

“ Rose?” 

“ I think It might run to a buttonhole ” 

The curtain that hung over the future became less 
opaque to the eyes of Kipps To-moriow, and then 
other days, became perceptible at least as existing 
Frock coat, silk hat and a rose’ With a certain 
solemnity he contemplated himself m the process of 
slow transformation into an English gentleman Arthur 
Cuyps, frock coated on occasions of ceremony, the 
familiar acquaintance of Lady Punnet, the recognised 
wooer of a distant connection of the Earl of Beaupres 
Something like awe at the magnitude of his own 
fortune came upon him He felt the world was open- 
ing out like a magic flower in a transformation scene at 
the touch of this wand of gold And Helen, nestling 
beautiful in the red heart of the flower Only ten 
weeks ago he had been no more than the shabbiest of 
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improvers and shamefully dismissed for dissipation, the 
mere soil-buiied seed, as it were, of these glories He 
resolved the engagement ring should be of exprcbsively 
excessive quality and appearance, m fact the very best 
they had 

‘‘ Ought I to send ’er flowers?” he speculated 
“ Not necessarily,” said Coote “ Though, of course. 
It’s an attention ” 

Kipps meditated on flowers 

“When you see her,” said Coote, “you’ll have to 
ask her to name the day ” 

Kipps started “ That won’t be just yet a bit, will 

It?” 

“ Don’t know any reason for delay ” 

“ Oo, but — a year, say ” 

“ Rather a long taime,” said Coote 
“ Is it f*” said Kipps, turning his head sharply 
“ But ” 

There was quite a long pause 

“I say’” he said at last, and in an altered voice, 
“ you’ll ’ave to ’elp me about the wedding ” 

“ Only too happy,” said Coote 
“Of course,” said Kipps, “ I didn t thinl — ” He 

changed his line of thought “ Coote,” he asked, 
“ wot’s a ‘ tate-eh tate ’ ?’ 

“ A ‘ tate-ah-tav ’ ’ ’ said Coote improvingly, “ is a 
conversation alone together ” 

“ Lor’ ’ ” said Kipps, “ but I thought — It says 
stnctly we oughtn’t to enjoy a tater~tay, not sit to- 
gether, walk together, ride together or meet during any 
part of the day That don’t leave much time for 
meeting, does it?” 

“ The book says that ?” asked Coote 
“ I jest learnt it by ’eart before you came I thought 
that was a bit rum, but I s’pose it’s all right ” 

You won’t find Mrs Walshingham so strict as all 
that,” said Coote “ I think that’s a bit extreme 
Thev’d only do that now in very strict old aristocratic 

7* 
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families Besides, the Walshinghams aie so modern — 
advanced, you might say I expect you^ll get plenty of 
chances of talking together ” 

“ There’s a tremendous lot to think about,” said 
Kipps, blowing a profound sigh D ^ ou mean — 
p’r’aps we might be married in a few months or so ” 

“ You’ll have to be ” said Coote “ Why not ? 
Midnight found Kipps alone, looking a little tired 
and turning over the leaves of the red-co\ered textbook 
with a studious expression He paused for a moment 
at page 233, his eje caught bv the words 

“ FOR AN UNCLE OR AUNT BY MARRIAGE 
the period is six weeks black, with jet trimmings ” 

No,” said Kipps, after a vigorous mental effort 
That’s not it ” The pages rustled again He 
stopped and flattened out the little book decisively at 
the beginning of the chapter on ‘‘Weddings ” 

He became pensive He stared at the lamp wick 
“ I suppose I ought to go over and tell them,’ he said 
at last 

^ 5 

Kipps called on Mrs Walshingham, attired in the 
proper costume for Ceremonial Occasions in the Day 
He carried a silk hat, and he wore a deep-skirted frock 
coat, his boots were patent leather and his trouseis dark 
grey He had geneious white cuffs with gold links, and 
his grey gloves, one thumb of which had burst when he 
put them on, he held loosely in his hand He earned a 
small umbrella rolled to an exquisite tightness A sense 
of singular correctness pervaded his being and warred 
with the enormity of the occasion for possession of his 
soul Anon he touched his silk cravat The world 
smelt of his rosebud 

He seated himself on a newly re-covered chintz arm 
chair and stuck out the elbow of the arm that held 
his hat 
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‘‘ I know,” said Mrs Walshmgham, “ I know every- 
thing,” and helped him out most amazingly She 
deepened the impression he had already received of her 
sense and refinement She displayed an amount of 
tenderness that touched him 

^^This is a great thing,” she said, “to a mother,” 
and her hand rested for a moment on his impeccable 
coat sleeve 

“ A daughter, Arthur,” she explained, “ is so much 
more than a son ” 

Marriage, she said, was a lottery, and without love 
and toleration there was much unhappiness Her life 
had not always been bright — there had been dark days 
and bright days She smiled rather sweetly “ This is 
a bright one,” she said 

She said very kind and flattering things to Kipps, and 
she thanked him for his goodness to her son (“That 
wasn’t anything,” said Kipps ) And then she expanded 
upon the theme of her two children “ Both so accom- 
plished,” she said, “ so clever I call them my Twin 
Jewels ” 

She was repeating a remark she had made at Lympne, 
that she always said her children needed opportunities 
as other people needed air, when she was abruptly 
arrested by the entry of Helen They hung on a 
pause, Helen perhaps surprised by Kipps’ weekday 
magnificence Then she advanced with outstretched 
hand 

Both the young people were shy “I jest called 
round,” began Kipps, and became uncertain how to 
end 

“ Won’t you have some tea asked Helen 

She walked to the window, looked at the familiar 
outporter’s barrow, turned, surveyed Kipps for a 
moment ambiguously, said, “ I will get some tea,” and 
so departed again 

Mrs Walshmgham and Kipps looked at one another 
and the lady smiled indulgently “You two young 
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people mustn’t be sh} of each other,’ said Mrs 
Walshingham, which damaged Kipps considerably 

She was explaining how sensitive Helen always had 
been, even about quite little things, when the servant 
appeared with the tea things, and then Helen followed, 
and taking up a secure position behind the bamboo tea 
table, broke the ice with officious teacup clattering 
Then she introduced the topic of a forthcoming open 
air peiformance of ‘As You Like It,” and steered past 
the worst of the awkwardness They discussed stage 
illusion “ I mus’ say,” said Kipps, “ I don’t quite like 
a plav in a theavter It seems sort of unreal, some’ow ” 
“ But most plays are written for the stage,” said 
Helen, looking at the sugar 
“ I know,” admitted Kipps 

They got through tea “ Well,” said Kipps, and rose 
“You mustn’t go yet,” said Mrs Walshingham, 
rising and taling his hand “ Fm sure you two must 
have heaps to say to each other,” and so she escaned 
towards the door 


§6 

Among other projects that seemed almost equally 
correct to Kipps at that exalted moment was one of 
embracing Helen with ardour so soon as the door closed 
behind her mother, and one of headlong flight through 
the open window Then he remembered he ought to 
hold the door open for Mrs Walshingham, and turned 
from that duty to find Helen still standing, beautifully 
inaccessible, behind the tea things He closed the door 
and advanced towards her with his arms akimbo and 
his hands upon his coat skirts Then, feeling angular, 
he moved his nght hand to his moustache Anyhow, 
he was dressed all right Somewhere at the back of his 
mind, dim and mingled with doubt and surprise, 
appeared the perception that he felt now quite 
differently towards her, that something between them 
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had been blown from Lympne Keep to the four winds 
of heaven 

She regal ded him with an eye of critical proprietor- 
ship 

‘ Mother has been making up to you,” she said, 
smiling slightly 

She added, It was nice of you to come round to 
see her ” 

They stood through a brief pause, as though each 
had expected something diffeient in the other and 
was perplexed at its not being there Kipps found he 
was at the corner of the brown covered table, and he 
picked up a little flexible book that lay upon it to 
occupy his mind 

“ I bought voii a ring to-day,” he said, bending the 
book and speaking for the sake of saying something, and 
then he was moved to genuine speech “You know,’’ 
he said, “ I can’t ardly believe it ” 

Her face relaxed slightly again “No?” she said, 
and may have breathed “ Nor I ” 

“ No,” he went on “ It’s as though everything ’ad 
changed More even than when I got ni} money 
’Ere we are going to marrv It’s like being someone 
else What I feel is 

He turned a flushed and earnest face to her He 
seemed to come alive to her with one natural gesture 
I don’t Inow things I’m not good enough I’m not 
refined The more you see of me the more you’ll find 
me out ” 

“ But I’m going to help you ” 

“ You’ll ’ave to ’elp me a fearful lot ” 

She walked to the window, glanced out of it, made 
up her mind, turned and came towards him, with her 
hands clasped behind her back 

“All these things that trouble you are very little 
things If vou don’t mind — ^if you will let me tell you 

things ” 

“ I wish you would ’ 
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“Then I will ” 

“ They’re little things to you, but they aren’t to 
me 

It all depends, if you don’t mind being told ” 

By YOU?” 

“ I don t expect you to be told by strangers ” 

“Oo’” said Kipps, expressing much 
“ You know, there are just a few little things 
For instance, you know, you are careless with your 
pronunciation You don’t mind my telling 

you 

I like It,” said Kipps 
“ There are aitches ” 

I know,” said Kipps, and then, endorsmgly, I 
been told Fact is, I know a chap, a Nacter, he^s told 
me He’s told me, and he’s going to give me a lesson 
or so ” 

I’m glad of that It only requires a little care ” 
‘‘Of course, on the stage they got to look out They 
take regular lessons ” 

“Of course,” said Helen, a little absently 
“ I dessav I shall soon get into it,” said Kipps 
“ And then there’s dress,” said Helen, taking up her 
thread again 

Kipps became pink, but he remained respectfully 
attentive 

“ You don’t mind she said 
“ Oo, no ” 

“ You mustn’t be too — too dressy It’s possible to 
be over-conventional, over-elaborate It makes you 
look like a shop — ^like a common, well-off person 
There’s a sort of easiness that is better A real 
gentleman looks right, without looking as though he 
had tried to be right ” 

“Jest as though ’e’d put on what came first?” said 
the pupil, in a faded voice 

“ Not exactly that, but a sort of ease ” 

Kipps nodded his head intelligently In his heart 
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he was kicking his silk hat about the room in an ecstasy 
of disappointment 

And you must accustom yourself to be more at 
your ease when you are with people,” said Helen 
You’ve only got to forget yourself a little and not be 
anxious ” 

‘‘ I’ll try,” said Kipps, looking rather hard at the 
teapot I’ll do my best to try ” 

‘‘ I know you will, ’ she said, and laid a hand for an 
instant upon his shoulder and withdrew it 

He did not perceive her caress One has to learn,’ ^ 
he said His attention was distracted by the strenuous 
efforts that were going on in the back of his head to 
translate, 1 say, didn’t you ought to name the day?”* 
into easy as well as elegant English, a struggle that was 
still undecided when the time came for them to 
part 

He sat for a long time at the open window of his 
sitting room with an intent face, recapitulating that 
interview His eyes rested at last almost reproachfully 
on the silk hat beside him “ ’Ow zs one to know?’^ 
he asked His attention was caught by a rubbed place 
in the nap, and, still thoughtful, he rolled up his 
handkerchief skilfully into a soft ball and began to 
smooth thi down 

His expression changed slowly 

‘‘ ’Ow the Juice is one to know?” he said, putting 
down the hat with some emphasis 

He rose up, went across the room to the sideboard, 
and, standing there, opened and began to read in 
‘‘ Manners and Rules ” 
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Q § I 

JlPo Kipps embarked upon his engagement, steeled 
himself to the high enterprise of marrying above his 
breeding The next morning found him dressing with a 
certain quiet seventy of movement, and it seemed to his 
landlady’s housemaid that he was unusually dignified 
at breakfast He meditated profoundly over his kipper 
and his kidney and bacon He was going to New 
Romney to tell the old people what had happened and 
where he stood And the love of Helen had also given 
him courage to do what Buggins had once suggested to 
him as a thing he would do were he in Kipps’ place, 
and that was to hire a motor car for the afternoon He 
had an early cold lunch, and then, with an air of quiet 
resolution, assumed a cap and coat he had purchased to 
this end, and thus equipped strolled round, blowing 
slightly, to the motor shop The transaction was un« 
206 
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expectedly easy, and within the hour Kipps, spectacled 
and wrapped about, was tootling through Dymchurch 
They came to a stop smartly and neatly outside the 
little toy shop “ Make that thing ’oot a bit, will 
you^’ said Kipps “Yes, that's it” “Whup,” said 
the motor car “Whurrup’” 

Both his Aunt and Uncle came out on the pavement 
Why, it’s Artie,” cried his Aunt, and Kipps had a 
moment of triumph 

He descended to hand claspings, removed wraps and 
spectacles, and the motor driver letired to take an 
hour off ” Old Kipps surveyed the machinery and 
disconcerted Kipps for a moment by asking him in a 
knowing tone what they asked him for a thing like 
that The two men stood inspecting the machine and 
impressing the neighbours for a time, and then they 
strolled through the shop into the little parlour for a 
drink 

“They ain’t settled,” old Kipps had said at the 
neighbours “They ain’t got no further than expen 
ments There’s a bit of take-in about each You take 
my advice and wait, me boy, even if it’s a year or two, 
before you buy one for your own use ” 

(Though Kipps had said nothing of doing anything 
of the sort) 

“ ’Ow d’you like that whisky I sent asked Kipps, 
dodging the old familiar bunch of children’s pails 
Old Kipps became tactful “ It’s a very good 
whisky, my boy,” said old Kipps “I ’aven’t the 
slightest doubt it’s a very good whisky and cost you a 
tidy price But — dashed if it soots me ^ They put this 
here Foozle He in it, my boy, and it ketches me jest 
’ere ” He indicated his centre of figure “ Gives me the 
heartburn,” he said, and shook his head rather sadly 
“It’s a very good whisky,” said Kipps “It’s what the 
actor-manager chaps drink in London, I ’appen to know ” 
“ I dessay they do, my boy,” said old Kipps, “ but 
then they’ve ’ad their livers burnt out, and I ’aven’t 
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They ain’t dellicat like me My stummik alwiys as 
been extrv dellicat Sometimes it’s almost been as 
though nothing would lay on it But that’s in passing 
I liked those segars You can send me some more of 
them segars ’ 

You cannot lead a conversation straight from the 
gastric consequences of Foozle He to Love, and so 
Kipps, after a friendly inspection of a rare old engrav 
mg after Morland (perfect except for a hole kicked 
through the centre) that his Uncle had recently pur 
chased by private haggle, came to the topic of the old 
people’s removal 

At the outset of Kipps’ great fortune there had been 
much talk of some permanent provision for them It 
had been conceded they were to be provided for com 
fortably, and the phrase “ retire from business ” had 
been very much m the air Kipps had pictured an 
ideal cottage, with a creeper always m exuberant flower 
about the door, where the sun shone for ever and the 
wind never blew and a perpetual welcome hovered in 
the doorway It was an agreeable dream, but when it 
came to the point of deciding upon this particular 
cottage or that, and on this particular house or that, 
Kipps was surprised by an unexpected clinging to the 
little home, which he had always understood to be the 
worst of all possible houses 

“We don’t want to move in a ’urry,” said Mrs 
Kipps 

“ When we want to move, we want to move for life 
I’ve had enough moving about in my time,” said old 
Kipps 

“We can do here a bit more, now we done here so 
long/’ said Mrs Kipps 

“ You lemme look about a bit fust, ’ said old Kipps 

And m looking about old Kipps found perhaps a 
finer joy than any mere possession could have given 
He would shut his shop more or less effectually against 
the intrusion of customers, and toddle abroad seeking 
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new matter for his dream, no house was too small and 
none too large for his knowing inquiries Occupied 
houses took his fanc) more than vacant ones, and he 
would remark, ‘‘You won’t be a-livin’ ’ere for ever, 
even if you think you will,” when irate householders 
protested against the unsolicited examination of their 
more intimate premises 

Remarkable difficulties arose of a totally unexpected 
soit 

“ If we ’ave a largei ’ouse,” said Mrs Kipps with 
sudden bitterness, “ we shall want a servant, and I don’t 
want no gells in the place larfin’ at me, sniggerin’ and 
larfin’ and prancin’ and trapesin’, lardy da’ 

“If we ’ave a smaller ’ouse,” said Mrs Kipps, “ there 
won’t be room to swing a cat ” 

Room to swing a cat, it seemed, was absolutely 
essential It was an infrequent but indispensable 
operation 

“ When we do move,” said old Kipps, “ if we could 
get a bit of shootin’ 

“ I don’t want to sell off all this here stock for 
nothin’,’ said old Kipps “ It’s took years to ’cumulate 
I put a ticket in the winder savin’ ‘ sellin’ orf,’ but it 
’asn’t brought nothing like a roosh One of these ’ere 
dratted visitors pretendin’ to want an air gun, was all 
we ’ad in yesterday Jest an excuse for spyin’ round 
and then go away and larf at you No-thanky to every 
thing. It didn’t matter what That s ’ow 7 look at 

It, Artie” 

They pursued meandering fancies about the topic of 
their future settlement for a space, and Kipps became 
more and more hopeless of any proper conversational 
opening that would lead to his great announcement, 
and more and more uncertain how such an opening 
should be taken Once indeed old Kipps, anxious to 
get away from this dangerous subject of removals, 
began “And what are you a doin’ of m Folkestone? 
I shall have to come over and see you one of these 
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days,” but before Kipps could get in upon that, his 
Uncle had passed into a general exposition of the proper 
treatment of landladies and their humbugging, cheating 
ways, and so the opportunity \anished It seemed to 
Kipps the only thing to do was to go out into the town 
for a stroll, compose an effectual opening at leisure, and 
then come back and discharge it at them in its consecu 
tive completeness And even out~of doors and alone, he 
found his mind distracted by irrelevant thoughts 

§ 2 

His steps led him out of the High Street towards 
the church, and he leant for a time over the gate that 
had once been the winning post of his race with Ann 
Pornick, and presently found himself in a sitting 
position on the top rail He had to get things smooth 
again, he knew, his mind was like a mirror of water 
after a breeze The image of Helen and his great 
future was broken and mingled into fragmentary reflec- 
tions of remoter things, of the good name of Old 
Methusaleh Three Stars, of long dormant memories the 
High Street saw fit, by some trick of light and atmo- 
sphere, to arouse that afternoon 

Abruptly a fine, full voice fiom under his elbow 
shouted, “ What-o, Art ’ ” and, behold, S d Pornick 
was back in his world, leaning over the gate beside him, 
and holding out a friendly hand 

He was oddly changed and yet oddly like the Sid 
that Kipps had known He had the old broad face 
and mouth, abundantly freckled, the same short nose, 
and the same blunt chin, the same odd suggestion of his 
sister Ann without a touch of her beauty, but he had 
quite a new voice, loud and a little hard, and his upper 
lip carried a stiff and very fair moustache 

Kipps shook hands ‘‘I was jest thinking of '^ou 
Sid,” he said, ‘‘jest this very moment, and wondering 
if ever I should see you again, ever And ^ere you aie 
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‘‘ One likes a look round at times,” said Sid How 
are you old chap?” 

“ All right,” said Kipps “ I just been lef’ ” 

‘‘You aien’t changed much,” interrupted Sid 
“ Ent I ?” said Kipps, foiled 

‘ I knew vour back directh I came round the corner 
Spite of that *at you got on Hang it, I said, that’s Art 
Kipps or the devil And so it was ” 

Kipps made a movement of his neck as if he would 
look at his back and judge Then he looked Sid in the 
face “ You got a moustache, Sid,” he said 

“ I s’pose you’re having your holidays ?” said Sid 

“ Well, partly But I just been lef’ 

“ Pm taking a bit of a holiday,” Sid went on “ But 
the fact IS, I have to give myself holidays nowadays 
I’ve set up for myself” 

“ Not down here?” 

“No fear’ I’m not a turnip Fve started in 
Hammersmith, manufacturing” Sid spoke offhand as 
though there was no such thing as pride 
“Not drapery?” 

“No fear ’ Engineer Manufacture bicycles ” He 
clapped his hand to his breast pocket and produced a 
number of pink handbills He handed one to Kipps 
and pre\ented him reading it by explanations and ex 
planatory dabs of a pointing finger “ That’s our make, 
mv make to be exact, The Red Flag, see? — I got a 
transfer with my name — Pantocrat tyres, eight pounds — 
ves, there — Clinchers ten, Dunlop’s eleven. Ladies’ one 
pound more — that’s the lady’s Best machine at a 
democratic price in London No guineas and no dis 
counts — honest trade I build ’em — to order I’ve 
built,” he reflected, looking away seaward — “ seventeen 
Counting orders in ’and 

“ Come down to look at the old place a bit,” said Sid 
“ Mother likes it at times ” 

“Thought you’d all gone away 

“ What ^ after my father’s death ? No ’ Mv 



212 


KIPPS 


mother^s come back, and she’s living at Muggett’s 
cottages The sea air suits ’er She lilies the old place 
better than Hammersmith and I can afford it 

Got an old crony or so here Gossip ha-ve 

tea S’pose you ain’t married, Kipps'*” 

Kipps shook his head ‘ I — ” he began 

am,” said Sid “ Married these two vears and got 
a nipper Proper little chap ” 

Kipps got his word in at last “ I got engaged day 
before yesterday,” he said 

“Ah>” said Sid airily ‘‘That’s all light Who’s 
the fortunate lady?” 

Kipps tried to speak in an offhand way He stuck 
his hands in his pockets as he spoke “ She’s a solicitor’s 
daughter,” he said, “in Folkestone Rather’r nice set 
County family Related to the Earl of Beaupres ” 

“Steady on*” cued Sid 

“You see. I’ve ’ad a bit of luck, Sid Been lef’ 
money ” 

Sid’s eye travelled instinctively to mark Kipps’ 
garments “ How much ?” he asked 

“’Bout twelve ’undred a year,” said Kipps, more 
offhandedly than ever 

Lord said Sid, with a note of positive dismay, and 
stepped back a pace or two 

“My granfaver it was,” said Kipps, tr}'ing hard to be 
calm and simple “ ’Ardlv knew I '*ad a gran fiver And 
then — bang* When o’ Bean, the solicitor, told me of 
It, you could ’ave knocked me down ” 

“ ^Ow much ?” demanded Sid, with a sharp note in 
his voice 

“Twelve ’undred pound a year — ’proximately, that 
is ” 

Sid’s attempt at genial unenvions congratulation did 
not last a minute He shook hands with an unreal 
heartiness and said he was jolly glad “ It’s a bloomin’ 
stroke of Luck,” he said 

“ It’s a bloomin’ stroke of Luck,” he repeated, “that’s 
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what It IS,” with the smile fading fiom his face ‘‘Of 
course, better you ’ave it than me, o’ chap So I don’t 
envy you, anyhow / couldn’t keep it, if I did ’ave it ” 

“ ’Ow’s that?” said Kipps, a little hipped bj' Sid’s 
patent chagrin 

“ I’m a Socialist, you see,” said Sid “ I don’t ’old 
with Wealth What ts Wealth? Labour robbed out of 
the poor At most it’s only yours m Trust Leastways, 
that ’ow I should take it ” 

He reflected “ The Present distribution of Wealth,” 
he said and stopped 

Then he let himself go, with unmasked bitterness 
‘ It’s no sense at all It’s jest damn foolishness Who’s 
going to work and care in a muddle like this? Here 
first you do — something anyhow — of the world’s work, 
and It pays you hardly anything, and then it invites 
you to do nothing, nothing whatever, and pays you 
twelve hundred pounds a year Who s going to respect 
laws and customs when they come to damn silliness like 
that?” 

He repeated, “Twelve hundred pounds a year* ’ 

At the sight of Kipps’ face he relented slightly 

“ It’s not you I’m thinking of, o’ man it’s the system 
Better you than most people Still ” 

He laid both hands on the gate and repeated to him 
self, “Twelve ’undred a year Gee-whiz, Kipps’ 

You’ll be a swell ’” 

“ I shan’t,” said Kipps with imperfect conviction 
‘ No fear ” 

“ You can’t ’ave money like that and not swell out 
You’ll soon be too big to speak to — ^’ow do they put 
it? — a mere mechanic like m“ 

“No fear, Siddee,” said Kipps with conviction “I 
ain’t that sort ” 

“Ah’” said Sid, with a sort of unwilling scepticism, 
“ money ’ll be too much for you Besides — ^vou’re 
caught by a swell already” 

“ ’Ow d’yer mean ?” 
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“ That ^irl you re going to mairy Masterman 

says 

Oo s Masterman 

Rare good chap I know — takes my fir«;t floor front 
room Masterman savs it’s alwa\s the wife pitches the 
key Always There’s no social differences — till 
women come in ” 

**Ah’” said Kipps profoundly “You don’t know 
Sid shook his head “Fancy*” he reflected, “ 4rt 
Kipps* Twelve ’Undred a Year*” 

Kipps tried to bridge that opening gulf “ Remember 
the Hurons, Sid?” 

“ Rather,” said Sid 
“ Remember that wrecl ?” 

“ I can smell it now — sort of sour smell ” 

Kipps was silent for a moment with reminiscent eyes 
on Sid’s still troubled face 
“ I say, Sid, *ow’s Ann 

all right,” said Sid 
“Where is she now?” 

“ In a place Ashford ” 

“ Oh*” 

Sid’s face had become a shade sulkier than before 
“The fact is,” he said, “we don’t get on very well 
together I don’t hold with service We’re common 
people, I suppose, but I don’t like it I don’t see why 
a sister of mine should wait at other people’s tables 
No Not even if they got Twelve ’Undred a Year ” 
Kipps tried to change the point of application “ Re 
member ’ow you came out once when we were racing 
here ? She didn’t run bad for a girl ” 

And his own words raised an image brightei than he 
could have supposed, so bright it seemed to breathe 
before him, and did not fade altogether even when he 
was back in Folkestone an hour or so later 

But Sid was not to be deflected from that other 
rankling theme by any reminiscences of Ann 

“ I wonder what you will do with all that money,” 
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he speculated “ I wonder if you will do any good at 
all I wonder what you could do You should hear 
Masterman He’d tell you things Suppose it came 
to me, what should I do? It’s no good giving it back 
to the state as things are Start an Owenite profit 
sharing factory perhaps Or a new Socialist paper We 
want a new Socialist paper ” 

He tried to drown his personal chagrin in elaborate 
exemplary suggestions 


§ 3 

I must be gettin’ on to mv motor,” said Kipps at 
last, having to a large extent heard him out 
'^What> Got a motor?” 

‘‘No’” said Kipps apologetically “Only ’ired for 
the day ” 

“ ’Ow much ?” 

“ Five pounds ” 

“ Keep five families for a week ’ Good Lord ’ ” That 
seemed to crown Sid’s disgust 

Yet drawn by a sort of fascination he came with 
Kipps and assisted at the mounting of the car He was 
pleased to note it was not the most modern of cars, but 
that was the only grain of comfort Kipps mounted 
at once, after one violent agitation of the little shop 
door to set the bell a-j ingle and warn his Uncle and 
Aunt Sid assisted with the great fur lined overcoat 
and examined the spectacles 

“ Good-bye, o’ chap said Kipps 
“ Good-bye, o’ chap ’ ” said Sid 
The old people came out to say good-bye 
Old Kipps was radiant with triumph “ ’Pon my 
Sammy, Artie’ I’m a goo’ mind to come with you,” 
he shouted, and then, I got something you might take 
with you ’ ” 

He dodged back into the shop and returned with 
the perforated engraving after Morland 
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‘‘You stick to this, my boy,” he said “You get it 
repaired bv someone who knows It's the most vallyble 
thing I got you so far, you take my word ” 

‘ Warrup’” said the motor, and tuff, tuff, tuff, and 
backed and snorted while old Kipps danced about on 
the pavement as if foreseeing complex catastrophes, and 
told the driver, “ That's all right ” 

He waved his stout stick to his receding nephew 
Then he turned to Sid “Now if you could make 
something like that, young Pornick, you might blow a 
bit»” 

“ I’ll make a doocid sight better than that before I 
done,” said Sid, hands deep in his pockets 
“ Not you ” said old Kipps 

The car set up a prolonged sobbing moan and vanished 
around the corner Sid stood motionless for a space, 
unheeding some further remark from old Kipps The 
young mechanic had just discovered that to have manu- 
factuied seventeen bicycles, including orders in hand, 
is not so big a thing as he had supposed, and such dis- 
coveries try one’s manhood 

“ Oh well ’’ said Sid at last, and turned his face 
towards his mother’s cottage 

She had got a hot teacake for him, and she was a 
little hurt that he was darl and pieoccupied as he 
consumed it He had always been such a boy for 
teacake, and then when one went out specially and got 
him one ’ 

He did not tell her — he did not tell anyone — he 
had seen young Kipps He did not want to talk about 
Kipps for a bit to anyone at all 
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rw HEN Kipps came to reflect upon his afternoon's 
work he had his first inkling of certain comprehensive 
incompatibilities lying about the course of true love in 
his particular case He had felt without understanding 
the incongruity between the announcement he had 
failed to mal e and the circle of ideas of his Aunt and 
Uncle It was this rather than the want of a specific 
intention that had silenced him, the perception that 
when he travelled from Folkestone to New Romney 
he travelled from an atmosphere where his engagement 
to Helen was sane and excellent to an atmosphere where 
It was only to be regarded with incredulous suspicion 
Coupled and associated with this jar was his sense of 
the altered behaviour of Sid Pornick, the evident shock 
to that ancient alliance caused by the fact of his enrich 
ment, the touch of hostility in his “ You'll soon be 
swelled too big to speak to a poor mechanic like me ” 
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Kipps was unprepared for the unpleasant truth that the 
path of social advancement is and must be strewn with 
broken friendships This first protrusion of that fact 
caused a painful confusion in his mind It was speedily 
to protrude in a far more serious fashion in relation to 
the hands ” from the Emporium, and Chitterlow 

From the day at Lympne Castle his relations with 
Helen had entered upon a new footing He had prayed 
for Helen as good souls pray for Heaven, with as little 
understanding of what it was he prayed for And now 
that period of standing humbly in the shadows before 
the shrine was over, and the goddess, her veil of mysteiy 
flung aside, had come down to him and taken hold of 
him, a good, strong, firm hold and walked by his side 
She liked him What was singular was that very 
soon she had kissed him thrice, whimsically upon the 
brow, and he had never kissed her at all He could 
not anal}se his feelings, onl} he knew the world was 
wonderfully changed about them, but the truth was that 
though he still worshipped and feared her, though his 
pride in his engagement was ridiculously vast, he loved 
her now no more That subtle something woven of 
the most delicate strands of self-love and tenderness and 
desire had vanished imperceptibly, and was gone now 
for ever But that she did not suspect in him, nor as 
a matter of fact did he 

She took him in hand m perfect good faith She 
told him things about hi& accent, she told him things 
about his bearing, about his costume and his way of 
looking at things She thrust the blade of her intelli- 
gence into the tenderest corners of Kipps’ secret vanity, 
she slashed his most intimate pride to bleeding tatters 
He sought very diligently to anticipate some at least 
of these informing thrusts by making great use of Coote 
But the unanticipated made a brave number 

She found his simple willingness a very lovable thing 

Indeed she liked him more and more There was 
a touch of motherliness in her feelings towards him 
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But his upbringing and his associations had been, she 
diagnosed, ‘‘ awful ” At New Romney she glanced 
but little, that was remote But in her inventory — she 
went over him as one might go over a newly taken 
house, with impartial thoroughness — she discovered more 
proximate influences, surprising intimations of nocturnal 
sing-songs — she pictured it as almost shocking that 
Kipps should sing to the banjo — ^much low-giade wisdom 
treasured from a person called Buggins — “ Who ts 
Buggins?*’ said Helen — vague figures of indisputable 
vulgarity. Pierce and Carshot, and more particularly a 
very terrible social phenomenon, Chitterlow 

Chitterlow blazed upon them with unheralded oppres- 
sive brilliance the first time they were abroad together 
They were going along the front of the Leas to see 
a school play in Sandgate — ^at the last moment Mrs 
Walshingham had been unable to come with them — 
when Chitteilow loomed up into the new world He 
was wearing the suit of striped Fannel and the straw 
hat that had followed Kipps’ payment in advance for 
his course of elocution, his hands were deep in his side 
pockets and animated the corners of his jacket, and his 
attentive gaze at the passing loungers, the faint smile 
under his boldly drawn nose, showed him engaged in 
studying character — no doubt for some forthcoming play 
What HO said he, at the sight of Kipps, and 
swept off his straw hat with so ample a clutch of his 
great, flat hand that it suggested to Helen’s startled 
mind a conjurer about to palm a half-pennv 

’Elio, Chit’low,” said Kipps a little awkwardly, 
and not saluting 

Chitterlow hesitated “ Half a mo’, my boy,^’ he 
said, and arrested Kipps by extending a large hand over 
his chest “ Excuse me, my dear,” he said, bowing 
like his Russian count by way of apology to Helen, and 
with a smile that would have killed at a hundred yards 
He effected a semi confidential grouping of himself and 
Kipps while Helen stood in white amazement 
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‘‘ About that play,” he said 

“’Ow about It?” asled Kipps, acutely aware of 
Helen 

‘‘It’s all right,” said Chi terlow ‘‘Theie’s a strong 
smell of syndicate m the air, I may tell ) ou — Strong ” 
That’s aw right,” said Kipps 
‘‘You needn’t tell everybody,” said Chitterlow with 
a transitory, confidential hand to his mouth, which 
pointed the application of the everybody ” be} ond any 
possibility of error But I think it’s coming off 
However — I mustn’t detain you now So long 
You’ll come round, eh?” 

“ Right you are,” said Kipps 
“To-night?” 

“At eight ” 

And then, and more in the manner of a Russian 
prince than any common count, Chitterlow bowed and 
withdrew Just for a moment he allowed a conquering 
eye to challenge Helen’s, and noted her for a girl of 
quality 

There was a silence between our lovers for a space 
“ That,” said Kipps with an allusive movement of the 
head, “ was Chit’low ” 

“ Is he — a friend of yours ?” 

“In a way You see — I met ’im Leastwa}s 

’e met me Run into me with a bicycle, ’e did, and 
so we got talking together ” 

He tried to appear at his ease The young lady 
scrutinised his profile 
“What is he?” 

“’E’s a Nacter chap,” said Kipps “Leastways ’e 
writes plays ” 

“ And sells them ?” 

“ Partly ” 

“ To whom ?” 

“ Different people Shares he sells It’s all 

right, reely — I meant to tell you about him before ” 
Helen looked over her shoulder to catch a view of 
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Chitterlow’s retreating aspect It did not compel her 
complete confidence 

She turned to her lover and said in a tone of quiet 
authority, “ You must tell me all about Chitterlow 
Now ” 

The explanation began 

The School Play came almost as a relief to Kipps 
In the flusterment of going m he could almost forget 
for a time his Laocoon struggle to explain, and in the 
intervals he did his best to keep forgetting But Helen, 
with a gentle insistence, resumed the explanation of 
Chitterlow as they returned towards Folkestone 

Chitterlow was confoundedly difficult to explain 
You could hardly imagine’ 

There was an almost motherly anxiety in Helen’s 
manner, blended with the resolution of a schoolmistress 
to get to the bottom of the affair Kipps’ ears were 
soon quite brightly red 

Have you seen one of his plays?” 

‘‘ ’E’s tole me about one ” 

But on the stage ” 

“No He ’asn’t ’ad any on the stage yet That’s 
all coming ” 

“ Promise me,” she said m conclusion, “ you won’t 
do anything without consulting me ” 

And of course Kipps promised “ Oo — no’” 

They went on their way in silence 
“ One can’t know everybody,” said Helen in general 
“Of course,” said Kipps, in a sort of way it was 
him that helped me to my money ” And he indicated 
in a confused manner the story of the advertisement 
“ I don’t like to drop ’im all at once,” he added 

Helen was silent for a space, and when she spoke 
she went off at a tangent “We shall live in London 
— soon,” she remarked “ It’s only while we are here ” 
It was the first intimation she gave him of their post 
nuptial prospects 

“We shall have a nice little flat somewhere, not too 
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far west, and there we shall build up a circle of our 
own ” 

§ 2 

All that declining summer Kipps was the pupil lover 
He made an extraordinary open secret of his desire 
for self-improvement, indeed Helen had to hint once 
or twice that his modest frankness was excessive, and 
all this new circle of friends did, each after his or her 
manner, everj^ thing that was possible to supplement 
Helen’s efforts and help him to ease and skill in the 
more cultivated cncles to which he had come Coote 
was still the chief teacher, the tutor — there are so 
many little difficulties a man may take to another man 
that he would not care to propound to the woman he 
loves — but they were all, so to speak, upon the staff 
Even the freckled girl said to him once in a pleasant 
wav, “You mustn’t say ^ contre temps,’ you must say 
* contraytom,’ ” when he borrowed that expression from 

Manners and Rules,” and she tried at his own sug- 
gestion to give him cleai ideas upon the subject of as ” 
and “ has ” A certain confusion between these woids 
was becoming evident, the first fruits of a lesson from 
Chitterlow on the aspirate Hitherto he had discarded 
that dangerous letter almost altogether, but now he 
would pull up at words beginning with h ” and draw 
a sawing breath — rather like a staitled kitten — and then 
aspirate with vigour 

Said Kipps one day, ‘Mr ’e? — I «hould say, ah — 
Has ’e? Ye know I got a lot of difhcultv over them 
two words, which is which?” 

Well, ‘ as ’ IS a conjunction and ‘ has ’ is a veib ” 

** I know,” said Kipps, “ but when is ‘ has ’ a con- 
junction and when is ‘as’ a verb?” 

“Well,” said the frecl led girl, preparing to be very 
lucid, “ It’s has when it means one has, meaning having, 
but if It isn’t it’s as As for instance one says ’e — I 
mean he — He has But one says ‘ as he has ’ ” 
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as though he was a navvy uho had ta] en some dis 
agiecable poijjon which puffed him up inside his skin 
as a preliminaiv to bursting He felt too, as though 
he had been rolled in clay and his hair diessed with 
gum And he felt that his voice was strident and his 
accent hi e somebod\ swinging a crowded pig’s pail in 
a free and careless manner All this increased and 
enforced his lespect for her Hei hand, which flitted 
often and again to his hand and arm, wa singulaily 
well shaped and cool ^^Arthui,” she called hiia fiom 
the very beginning 

She did not so much positively teach and tell him 
as tactfully guide and infect him Her conversation 
was not so much didactic as exemplary She would 
say, “ I do hi e people to do ” so and so She would 
tell him anecdotes of nice things done, of gentlemanly 
feats of graceful consideration, she would record her 
neat observations oi people in trains and omnibuses, 
how, for example, a man had passed her change to the 
conductor, quite a common man he looked,’ but he 
had lifted his hat She stamped kipps so deeply with 
the hat raising habit that he would uncover if he found 
himself in the same railway ticl et office with a lady, 
and so stand ceremoniously until the difficulties of 
change drove him to an apologetic provisional oblique 
resumption of his headgear And robbing these 

things of anv air of personal application, she threw 
about them an abundant talk about her two children — 
she called them her Twin Jewels quite frequently — 
about their gifts, their temperaments, their ambition, 
their need of opportunity They needed opportunity, 
she would say, as other people needed air 

In his conversations with her Kipps always assumed, 
and she seemed to assume, that she was to join that 
home in London Helen foreshadowed, but he was sur 
prised one day to gather that this was not to be the 
case It wouldn’t do,” said Helen, with decision 
‘‘We want to make a circle of our own ” 
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‘‘But won’t she be a bit lonely down heie?” asked 
Kipps 

“There are the Waces, and Mi Prebble, and Mrs 
Bindon Botting and — lots of peonle she knows ” And 
Helen dismissed this possibility 

Young Walshingham’s share in the educatioial 
syndicate was smaller But he shone out v/hen they 
went to London on that Arts and Crafts expedition 
Then this rising man of affairs showed Kipps how to 
buy the more theatiical weeklies for consumption m 
the tiain, how to buy and what to buy in the way of 
cigaiettes with gold tips and shilling cigars, and how 
to order hock for lunch and sparkling Moselle for 
dinner, how to calculate the fare of a hansom cab — 
penny a minute while he goes — ^how to lool intelli- 
gently at an hotel tape, and how to sit still in a tram 
like a thoughtful man instead of talking like a fool and 
giving yourself away And he, too, would glance at the 
good time coming when they were to be in London for 
good and all 

That prospect expanded and developed particulais 
It presently took up a large part of Helen’s conversa 
tion Her conversations with Kipps were never of a 
grossl} sentimental sort, there was a shyness of speech 
in that matter with both of them, but these new 
adumbiations were at least as mteiesting and not so 
directly disagreeable as the clear cut intimations of 
personal defect that for a time had so greatly chastened 
Kipps’ delight in her presence The future presented 
Itself with an almost perfect franlness as a joint 
campaign of Mrs Walshingham’s Twin Jewels upon the 
Gieat World, with Kipps in the capacity of baggage 
and supply They would still be dreadfully poor, of 
course — this amazed Kipps, but he said nothing — until 
“ Brudderkins ” began to succeed, but if they were 
clever and lucky they might do a great deal 

When Helen spoke of London a brooding look, as 
of one who contemplates a distant country, came into 
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her eyes Already it seemed they had the nucleus of 
a set Brudderkms was a member of the Theatrical 
Judges, an excellent and influential little club of 
journalists and literary people, and he knew Shimer 
and Stargate and Whiffle, of the “ Red Dragon,” and 
besides these were the Revels They 1 new the Revels 
quite well Sidney Revel, before his rapid rise to 
prominence as a writer of epigrammatic essays that were 
quite above the ordinary public, had been an assistant 
master at one of the best Folkestone schools, Biudderkins 
had brought him home to tea several times, and it was 
he had first suggested Helen should try to write “ It’s 
peifectly easy,” Sidney had said He had been writing 
occasional things for the evening papers and for the 
weekly reviews even at that time Then he had gone 
up to London and had almost unavoidably become a 
dramatic critic Those brilliant essays had followed, 
and then “ Red Hearts a Beating,” the romance that 
had made him It was a tale of spirited adventure, 
full of youth and beauty and naive passion and generous 
devotion, bold, as the Bool man said, and frank in places 
never in the slightest degree morbid He had met and 
married an Amepcan widow with quite a lot of mone), 
and they had made a very distinct place for themselves 
Kipps learnt, in the literary and artistic society of 
London Helen seemed to dwell on the Revels a great 
deal, It was her exemplary story, and when she spoke 
of Sidney — she often called him Sidney — she would 
become thoughtful She spoke most of him naturally 
because she had still to meet Mrs Revel 
Certainly they would be in the world in no time, even 
if the distant connection with the Beaupres family came 
to nothing 

Kipps gathered that with his marriage and the move 
ment to London they were to undergo that subtle 
change of name Coote had first adumbrated They 
were to become ** Cuvps, ’ Mr and Mrs Cuvps Or, 
was It Cuyp? 
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“ It’ll be rum at first,” said Kipps 
‘ I dessay I shall soon get into it,” he said 
So in their several ways they all contributed to en- 
large and refine and exercise the intelligence of Kipps 
And behind all these other influences, and, as it were, 
presiding over and correcting these influences, was Kipps^ 
nearest friend, Coote, a sort of master of the ceremonies 
You figure his face, blowing slightly with solicitude, 
his slate-coloured, projecting but not unkindly eye 
intent upon our hero The thing, he thought, was 
going off admirably He studied Kipps’ character 
immensely He would discuss him with his sister, with 
Mrs Walshingham, with the freckled girl, with anyone 
who would stand it He is an interesting character,” 
he would say, likeable— a sort of gentleman by instinct 
He takes to all these things He improves every day 
He’ll soon get Sang Froid We took him up just in 
time He wants now — ^well — Next year, perhaps, if 
there is a good Extension Literature course, he might 
go in for It He wants to go in for something like 
that ” 

“ He’s going in for his bicycle now,” said Mrs 
Walshingham 

‘‘That’s all right for summer,” said Coote, “but he 
wants to go in for some serious intellectual interest, 
something to take him out of himself a little more 
Savoir Faire and self-forgetfulness is more than half the 
secret of Sang Froid ” 


§3 

The world as Coote presented it was in part an 
endorsement, in part an amplification and in part a 
rectification of the world of Kipps, the world that 
derived from the old couple in New Romney and had 
been developed m the Emporium, the world, in fact,^ 
of common British life There was the same subtle 
sense of social gradation that had moved Mrs Kipps to 



228 


KIPPS 


prohibit intercourse with laboureis’ children, and the 
same dread of anything ' common ” that had kept the 
personal quality of Mr Shalfoid s establishment so high 
But now a ccrtiin disagreeable doubt about Kipps own 
position was lemoved and he stood with Coote inside 
the sphere of gentlemen assuied Within the sphere of 
gentlemen thcie are distinctions of rani indeed, but 
none of class there are the Big People and the modest, 
refined, gentlcmanl}' little people lilc Coote \ ho may 
even dabble in the professions and counterless trades 
there are lords and magnificences, and there aie gentle 
folk who have to manage, but they can all call on one 
another, they preserve a general equality of depoitment 
throughout, they constitute that great state within the 
state. Society 

*‘But reely,” said the Pupil, not what you call 
being m Society?” 

‘‘Yes,” said Coote “Of course, down here one 
doesn’t see much ot it, but there’s local society It 
has the same rules ” 

“ Calling and all that ? ’ 

“ Precisely,” said Coote 

Kipps thought, whistled a bar, and suddenh 
broached a question of conscience “ I often wonder,” 
he said, “whether I oughtn’t to diess for dinner — 
when I m alone ’ere ” 

Coote protruded his lips and reflected “Not full 
dress,” he adjudicated, “that would be a little excts 
sive But you should chmige you know Put on a 
mess jacket and that sort of thing — easy dress That 
IS what / should do, certainly, if I wasn’t m harness — 
and poor ” 

He coughed modestly and patted his hair behind 

And after that the washing bill of Kipps quadrupled, 
and he was to be seen at times by the bandstand with 
his light summer overcoat unbuttoned to give a glimpse 
■of his nice white tie He and Coote would be smoking 
the gold-tipped cigarettes young Walshmgham had 
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prescribed as chic, and appreciating the music highly 
‘That’s — puff — a verv nice bit,” Ripps would say, or 
better, “ That’s nace ” And at the first grunts of the 
loyal anthem up they stood with religiously uplifted 
hats Whatever else you might call them, you could 
never call them disloyal 

The boundary of Society was admittedly very close 
to Coote and Kipps, and a leading solicitude of the 
true gentleman was to detect clearly those “ beneath ” 
him and to behave towards them in a proper spirit 
‘ It’s jest there it’s so ’ard for me,” said Kipps He 
had to cultivate a certain ^‘distance,” to acquire alto 
gether the art of checking the presumption of bounders 
and old friends It was difficult, Coote admitted 
“ I got mixed up with this lot ’ere,” said Kipps 
“That’s what’s so harkward — I mean awkward” 

“ You could give them a hint,” said Coote 
“ Ow?” 

“Oh^ — the occasion will suggest something” 

The occasion came one early closing night when 
Kipps was sitting in a canopy chair near the bandstand 
with his summer overcoat fully open and a new Gibus 
pulled slightly forward over his brow, waiting for 
Coote The}/ were to hear the band for an hour and 
then go down to assist Miss Coote and the freclled girl 
in trying over some Beethoven duets, if they remem 
bered them, that is, sufficiently well And as Kipps 
lounged back in his chair and occupied his mind with 
his favourite amusement on such evenings, which con- 
sisted chiefly in supposing that everyone about him was 
wondering who he was, came a rude rap at the canvas 
back and the voice of Pierce 

“ It’s nice to be a gentleman,” said Pierce, and 
swung a penny chair into position while Buggins 
appeared smiling agreeably on the other side and leant 
upon his stick He was smohng a common hnar 
ftpe f 

Two real ladies, very fashionably dressed and sitting 
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close at hand, glanced quickh at Pierce and then awa^ 
again, and it was evident ihcir wonder was at an end 
He's all right,” said Buggins, removing his pipe and 
surve)ing Kipps 

‘‘’Elio, Buggins*” said kipps, not too cordially 
“’Ow goes It?” 

“All right Holidays next week If \ou don’t 
look out, Kipps, I shall be on the Continong befoie 
you Eh?” 

“You going t’Boologne^” 

“ Ra ther Parley vous Fianccy You bet ” 

‘ / shall ’ave a bit of a run over there one of these 
days,” said Kipps 

There came a pause Pierce applied the top of his 
stick to his mouth for a space and regarded Kipps 
Then he glanced at the people about them 

“ I say, Kipps,” he said in a distinct, loud voice, 
“see ’er Ladyship lately?” 

Kipps perceived the audience was to be impressed, 
but he responded half-heartedly “No, I ’aven’t,” he 
said 

“She was along of Sir William the other night,” 
said Pierce, still loud and clear, “and she 
remembered to you ” 

It seemed to Kipps that one of the two ladies smiled 
faintly and said something to the other, and then 
certainly they glanced at Pierce kipps flushed scarlet 
Did she?” he answered 

Buggins laughed good-humouredly over his pipe 
“Sir William suffers a lot from his gout,” Pierce 
continued unabashed 

(Buggins much amused, with his pipe between his 
teeth ) 

Kipps became aware of Coote at hand 
Coote nodded rather distantly to Pierce “ Hope I 
haven’t kept you waiting, Kipps,” he said 

“I kep’ a chair for you,” said Kipps and removed a 
guardian foot 
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‘ But }ou’ve got youi friends,” said Coote 
‘ Oh’ we don’t mind,” said Pierce cordially, ‘‘the 
moie the merrier,” and, “why don’t you get a chair, 
Buggins Buggins shook his head m a sort of aside to 
Pierce and Coote coughed behind his hand 
“ Been kep’ late at business?” asked Pierce 
Coote turned quite pale and pretended not to heai 
His eyes sought in space for a time, and with a con 
\ulsive movement he recognised a distant acquaintance 
and raised his hat 

Pierce had also become a little pale He addressed 
himself to Kipps in an undertone 
“ Mr Coote, isn’t ne ?” he asked 
Coote addressed himself to Kipps directly and exclu 
sively His manner had the calm of extreme tension 
“ I’m rather late,” he said ^ I think we ought 
almost to be going on now'*'* 

Kipps stood up “That’s all right,” he said 
“Which way are }ou going?” said Pierce, standing 
also, and brushing some crumbs of cigarette ash from 
his sleeve 

For a moment Coote was breathless “ Thank you,” 
he said, and gasped Then he delivered the necessary 
blow “ I don’t think we’re in need of your society , 
you know,” and turned away 

Kipps found himself falling over chairs and things in 
the wake of Coote, and then they were clear of the 
crowd 

For a space Coote said nothing, then he remarked 
abruptly and quite angrily for him, “ I think that was 
awful Cheek’” 

Kipps made no reply 

The whole thing was an interesting little object 
lesson m distance, and it stuck in the front of Kipps’ 
mind for a long time He had particularly vivid the 
face of Pierce, with an expression between astonishment 
and anger He felt as though he had struck Pierce in 
the face under circumstances that gave Pierce no power 

8 * 
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to reply He did not attend very much to the ducts, 
and even forgot at the end of one of hem to sa} how 
perfectly lovely it was 


§ + 

But you mubt lot imagine that the national laeal of 
a gentleman, as Coote developed it, was all a matter of 
deportment and selectncss, a mere isolation from debas 
mg associations There is a Serious Side, a deeper 
aspect of the tiue Tine Gentleman But it is not \ocai 
The True Gentleman does not wear his heait on hib 
sleeve For example, he is deeply religious, as Coote 
was, as Mrs Wa^shingham was, but outside the walls of 
a church it never appears, except perhap aow and then 
in a pause, in a profound look, in a sudden avoidance 
In quite a little while Kipps also had learnt the pause, 
the profound look, the sudden avoidance, that final 
refinement of spirituality, impressionistic piet\ 

And the True Gentleman is patriotic also When 
one saw Coote lifting his hat to the National Anthem, 
then pel haps one got a glimpse of what patiiotic 
emotions, what worship, the polish of a gentleman ma\ 
hide Or singing out his deep notes against the Hosts 
of Midian, m the St Stylites* choir, then indeed \ou 
plumbed his spiritual side 

‘‘ Chrisiimi, dost thou hud them, 

On the holy ground, 

How the hosts of Mid i an. 

Prowl and prowl a7ound ^ 

Christian, up and snm it them ” 

But these were but gleams For the rest, Religion, 
Nationality, Passion, Money, Politics, mucli more so 
those caidinal issues. Birth and Death, the True Gentle- 
man skirted about and became facially rigid towards, 
and ceased to speak and panted and blew 
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“ One doesn’t talk of that sort of thing,” Coote 
would say with a gestuie of the knuclly hand 

“ O’ couise,” Kipps would reply, with an equal 
significance 

Profundities Deep, as it were, blowing to deep 

One does not talk, but on the other hand one is 
punctilious to do Actions speak Kipps — in spite of 
the fact that the Walshinghams were more than a little 
lax — Kipps, who had formerly flitted Sunday after 
Sunday from one Folkestone church to another, had 
now a sitting of his own, duly paid for at St Stvlites 
There he was to be seen, always at the surpliced ev enmg 
service, and sometimes of a morning, dressed with a 
sober precision, and with an eye on Coote in the 
chancel No difficulties^ now about finding the place 
in his book He became a communicant again — he had 
lapsed soon after his confiimation when the young lady 
in the costume loom, who was his adopted sistei, left 
the Emporium — and he would sometimes go round to 
the Vestry for Coote after the service One evening 
he was introduced to the Hon and Rev Densemore 
He was much too confused to say anything, and the 
noble cleric had nothing to say, but indisputably they 
were introduced 

No * you must not imagine that the national ideal of 
a gentleman is without its “ serious side,” without e\ en 
its stem and uncompromising side The imagination 
no doubt refuses to see Coote displaying extraordinary 
refinements of courage upon the stricken field, but m 
the walks of peace there is sometimes sore need of 
sternness Charitable as one may be, one must admit 
there are people who do things, impossible things, 
people who place themselves “ out of it ” in countless 
ways, people, moreover, who are by a sort of pre- 
destination out of It from the beginning, and against 
these Society has invented a terrible protection for its 
Cootery, the Cut The cut is no joke for anyone It 
is excommunication You may be cut by individual. 
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you may be cut by a set, or you may be — and thib is so 
tragic that beautiful romances have been written about 
It — “ Cut by the County ” One figures Coote dis 
charging this last duty and cutting somebody — Coote, 
erect and pale, never speaking, going past with eyes ot 
pitiless slate, lowei jaw protruding a little, face pursed 
up and cold and stiff 

It neier dawned upon Kipps that he would one day 
have to face this terrible front, to be ^-o Coote not only 
as one dead, but as one gone more than a stage or so in 
decay, cut and passed, banned and outcast for e\er It 
never dawned upon either of them 

Yet so it was to be * 

One cannot hide any longer that all this fine progress 
of Kipps IS doomed to end in^collapse So far indeed 
you have seen him ascend You have seen him becom 
mg more refined and careful day by day, more carefully 
dressed, less clumsy in the uses of social life You have 
seen the gulf widening between himself and his former 
low associates I have brought you at last to the vision 
of him, faultlessly dressed and posed, in an atmosphere 
of candlelight and chanting, m his own sitting in one 
of the most fashionable churches in Folkestone I 

have refrained from the lightest touch upon the tragic 
note that must now creep into my tale Yet the net of 
his low connections has been about his feet, and more 
ovei there was something interwoven m his being 
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NE day Kipps set out upon his newly mastered 
bicycle to New Romney to break the news of his engage- 
ment to his Uncle and Aunt — ^positively He was now a 
finished cyclist, but as yet an unseasoned one, the south- 
west wind, even in its summer guise, as one meets it on 
the Marsh, is the equivalent of a reasonable hill, and 
ever and again he got off and refreshed himself by a 
spell of walking He was walking just outside New 
Romney preparatory to his triumphal entry (one hand 
off) when abruptly he came upon Ann Pornick 

It chanced he was thinking about her at the time 
He had been thinking curious things, whether, after all, 
the atmosphere of New Romney and the Marsh had not 
some difference, some faint impalpable quality that was 
missing in the great and fashionable world of Folke- 
stone behind there on the hill Here there was a 
homeliness, a familiarity He had noted as he passed 
that old Mr Cliffordown’s gate had been mended with 
235 
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a fiesh piece of string In Folkestone he didn t take 
notice and he didn t care if they built thiee hundred 
houses Come to think of it, that was odd It was fine 
and grand to have twelve hundred a 'vear, it was fine to 
go about on trams and omnibuses and think not a peison 
aboard was as rich as oneself, it was fine to buy and 
order this md that and never ha\e an} worl to do and 
to be engaged to a girl distantly 1 elated to the Earl of 
Beaupres, but }et there had been a zest in the old time 
out here, a raie zest in the holidajs, in sunlight, on the 
sea beach and in the High Street, that failed from these 
new things He thought of those bright windows of 
holiday that had seemed so glorious to him in the retro 
spect from his apprentice days It was stiange that now, 
amidst his present splendours, they weie glorious still* 

All those things were o\er now — ^perhaps that was it* 
Something had happened to the world and the old light 
had been turned out He himself was changed, and Sid 
was changed, terribly changed, and Ann no doubt tvas 
changed 

He thought of her with the hair blown about her 
flushed cheeks as they stood together after their race 

Certainly she must be changed, and all the magic she 
had been fraught with to the \ery hem of her short 
petticoats gone no doubt for ever \nd as he thought 
that, or before and while he thought it, for he came to 
all these things in his own vague and stumbling way, 
he lool ed up, and there was Ann * 

She was seven years older and gieatly altered, vet for 
the moment it seemed to him that she had not changed 
at all ‘‘Ann*” he said, and she, with a lifting note, 
“ IPs Art Kipps »” 

Then he became awaie of changes — improvements 
She was as pietty as she had promised to be, her blue 
eyes as dark as his memory of them, and with a quick, 
high colour, but now Kipps by seteral inches was the 
taller again She was dressed in a simple grey dress 
that showed her very clearly as a straight and healthy 
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little woman, and her hat wa<; Sundayfied with pink 
floweis She looked soft and warm and welcoming 
Her face was alight to Xipps with her artless gladness 
at their encounter 

“ It s Art Kipps she said 
Rather,” said Kipps 
You got '^our holidays?” 

It flashed upon Kipps that Sid haa not told her of 
his great fortune Much regretful meditation upon 
bid’s behaviour had convinced him that he himself was 
to blame foi exasperating boastfulness in that affair, and 
this time he took care not to err in that direction So 
he erred in the other 

Fm taking a bit of a ’ohda^,” he said 
So’m I,” said Ann 
You been for a walk?” asked Kipps 
Ann showed him a bunch of wavside flowers 
It’s a long time since I seen you, Ann Why, ’ow 
long must It be ? Seven — eight years nearly ” 

“ It don’t do to count,” said Ann 
It don t lool like it,” said Kipps, with the slightest 
emphasis 

You got a moustache,” said Ann, smelling her 
flowers and looking at him over them, not without 
admiration 
Kipps blushed 

Presently they came to the bifurcation of the roads 
“I’m going down this way to mother’s cottage,” said 
Ann 

“ I’ll come a bit your way if I ma} ” 

In New Romney social distinctions that are primary 
realities in Folkestone are absolutely non-existent, and 
it seemed quite permissible for him to walk with Ann, 
for all that she was no more than a servant They 
talked with remarkable ease to one another, they slipped 
into a vein of intimate reminiscence in the easiest 
manner In a little while Kipps was amazed to find 
Ann and himself at this 
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‘‘You r’member that half sixpence^ What we cut 
togevver 
‘ Yes ” 

“ I got It still ” 

She hesitated “ Funnv, uasn’t if'” she said, and 
then, “ You got jours, Artie?” 

“ Rather,” said Kipps “ What do you thin^ ?” and 
wondered in his heart of hearts wh^ he had never 
lool ed at that sixpence for so long 
Ann smiled at him frankly 

“ I didn’t expect you’d keep it, ’ she said “ I 
thought often — it was sillv to keep mine 

“Besides,” she reflected, “it didn’t mean anything 
really ” 

She glanced at him as she spoke and met his e\e 
“Oh, didn’t It’” said Kipps, a little late with his 
response, and realising his infidelity to Helen even as 
he spoke 

“ It didn’t mean much anyhow,” said Ann “ \ ou 
still m the drapery ?” 

“ I’m living at Folkestone,” began Kipps and decided 
that that sufficed “Didn’t Sid tell jou he met me?” 
“No’ Here?” 

“ Yes The other day ’Bout a week or more ago ’ 
“ That was before I came ” 

“ Ah ’ that was it,” said Kipps 

“’E’s got on,” said Ann “Got ’is own shop now, 
Artie ” 

“ ’E tole me ” 

They found themselves outside Mnggett’s Cottages 
“You going in?” said Kipps 
“ I s’pose so,” said 4nn 

They both hung upon the pause Ann took a 
plunge 

“ D’you often come to New Romney ?” she said 
“ I ride over a bit at times,” said Kipps 
Another pause Ann held out her hand 
“ I’m glad I seen you,” she said 
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Extraordinary impulses arose in neglected parts of 
Kipps’ being Ann,” he said and stopped 

“ Yes,” said she, and was bright to him 

They looked at one another 

All and more than all of those first emotions of his 
adolescence had come back to him Her presence 
banished a multitude of countervailing considerations 
It was Ann more than ever She stood breathing close 
to him, with her soft looking lips a little apart and 
gladness in her eyes 

Fm awful glad to see vou again,” he said, “it 
brings back old times ” 

“ Doesn’t it?” 

Another pause He would have liked to have had a 
long talk to her, to have gone for a walk with her or 
something, to have drawn nearer to her m any con 
ceivable way, and, above all, to have had some more of 
the appreciation that shone jn her ejes, but a vestige of 
Folkestone still clinging to him told him it “wouldn’t 
do” “Well,” he said, “I must be getting on,” and 
turned away reluctantlv, with a will under com 
pulsion 

When he looked back from the corner she was still 
at the gate She was perhaps a little disconcerted by 
his retreat He felt that He hesitated for a moment, 
half turned, stood and suddenly did great things with 
his hat That hat ’ The wonderful hat of our 
civilisation ’ 

In another minute he was engaged in a similarly 
absent-minded conversation with his Uncle about the 
usual topics 

His Uncle was very anxious to buy him a few upright 
clod s as an investment for subsequent sale And there 
were also some very nice globes, one terrestrial and the 
other celestial, m a shop at Lydd that would look well 
m a drawing room and inevitably increase in value 
Kipps either did or did not agree to this purchase, he 
was unable to recollect 
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The south west wind perhaps helped him back at 
any rate he found himsdf thron£,h D}/mchinch without 
having noticed the place There came an odd efect as 
he drew near H>thc The hills on the left and the 
trees on the right seemed to draw together and close in 
upon him until his \ av was straight and narrow He 
could not turn round on that treacherous, half tamed 
machine, but he I new that behind him, he 1 new so 
well, spread the wide vast flitness of the Maish shining 
under the afternoon skv In some way this was material 
to hib thoughts And as he rode through the he came 
upon the idea that there was a considerable amount of 
incompatibility between the existence of one who was 
practically a gentleman and of Ann 

In the neighbomhood of Seabrook he began to think 
he had, in some subtle way, lowered himself by walking 
along by the side of Ann After all, she was only 

a servant 
Ann ’ 

She called out all the least gentlemanly instincts of 
his nature There had been a moment in their con 
veisation when he had quite distinctly thought it would 
really be an extremely nice thing for someone to kiss 
her lips There was a warming quality about 

Ann — ^at least for kipps She impressed him as having 
during their vast interval of separation contrived to 
make herself in some distinctive way hi 

Fancy keeping that half sixpence all this time ’ 

It was the most flattering thing that had ever hap 
pened to Kipps 


§ 2 

He found himself presently sitting over ‘‘ The Art 
of Conversing/' lost in the strangest musings He got 
up, walked about, became stagnant at the window for a 
space, roused himself, and by way of something lighter 
tried Sesame and Lilies ” From that, too, his atten 
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tion wandered He sat back ^non he smiled, anon 
sighed He arose, pulled his leys from his pocket, 
lool ed at them, decided, and went upstairs He 
opened the little }eliow box that had been the nucleus 
of all his possessions in the world, and took out a small 
^‘Escritoire,* the very humblest sort of present, and 
opened it — kneeling And there, in the corner, was a 
little pad et of paper, sealed as a last defence against 
any piymg invader with red sealing wax It had gone 
untouched for years He held this little packet between 
finger and thumb for a moment, regarding it, and then 
put down the escritoiie and broke the seal 

As he was getting into bed that night he remembered 
something for the first time * 

‘Dash It*** he said “Dashed if I told *em t/izs 
time Weill 

“ I shall *ave to go over to New Romney again * ’* 

He got into bed and remained sitting pensively on 
the pillow for a space 

“ It*s a rum world,** he reflected after a vast 
interval 

Then he recalled that she had noticed his moustache 
and embaiked upon a sea of egotistical musing 

He imagined himself telling Ann how iich he was 
What a surpiise that would be for her* 

Finallv he sighed profoundly, blew out his candle 
and snuggled down, and m a little while he was 
asleep 

But the next morning and at intervals afterwards he 
found himself thinking of Ann — Ann the bright, the 
desirable, the welcoming, and with an extraordinary 
streakmess he wanted quite badly to go, and then as 
badly not to go, over to New Romney again 

Sitting on the Leas in the afternoon, he had an idea 
“I ought to *a\e told *er, I suppose, about my being 
engaged 
“ Ann *** 

All sorts of dreams and impressions that had gone 
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dean out of his mental existence came bad to him, 
changed and brought up to date to fit her altered 
presence He thought of how he had gone back to 
New Romnev for his Christmas holidays, determined to 
kiss her, and of the awful blankness of the discovery 
that she had gone aw a} 

It seemed incredible now, and yet not wholly in 
credible, that he had cried real tears foi her — how 
many years was it ago 


§3 

Daily I should thank mv Maker that He did not 
appoint me Censor of the world of men I should 
temper a fierce injustice with a spasmodic indecision 
that would prolong rather than mitigate the bitterness 
of the Day For human dignin, for all con cious 
human superiority I should lack the beginnings of 
chanty, for bishops, prosperous schoolmasters, judges 
and all large respect-pampered souls And more 
especially bishops, towards whom I bear an atavistic 
Vil mg grudge, dreaming not infrequently and with 
imariable zest of galleys and landings and well 1 nown 
luing ornaments of the episcopal bench sprinting inland 
on twinkling gaiters before mv thirsty blade — all these 
people, I say, I should treat below their deserts, but, on 
the other hand, for such as Kipps — There the exas 
perating indecisions would come in The Judgment 
would be arrested at Kipps Everyone and everything 
would wait The balance would sway and sway, and 
whenever it heeled towards an adverse decision, my 
finger would set it swaying again Kings, warriors, 
statesmen, brilliant women, personalities, panting with 
indignation, headline humanity m general, would stand 
undamned, unheeded, or be damned 111 the most casual 
manner for their importunity, while my eye went about 
for anything possible that could be said on behalf of 
Kipps Albeit I fear nothing can save him from 



DISCORDS 


243 

condemnation upon this present score, that within two 
days he was talking to Ann again 

One seeks excuses Overnight there had been, in 
his presence, an encounter of Chitterlow and young 
Walshingham that had certainly warped his standards 
They had called within a few minutes of each other, 
and the two, swayed by virile attentions to Old 
Methusaleh Three Stars, had talked against each other, 
over and at the hospitable presence of Kipps Walsh- 
ingham had seemed to win at the beginning, but finally 
Chitterlow had made a magnificent display of vocifera- 
tion and swept him out of existence At the beginning 
Chitterlow had opened upon the great profits of play- 
wrights and young Walshingham had capped him at 
once with a cynical, but impressive, display of know- 
ledge of the High Finance If Chitterlow boasted his 
thousands, young Walshingham boasted his hundreds 
of thousands, and was for a space left in sole possession 
of the stage, juggling with the wealth of nations He 
was going on by way of Financial Politics to the Over- 
man, before Chitterlow recoveied from his first check, 
and came back to victory Talking of Women,” said 
Chitterlow, coming in abruptly upon some things not 
generally known, beyond Walshingham^s more imme 
diate circle, about a recently departed Empire-builder, 
‘‘Talking of Women and the way they Get at a 


[Though as a matter of fact they had been talking 
of the Corruption of Society by Speculation ] 

Upon this new topic Chitterlow was soon manifestly 
invincible He knew so much, he had known so many 
Young Walshingham did his best with epigrams and 
reservations, but even to Kipps it was evident that this 
was a book-learned depravity One felt Walshingham 
had never known the inner realities of passion But 
Chitterlow convinced and amazed He had run away 
with girls, he had been run away with by girls, he had 
been in love with several at a time — “not counting 
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Bessie’’ — he had loved and lost, he had lo\cd and 
refrained, and he had lo\ed ind failed He threw 
remarl able lights upon the moral state of Amciica — m 
which coiintiv he had to ired xvith gieat success He set 
hib tall to the tunc of one of Mr Kipling’s best known 
songs He told an incident of simple romantic paasion, 
a delirious dieam of love and beauty m a Saturday to 
Monday steambo t trip up the Hudson, and tagged his 
end with ‘‘I kaint about women from ’er* After 
that he adopted the refrain, and then lapsed into the 
pluses of Kipling “Little Kipling,” said Chitterlow, 
with the familiarity of affection, J/c 1 nows,” and brole 
into quotation 

“ ^ I ve taken my fun uhe^e I oe found tc 
I ve rogned and V oe la^iged m my time 
Pve ^ad my fichn^ of sweet earis 
Alt four of the lot was Prime ’ ” 

(These things, I say, affect the moral standards of the 
best of us ) 

“/’d? have liked to have wiitten that,” said Chitter 
low “That’s Life, that is^ But go and put it on 
the Stage, put even a bit of the Realities of Life on the 
Stage, and see what they’ll do to } ou ^ Only Kipling 
could venture on a job like that That Poem knocked 
me ’ I don’t say Kipling hasn’t knocked me before and 
since, but that was a Fair Knock Out And yet — you 
know — there’s one thing in it this 

“ ‘ Pve taken my fun where Pve found it. 

And now I must 'pay for my fun, 

For the moie you ^croe known o^ the others. 

The less will you settle to one ’ 

Well In my case anyhow — I don’t know how much 
that proves, seeing I’m exceptional m so many things 
and there’s no good denying it — but so far as I’m con- 
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ccrned — I tell you two, but of course you needn’t let 
It go any further — Pve been perfectly faithful to Muriel 
ever since I married her — ever since Not once 

Not even by accident have I ever said or done anything 
in the slightest — ” His little brown eye became pen- 
sive after this flattering intimacy and the gorgeous 
drapeiies of his abundant voice fell into graver folds 
1 learnt about women from er ” he said impressively 
‘Yes,” said Walshingham, getting into the hinder 
spaces of that splendid pause, “ a man must know about 
women And the only sound way of learning is the 
experimental method ” 

If you want to 1 now about the experimental 
method, my boy,’ said Chitterlow, resuming 

So they talked Lx fede Herculem as Coote, that 
cultivated polyglot, would have put it And in the 
small houis Kipps went to bed, with his brain whirling 
with words and whisky, and sat for an unconscionable 
time upon his bed edge, musing sadly upon the un- 
manly monogamy that had cast its shadow upon his 
career, musing with his thoughts pointing aioimd more 
and more certainly to the possibility of at least duplicity 
with ^nn 

§4 

For a whole day he had refiained with some in- 
sistence from going off to New Romney again 

I do not know if this may count in palliation of his 
misconduct Men, real Strong Souled, Healthy Men, 
should be, I suppose, impervious to conversational 
atmospheres, but I have never claimed for Kipps a 
place at these high levels The fact remains that the 
next day he spent the afternoon with Ann and found 
no scruple in displaying himself a budding lover 

He had met her m the High Street, had stopped her, 
and almost on the spur of the moment had boldly 
proposed a walk, ‘‘ for the sake of old times ” 

** 7 don’t mind,” said Ann 
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Her consent almost fiightcned kipps His imagina 
tion had not carried him to that “It would be a lark/^ 
said Kipps, and looked up the street and down 
“Now?* he said 

“I don’t mind a bit Artie I uis jUst going for a 
walk along towards St Mai-v’s 

“ Let’s go that wa^ be ind the chinch ’ said Kipps, 
and presently they found themsehcs drifting seaward in 
a mood of pleasant commonplace For a while they 
tailed of Sid It went clean out of Kipps head 
even at that early stage that Ann w as a “ girl ” accord 
mg to the exposition of Chitterlow, and for a time he 
remembered only that she was Ann But afterwards, 
with the reek of that tali in his head, he lapsed a little 
from that personal relation They came out upon the 
beach and sat down in a tumbled pebbly place where 
a meagre grass and patches of sea poppy were growing, 
and Kipps reclined on his elbow and tossed pebbles in 
his hand, and Ann sat up, sunlit, regarding him They 
talked m fragments They exhausted Sid, they ex 
haiisted Ann, and Kipps was chary of his riches 

He declined to a faint love-making “ I got that ’arf 
sixpence still,” he said 
“ Reely?” 

That changed the key “ I alway s kept mine, 
some’ow,” said Ann, and there was a pause 

They spoke of how often they had thought of each 
other during those intervening years Kipps may have 
been untruthful, but Ann peihaps was not “ I met 
people here and there,” said Ann, “but I never met 
anyone quite like you, Artie ” 

“ It’s jolly our meeting again, anyhow,” said Kipps 
“ Look at that ship out there She’s pretty close 
in ” 

He had a dull period, became indeed almost pensive, 
and then he was enterprising for a while He tossed up 
his pebbles so that as if by accident they fell on Ann’s 
hand Then, very penitently, he stroked the place 
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That would have led to all sorts of coquetries on the 
part of Flo Bates, for example, but it disconcerted and 
checked Kipps to find Ann made no objection, smiled 
pleasantly down on him, with eyes half shut because ot 
the sun She was taking things very much for granted 

He began to talk, and Chitterlow standards resuming 
possession of him he said he had never forgotten her 
I never forgotten you either, Artie/’ she said 
Funny, isn’t it?” 

It impiessed Kipps also as funnv 

He became reminiscent, and suddenlj- a warm 
summer’s evening came back to him Remember them 
cockchafers, Ann?” he said But the reality of the 
evening he recalled was not the chase of cockchafers 
The great reality that had suddenly arisen between them 
was that he had never kissed Ann m his life He looked 
up and there were her lips 

He had wanted to very badly, and his memory leaped 
and annihilated an interval That old resolution came 
back to him, and all sorts of new resolutions passed out 
of mind And he had learnt something since those 
boyish days This time he did not ask He went on 
talking, his nerves began very faintly to quiver, and his 
mind grew bright 

Presently, having satisfied himself that there was no 
one to see, he sat up beside her and remarked upon the 
clearness of the air, and how close Dungeness seemed 
to them Then they came upon a pause again 

Ann,” he whispered, and put an arm that quivered 
about her 

She was mute and unresisting, and, as he was to 
remember, solemn 

He turned her face towards him, and kissed her lips, 
and she kissed him back again — ^kisses frank and tender 
as a child’s 
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It was curious that in the retrospect he did not find 
nearly the satisfaction in this in fidelity he had imagined 
was there It was no doubt desperately doggish, dog 
gish to an almost Chitterlowcsque degree, to recline 
on the beach at J ittlestone with a “ girl ” to make love 
to her and to achieve the tiiumph of kissing her, when 
he was engaged to another girl ” at Follestore, but 
somehow these two people were not ^‘giils,’ the} were 
Ann and Helen Particularly Helen declined to be 
considered as a ‘ girl ” Aind there was something in 
Ann’s quietly friendly eyes, in her frank smile, in the 
naive pressure of her hand, there was something un 
defended and welcoming that impaited a flavour to the 
business upon which he had not counted He had 
learnt about women from her That refrain ran 
through his mind and deflected his thoughts, but as 
a matter of fact he had learnt about nothing but 
himself 

He wanted very much to see Ann some more and 
explain He did not clearly know what it was he 
wanted to explain 

He did not clearlv Inow anything It is the last 
achievement of the intelligence to get all of one’s life 
into one coherent scheme, and Kipps was only in a 
measure more awaie of himself as a whole than is a 
tree His existence was an affair of dissolving and 
recurring moods When he thought of Helen or Ann 
or any of his friends, he thought sometimes of this 
aspect and sometimes of that — and often one aspect was 
finally incongruous with another He loved Helen, he 
revered Helen He was also beginning to hate her 
with some intensity When he thought of that expedi 
tion to Lympne, profound, vague, beautiful emotions 
flooded his being, when he thought of paying calls with 
her perforce, or of her latest comment on his bearing, 
he found himself rebelliouslv composing fierce and 
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pungent insults, couched in the vernacular But Ann, 
whom he had seen so much less ot, was a simpler 
memory She was pietty, she was almost softlv 
feminine, and she was possible to his imagination just 
exactly where Helen was impossible More than anj- 
thing else, she carried the charm of lespect for him, the 
slightest glmce of her eyes was balm for his peipetuallv 
wounded self-conceit 

Chance suggestions set the tune ot his thoughts, and 
his sUtL of health and repletion gave the colour ^et 
somehow he had this at least almost clear m his mind, 
that to have gone to see Ann a second time, to have 
implied that she had been in possession of his thoughts 
through all this interval, and, above all, to have kissed 
her, was shabby and wrong Only unhappily this much 
of lucidity had come now just a few hours after it WaS 
needed 

§6 

Four days after this it was that Kipps got 
up so late He got up late, cut his chin while 
shaving, kicked a slipper into his sponge bath and 
said ‘‘Desh’’^ 

Perhaps you know those intolerable mornings, dear 
Reader, when you seem to have neither the heart nor 
the strength to rise, and your nervous adjustments are 
all wrong and your fingers thumbs, and >ou hate the 
very birds for singing You feel inadequate to any 
demand whatever Often such awakenings follow a 
poor night’s rest, and commonly they mean indis- 
criminate eating, or those subtle mental influences old 
Kipps ascribed to “ Foozle He ’’ in the system, or worry 
And with Kipps — albeit Chitterlow had again been his 
guest overnight — assuredly worry had played a leading 
role Troubles had been gathering upon him for days, 
there had been a sort of concentration of these hosts 
of Midian overnight, and in the grey small hours Kipps 
had held his review 
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a banner that was the facsimile of a card upon his 
looking glass in the room below And in relation to 
this terribl) significant document things had come to a 
pass with Helen that he could only describe m his own 
expressive idiom as words ” 

It had long been a smouldering issue between them 
that Kipps was not availing himself with any energy or 
freedom of the opportunities he had of social exercises, 
much less was he seeking additional opportunities He 
had, It was evident, a peculiar dread of that universal 
afternoon enjoyment, the Call, and Helen made it un 
ambiguously evident that this dread was silly ^ and 
had to be overcome His first display of this unmanly 
weakness occuired at the Cootes^ on the day before 
he kissed Ann They were all there, chatting very 
pleasantly, when the little servant with the big cap 
announced the younger Miss Wace 

Whereupon Kipps manifested a lively horror and 
rose partially from his chair O Gum ^ he protested 
" Carn’t I go upstairs?” 

Then he sank back, foi it was too late Very prob 
ably the younger Miss Wace had heard him as she 
came m 

Helen said nothing offthat, though her manner may 
have shown her surprise, but afterwards she told Kipps 
he must get used to seeing people, and suggested that 
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he ahould pay a series of* calls with Mrs WaUhmgham 
and herself Kipps gave a reluctant assent at the time 
and afterwards displayed a talent for evasion that she 
had not suspected in him At last she did succeed m 
securing him for a call upon Miss Punchafer of Radnor 
Park — a particularly easy call because Miss Punchafer, 
being so deaf, one could say practically what one liked 
— and then outside the gate he shirked again “ I can’t 
go in,” he said in a faded voice 

‘‘ You said Helen, beautiful as ever, but even 

more than a little hard and forbidding 
I can’t ” 

He produced his handkerchief hastily, thrust it to 
his face, and regarded her over it with rounded, hostile 
eyes 

‘ ’Possible,” he said, in a hoarse, strange voice out of 
the handkerchief Nozzez bleedm’ ” 

But that was the end of his power of resistance, and 
when the rally for the Anagram Tea occurred she bore 
down his feeble protests altogether She insisted She 
said frankly, I am going to give you a good talking to 
about this,” and she did 

From Coote he gathered something of the nature of 
Anagrams and Anagram parties An anagram, Coote 
explained, was a word spelt the same way as another, 
only differently arranged, as, for instance, T O C O E 
would be an anagram for his own name, Coote 
T O C O E ,” repeated Kipps very carefully 
‘‘ Or T O E C O ,” said Coote 
“ Or T O E C O ,” said Kipps, assisting his poor 
head by nodding it at each letter 

‘‘Toe Company like,” he said in his efforts to com- 
prehend 

When Kipps was clear what an anagram meant, Coote 
came to the second heading, the Tea Kipps gathered 
there might be from thirty to sixty people present, ana 
that each one would have an anagram, pinned on 
‘^They give you a card to put your guesses on, rather 



kIPPS 


252 

hie a dence progiammc, and then, }ou know, }ou go 
roimd and guess’ said Coote It b lathci good fun” 

‘ Oo rather’’ said Kipps, with stimuhted gusto 
^ It shakes ever^bod’^ up together,” said Coote 
I ipps smiled ana nodded 

In he small hours all his painful meditations \/ere 
thie ded b\ the vision of that Anagram Pea, it kept 
maiching to and fio and in and out of 11 his other 
tioubles, from thiitv to si\t} pcop’e, mosth ladies and 
callers, and a great number of the Iciieib of the alphabet, 
and more paiticulailv P I K P S and T O E C 0, 
and he was tr\mg to male one word out of the tdiole 
intei mi liable procession 

This word, as he finalh gate it with some emphasis 
to the silence of the night, was ‘‘ Demn 

Then, wreathed as it were in this letteied piocession, 
was the figure of Helen as she had appeared at the 
moment of ‘‘words”, hci face a little hard, a little 
irritated, a little disappointed He imagined himself 
going around and guessing under her eve 

He tried to think of other things, without lapsing 
upon a still deeper uneasincbs that was decorated with 
yellow sea poppies, and the figures of Buggins, Pierce 
and Caishot, three murdered Friendships, rose reproach 
fully in the stillness and changed horrible apprehensions 
into unspeakable remorse Last night had been their 
customary night for the banjo, and Kipps, with a certain 
tremulous uncertainty, had put old Methusaleh amidst a 
retinue of glasses on the table and opened a box of choice 
cigars In vain They were m no need, it seemed, of 
hts society But instead Chitterlow had come, anxious 
to know if It was all right about that syndicate plan 
He had declined anything but a very weak whisk) and 
soda, “just to drink,” at least until business was settled, 
and had then opened the whole affair with an effect of 
great orderliness to KippS Soon he was taking another 
whisky bv sheer inadvertency, and the complex fabric 
of his conversation was running more easily from the 
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woven a nairative of extensive alterations in the 
Pestered Butterfly — the neck and beetle business was to 
be restored — the story of a grave difference of opinion 
with Mrs Ch tterlow where and how to live after the 
play had succeeded, the reasons why the Hon Thomas 
Norgate had never linanced a syndicate, and much 
matter also about the syndicate now under discussion 
But if the current of their conversation had been 
vortical and crowded, the outcome was perfectly clear 
Kipps was to be the chief participator in the syndicate, 
and his contribution was to be two thousand pounds 
Kipps groaned and rolled over, and found Helen, as it 
were, on the other side “ Promise me,” she had said, 
‘‘ you won’t do anything without consulting me ” 

Kipps at once rolled back to his former position, and 
for a space lay quite still He felt like a very young 
rabbit in a trap 

Then suddenly, with extraordinary distinctness, his 
heart cried out for Ann, and he saw her as he had seen 
her at New Romney, sitting amidst the yellow sea 
poppiei with the sunlight on her face His heart called 
ouii*ior her in the darkness as one calls for rescue He 
kmew, as though he had known it always, that he lovcfd 
Helen no more He wanted Ann, he wanted to hold 
her and be held by her, to I iss her again and again, to 
turn his back for ever on all these other things 

He rose late, but this terrible discovery was still 
there, undispelled by cockcrow or the day He rose m 
a shattered condition, and he cut himself while shaving, 
but at last he got into his dining room and could pull 
the bell for the hot constituents of his multifarious 
breakfast And then he turned to his letters There 
were two real letters in addition to the customary 
electric-belt advertisement, continental lottery circular 
and betting tout’s card One was in a slight-mourning 
envelope and addressed in an unfamiliar hand This 
he opened first and discovered a note 
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Mrs Raymond wage 

requests the pleasure of 
Mr KIPPS* 

Company at Dinner 

071 Tuesday Stpieinher at S o dock 

RSVP 


With a hasty movement Kipps turned his mind to 
the second letter It was an unusuall} long one ^rom 
his Uncle, and ran as follows 

My Dear Nephew 

“We are considerably startled by your letter 
though expecting something of the sort and disposed to 
hope for the best If the young lady is a relation to 
the Earl of Beaupres well and good but take care you 
are not being imposed upon for there are many who 
will be glad enough to snap you up now your circum 
stances are alteied I waited on the old Earl once 
while m service and he was remarkably close with his 
tips and suffered from corns A hasty old gent and 
hard to please — I daresay he has forgotten me alto 
gether — and anyhow there is no need to rake up by 
gones To-morrow is bus day and as you say the young 
lady IS living near by we shall shut up shop for there is 
really nothing doing now what with all the visitors 
bringing everything with them down to their very 
children’s pails and say how de do to her and give her 
a bit of a kiss and encouragement if we think her 
suitable — she will be pleased to see your old uncle We 
wish we could have had a lool at her first but still there 
IS not much mischief done and hoping that all will turn 
out well yet I am 

“ Your affectionate Uncle 

“ Edward George Kipps 
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My heartburn still very bad I shall bring over a 
few bits of rhubub I picked up, a sort you won^t get 
in Folkestone and if possible a good bunch of flowers 
for the young lady ” 

Comm’ over to day,” said Kipps, standing help- 
lessly with the letter in his hand 

‘‘ ’Ow the Juice ? 

‘‘ I carn’t 

^‘Kiss ’er>” 

A terrible anticipation of that gathering framed itself 
in his mind — a hideous, impossible disaster 

I carn’t even face ’er 

His voice went up to a note of despair, ‘‘And it’s 
too late to telegrarf and stop em’” 


§7 

\bout twenty minutes after this, an outporter in 
Castle Hill Avenue was accosted by a young man with 
a pale, desperate face, an exquisitely rolled umbrella 
and a heavy Gladstone bag 

Carry this to the station, will you?” said the 
young man “ I want to ketch the nex’ tram to 
London You’ll ’ave to look sharp — I ’aven’t 

very much time ” 


9 
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London 


I 

JL-/0!ND0N was Kipps’ third world Ihere were no 
doubt othei woilds, but Kipps knew only these three, 
firstly, New Romney and the Empoiium, constituting his 
piimaiy world, his world of origin, which also con 
tamed Ann, secondly, the woi Id of culture and refine 
mcnt, the woild of which Coote wis chiperon, and 
into which Kipps v\as presently to mairv, a world it 
was fast becoming e\idcnt absolutely incompatible 
with the first, and thiidh, a world still to a large 
extent unexplored, London I ondon presented itself 
as a place of great giey spaces and incredible multitudes 
of people, centring about Chaiing Cross Station and 
the Royal Grand Hotel, and containing at unexpected 
arbitrary points shops of the most amazing sort, statuary, 
squares, restaurants — ^where it was possible for clever 
people like Walshmgham to order a lunch item by 
Item, to the waiters’ evident respect and sympathy — 
exhibitions of incredible things — the Walshinghams had 
256 
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uken liim to the Arts and Crafts and to a picture 
gallery — and theatres London, moreover, is rendered 
habitable by hansom cabs Young Walshingham was a 
natural cab taker, he was an all-round large-minded 
youn^ man, and he had in the course of their two days’ 
stay taken Kipps into no less than nine, so that Kipps 
was smgulaily not afraid of these vehicles He knew 
that wherever you were, so soon as you were thoroughly 
lost you said ‘‘Hi*” to a cab, and then “Royal Grand 
Hotel ” Day and night these trust) conveyances are 
returning the strayed Londoner back to his point of 
departuic, and were it not foi their activity, in a little 
while the whole population, so \ast and mcompre 
hensible is the intricate complexity of this gieat city, 
would be hopelessly lost for ever At any late, that is 
how the thing presented itself to Kipps, and I have 
heard much the same from American visitors 

His tiain was composed of corridor carriages, and he 
forgot his trouble for a time in the wonders of this 
modern substitute for railway compartments He went 
from the non smoking to the smoking carriage and 
smol ed a cigarette, and strayed from his second class 
carnage to a first and back But presently Black Care 
got aboard the tram and came and sat beside him The 
exhilaration of escape had evaporated now and he was 
presented with a tenible picture of his Aunt and Uncle 
arriving at his lodgings and finding him fled He had 
left a hasty message that he was called away suddenly 
on business, “ ver important business,” and they were 
to be sumptuously entertained His immediate motive 
had been his passionate dread of an encounter between 
these excellent but unrefined old people and the Walsh- 
mghams, but now that end was secured, he could see 
how thwarted and exasperated they would be 
How to explain to them ? 

He ought never to have written to tell them * 

He ought to have got married and told them after- 
wards 
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He ought to have consulted Helen 
Promise me,” she had said 

“Oh, deshf^^ said Kipps, and got up and walked back 
into the smoking car and began to consume cigarettes 

Suppose, after all, they found out the Walshinghams* 
address and went there * 

At Charing Cross, however, \;ere distractions again 
He took a cab in an entirely Walshingham mannei, and 
was pleased to note the enhanced respect of the cabman 
when he mentioned the Ro3^il Grand He followed 
Walshingham s routine on their previous visit with per 
feet success They were very nice in the office, and gave 
him an excellent room at fourteen shillings the night 

He went up and spent a consideiable time examining 
the furniture of his room, scrutinising himself in its 
various mirrors and sitting on the edge of the bed 
whis ling It was a vast and splendid apartment, and 
cheap at fourteen shillings But finding the figure of 
Ann inclined to resume possession of his mind, he 
roused himself and descended by the staircase after a 
momentary hesitation before the lift He had thought 
of lunch, but he drifted into the great drawing-room 
and read a guide to the Hotels of Europe for a space^ 
until a doubt whether he was entitled to use this 
palatial apartmert without extra charge arose in his 
mind He would have liked something to eat very 
much now, but his inbied terror of the table was strong 
He did at last get by a porter in uniform towards the 
dining-room, but at the sight of a number of waiters 
and tables, with remarkable complications of knives and 
glasses, terror seized him, and he backed out again with 
a mumbled remark to the waiter in the doorway about 
this not being the wa} 

He hovered m the hall and lounge until he thought 
the presiding porter regarded him with suspicion, and 
then went up to his room again by the staircase, got his 
hat and umbrella and struck boldly across the courtyard 
He would go to a restaurant instead 
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He had a moment of elation in the gateway He 
felt all the Strand must notice him as he emerged 
through tne great gate of the hotel One of these 
here rich swells,” they would say ‘‘ Don’t they go it 
just’” A cabman touched his hat ‘‘No fear,” said 
Kipps pleasantly 

Then he remembered he was hungry 

Yet he decided he was in no great hurrv for lunch, 
in spite of an internal protest, and turned eastward 
along the Strand in a leisurely manner He would find 
a place to suit him soon enough He tried to remember 
the sort of dishes Walshingham had ordered Before all 
things he didn’t want to go into a place and look like 
a fool Some of these places 100k you dreadful, besides 
making fun of you There was a place near Essex 
Street where there was a window brightly full of chops, 
tomatoes and lettuce He stopped at this and reflected 
for a time, and then it occurred to him that you were 
expected to buy these things raw and cook them at 
home Anyhow, there was sufficient doubt in the 
matter to stop him He drifted on to a neat window 
with champagne bottles, a dish of asparagus and a 
framed menu of a two shilling lunch He was about 
to enter, when fortunately he perceived two waiters 
looking at him over the back bcreen of the window with 
a most ironical expression, and he sheered off at once 
There was a wonderful smell of hot food half way- 
down Fleet Street and a nice-looking tavern with several 
doors, but he could not decide which door His nerve 
was going under the strain 

He hesitated at Farnngdon Street and drifted up to 
St Paul’s and round the churchward, full chiefly of 
dead bargains in the shop windows, to Cheapside But 
now Kipps was getting demoralised, and each house of 
refreshment seemed to promise still more complicated 
obstacles to food He didn’t know how you went in 
and what was the correct thing to do with your hat, he 
didn’t know what you said to the waiter or what you 
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caPed the different things, he was convinced absolutely 
he would “ fumble,’* as Shalford would have said, and 
lool like a fool Somebody might laugh at him ’ The 
hungrier he got the more unendurable was the thought 
that anyone should laugh at him For a time he con 
sideied an extraordinary expedient to account for his 
Ignorance He would go in and pretend to be a 
foieigncr Piesentlv he had drifted into a part 

of London where there did not seem to be an\ lefresh 
ment places at all 

“ Oh, desk said Kipps, m 1 sort of agony of inde 
cisiveness The very nex* place I see, m I go ” 

The next place was a fned~fish shop in a little side 
street, where there were also sausages on a gas lit grill 

He would have gone in, but suddenly a new scruple 
came to him, that he was too well dressed for the 
company he could see dim‘'y through the steam sitting 
at the counter and eating with ^ sort of nonchalant 
speed 


§ 2 

He was half minded to resoit to a hanson and brave 
the terrors of the dining-room of the Royal Grand — 
the"^ wouldn’t know why he had gone out really — 
when the only person he knew m London appeared (as 
the only person one does 1 now will do in London) and 
slapped him on the shoulder Kipps was hoveling at a 
window a few yards from the fish shop, pretending to 
examine some really strikingly cheap pink baby linen, 
and trying to settle finally about those sausages 

Hullo, Kipps’” cried Sid, ‘‘spending the 
millions f*” 

Kipps turned, and was glad to peiceive no lingering 
vestige of the chagrin that had been so painful at New 
Romney Sid looked grave and important, and he wore 
a quite new silk hat that gave a commercial touch to a 
generally socialistic costume For a moment the sight 
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I knew the man before Met him at our Sociological, 
and after a bit he said he wasn’t comfortable where he 
was Thit’s how it came about He s a first clas chap 
— first class Science’ You should see his books’ 

Properly he’s a sort of journalist He s written a 
lot of things, but he’s been too ill lately to do very 
much Poetry he’s wiitten, all sorts He writes for 
the Commonweal sometimes, and sometimes he reviews 
books He’s got ’caps of books — ’caps Besides selling 
a lot 

He knows a regular lot of people, and all sorts of 
things Hes been a dentist, and he’s a qualified 
chemist, an’ I seen him often reading German and 

French Taught ’imself He was here ’ 

Sid indicated South Kensington, which had come 
opportunely outside the cairiage windows, with a nod 
of his head, “ — three years Studying science But 
you’ll see ’im When he really gets to talking — ^he 
fours It out ” 

‘‘Ah’” said Kipps, nodding sympathetically, with hxs 
two hands on his umbrella knob 

“ He’ll do big things some diy,” said Sid “ He’s 
written a book on science already ‘ Physiography,’ it’s 
called ‘ Elemental y Physiognphy ’ ’ Some diy he’ll 
write an Advanced — ^ivhen he gets time ” 

He let this soak into Kipps 

“ I can’t introduce you to lords and swells,” he went 
on, “ but I can show you a Famous Man, that’s going 

to be I can do that Leasm^ays — unless ” 

Sid hesitated 

‘ He’s got a frightful cough,” he said 
“ He won’t care to talk to me,” weighed Kipps 
“That’s all right, he won’t mind He’s fond of 
talking He’d talk to anyone,” said Sid reassuringly, 
and added a perplexing bit of Londonised Latin “ He 
doesn’t fute anything, non edtenum You know ” 

“ / know,” said Kipps intelligently, over his umbrella 
knob, though of course that was altogether untrue 
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Kipps found Sid’s shop a practical-looking establish 
ment, stocked with the most remarkable collection of 
bicycles and pieces of bicycle that he had ever beheld 
My hiring stock,” said Sid, with a wave to this iron 
mongery, “ and there’s the best machine at a democratic 
price in London, The Red Flag, built by me See ?” 

He indicated a graceful grey-brown framework in 
the window “ And there’s my stock of accessories — 
store prices 

“ Go m for motors a bit,” added Sid 
^‘Mutton?” said Kipps, not hearing him distinctly 
“ Motors, I said ’Owever, Mutton Depart 

ment ’ere,” and he opened a door that had a curtain 
guarded window m its upper panel, to reveal a little 
room with red walls and green furniture, with a white 
clothed table and the generous piomise of a meal 
‘‘Fanny’” he shouted “Here’s Art Kipps” 

A bright eyed young woman of five or six and twenty 
in a pink print appeared, a little flushed from cooking, 
and wiped a hand on an apron and shook hands and 
smiled, and said it would all be ready in a minute She 
went on to say she had heard of Kipps and his luck, and 
meanwhile Sid vanished to draw the beer, and returned 
with two glasses for himself and Kipps 

“ Drink that,” said Sid, and Kipps felt all the better 
for It 

“ I give Mr Masterman ^ts upstairs a hour ago,” said 
Mrs Sid “ I didn’t think ’e ought to wait ” 

A rapid succession of brisk movements on the part of 
everyone, and they were all four at dinner — the fourth 
person being Master Walt Whitman Pornick, a cheer- 
ful young gentleman of one and a half, who was given 
a spoon to hammer on the table with to keep him quiet, 
and who got “ Kipps ” right at the first effort and kept 
It all through the meal, combining it first with this 
previous acquisition, and then that “ Peacock Kipps ” 

9 * 
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said Master Walt, at uhich theie was gieat laughter, 
and also More Mutton Kipps ” 

He s a icgular onci,” said Mis Sid, ‘‘ foi catching 
up woids You can’t sa\ a word but wint ’c s on to it” 
There weie no serviet es and less cciemonv, and 
Kipps thought he had nevci tnjo\cd a meal so much 
Everyone was a little excited hy the meeting and 
chatting and disposed to laugh and things went easily 
from the very beginning If there was a pause Mastei 
Walt hlled it in Mis Sid, who tcnpeied her cnoimons 
admi anon for Sid s intellect and his socnlism and his 
severe business methods by a motheily sense of her sex 
and seniority, spoke of them both as “\ou bovs,” and 
dilated — when she was not urging Kipps to have some 
more of this or that — on the disparity between herself 
and her husband 

Shouldn’t ha’ thought there was a year between 
you,” said Kipps, you seem jest a match ” 

‘M’m match, am how,” said Mrs Sid, and no 
epigram of young Walshingham’s was e\er better 
received 

Match ” said voting Walt, coming in on the tail of 
the joke and getting a round for himself 

'^nv sense of supeiior fortune had long vanished from 
Kipps’ mind, and he found himself looking at host and 
hostess with enormous respect Really old '^id was a 
wonderful chap, here in his o\ n house it tvvo and 
twent), caiving his own mutton and lording it over 
wife and child No legacies needed by him ’ And 
Mis Sid, so kind and bright and heaitv’ And the 
child, old Sid’s child ’ Old Sid had jumped round a 
bit It needed the sense of his fortune at the back of 
his mind to keep Kipps from feeling abject He 
resolved he’d buy young Walt something tremendous 
in toys at the first opportunity 
^‘Drop more beer, Art?” 

“ Right you are old man ” 

“ Cut Mr Kipps a bit more bread, Sid ” 
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“ Can’t I pass you a bit 

Sid was all right, Sid was, there was no mistalce about 
that 

It was growing up in his mind that Sid was the 
brother of Ann, but he said nothing about her for 
excellent reasons After all, Sid’s irritation at her name 
when they had met m New Romney seemed to show 
a certain separation They didn’t tell each other 
much He didn’t know how things might be 

between Ann and Mrs Sid either 

Still, for all that, Sid was Ann’s brother 
The furniture of the room did not assert itself very 
much above the cheerful business of the table, but 
Kipps was impresesd with the idea that it was pretty 
There was a dresser at the end with a number of gay 
plates and a mug or so, a Labour Day poster, by Walter 
Crane, on the wall, and through the glass and over the 
blind of the shop door one had a glimpse of the bright- 
colouied ad\ ertisement cards of bicycle dealers, and a 
shelf full of boxes labelled. The Paragon Bell, The 
Scarum Bell, and The Patent Omi * Horn 

It seemed incredible that he had been in Folkestone 

that morning, that even now his Aunt and Uncle ’ 

Brrr It didn’t do to think of his Aunt and Uncle 

§4 

When Sid repeated his invitation to come and see 
Masterman, Kipps, now flushed with beer and Irish 
stew, said he didn’t mind if he did, and after a pre- 
liminary shout from Sid that was answered by a voice 
and a cough, the two went upstairs 

“ Masterman’s a rare one ” said Sid over his arm and 
in an undertone “ You should hear him speak at a 
meeting If he’s in form that is ” 

He rapped and went into a large, untidv room 
“ This IS Kipps,” he said “ You know The chap I 
told you of With twelve ’undred a year” 
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Masterman sat gnawing at an empty pipe, and ab 
close to the fiie as though it was alight and the season 
midwinter Kipps concentrated upon him for a space, 
and only later took in something of the frowsy furni 
ture, the little bed half behind, and evidently supposed 
to be wholly behind, a careless screen, the spittoon by 
the fender, the remains of a dinner on the chest of 
drawers and the scattered books and papers Master- 
man’s face showed him a man of forty or more, with 
curious hollows at the sides of his forehead and about 
his eyes His eyes were very bright, there was a spot 
of red in each cheek, and the wiry black moustache 
under his short red nose had been trimmed with scissors 
into a sort of brush along his upper lip His teeth were 
darkened rums His jacket collar was turned up about 
a knitted white neck wrap, and his sleeves betrayed no 
cuffs He did not rise to greet Kipps, but held out a 
thm-wristed hand and pointed with the other to a bed 
room armchair 

Glad to see you ” he said “ Sit down and make 
j'Ourself at home Will you smoke?” 

Kipps said he would, and produced his store He 
was about to take one, and then, with a civil after 
thought, handed the packet first to Masterman and Sid 
Masterman pretended surprise to find his pipe out 
before he took one There was an interlude of matches 
Sid pushed the end of the screen out of his way, sat 
down on the bed thus frankly admitted, and prepared, 
with a certain quiet satisfaction of manner, to witness 
Masterman’s treatment of Kipps 

“And how does it feel to have twelve hundred a 
year?” asked Masterman, holding his cigarette to his 
nose tip in a curious manner 

“ It’s rum,” confided Kipps, after a reflective interval 
“ It feels juiced rum ” 

“ I’ve never felt it,” said Masterman 
“ It takes a bit of getting into,” said Kipps “ I can 
tell you that ” 
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Masterman smoked and regarded Kipps with curious 
eves 

“ I expect It does,’ he said presently 
And has it made you perfectly happy he asked 
abruptly 

“ I couldn t ardly say that ” said Kipps 

Masterman smiled “No,” he said Has it made 
^ou much happier^’ 

“ It did at first ” 

“Yes But you got used to it How long, for 
example, did the real delirious excitement last?’ 

“ Oo, that / Perhapa a week,” said Kipps 

Maoterman nodded his head “ That’s what dis- 
courages me from amassing wealth,” he said to Sid 
“ You adjust yourself It doesn’t last I ve always had 
an inkling of that, and it’s interesting to get it con- 
firmed I shall go on sponging for a bit longer on you, 
I think ” 

“\ou don’t,” said Sid “No fear” 

“Twenty four thousand pounds,” said Masterman, 
and blew a cloud of smok^ “ Lord ’ Doesn’t it worry 
you?” 

“ It IS a bit worrying at times Things ’appen ’ 

“ Going to marry'’” 

“ Yes ” 

“ H’m Lady, I guess, of a superior social position?” 

“ Rather,” said Kipps “ Cousin to the Earl of 
Beanpres ” 

Masterman readjusted his long body with an air of 
having accumulated all the facts he needed He 
snuggled his shoulder-blades down into the chair and 
raised his angular knees “ I doubt,” he said, flicking 
cigarette ash into the atmosphere, if any great gam or 
loss of money does — ^as things are at piesent — ^make 
more than the slightest difference m one’s happiness It 
ought to — if money was what it ought to be, the token 
given for service, one ought to get an increase in power 
and happiness for every pound one got But the plain 
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fact IS the times are out of joint, and mone) — money, 
like everything else, is a deception and a disappoint- 
ment ” 

He turned his face to Kipps and enforced his ne\t 
words with the index finger of his lean, lank hand 
“ If I thought otherwise, ’ he said, ‘ I should exert m’^- 
self to get some But if one sees things clearly, one is 
so discouraged So confoundedly discouraged 
When vou fiist got yom money, you thoight that it 
meant you might buy just anything }ou fancied?” 

‘ I was a bit that way,” said Kipps 
‘‘ \nd you found that you couldn’t You found that 
for all sorts of things it was a question of where to buy 
and how to buy, and what you didn’t 1 now how to buy 
with your money, straight away this world planted 

something else upon you ’ 

** I got rather done over a banjo first day,” said 
Kipps “ Leastways, my Uncle says so ” 

“ Exacth ,” said Masterman 

Sid began to speak fiom the bed ** That’s all very 
well, Masterman ” he said, “ but after all money ts 

Power, you knoiv You can do all soits of things ’ 

“I’m talking of happiness,” said Masterman “You 
can do all sorts of things with a loaded gun in the 
Hammersmith Broadway, but nothing — practically — that 
will make you or anyone else very happy Nothing 
Power’s a different matter altogether As for happiness, 
you want a world in order before money or property, or 
any of those things have any real value, and this world, 
I tell you, is hopelessly out of joint Man is a sorial 
animal with a mind nowadays that goes round the globe, 
and a community cannot be happy in one part and 
unhappy in another It’s all or nothing, no patching 
any more for ever It is the standing mistake of the 
world not to understand that Consequently people 
think there is a class or order somewhere, ]ust above 
them or just below them, or a country or place some- 
where, that IS really safe and happy The fact is, 
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Society IS one body, and it is either well or ill That’s 
the law This society we live in is ill It’s a fractious, 
feverish invalid, gouty, greedy and ill nourished You 
can t have a happy left leg with neuralgia, or a happy 
ihroat with a brol en leg That’s my position, and 
that’s the knowledge voull come to I’m so satisfied 
of it that I sit here and wait foi my end quite calmly, 
sure that I can t better things by bothering — in my 
time, and so far as I am concerned, that is I’m not 
even greedy any more — ^my egotism’s at the bottom of 
a pond, with a philosophical bricl round its neck The 
world is ill, my time is short and my strength is small 
I m as happy here as anvwheie” 

He coughed and was silent for a moment, then 
brought the index finger rou id to Kipps again 
“ You’ve had the opportunity of sampling two grades 
of society, and you don’t find the new people you’re 
among much better or any happier than the old?” 

“ No,” said Kipps reflectively “ No I ’aven’t 
seen it quite like that befoie, but — No They’re 
not ” 

‘‘And you might go all up the sca^e and down the 
scale and find the same thing Man’s a gregarious 
beast, a gregarious beast, and no money will buy }ou 
out of your own time — aUv more than out of your 
own skin All the vvay up and all the way down the 
scale there’s the same discontent No one is quite sure 
where they stand, and ever} one’s fretting The herd’s 
uneasy and feverish All the old tradition goes or has 
gone, and there’s no one to make a new tradition 
Where are your nobles now? Where are your gentle- 
men? They vanished directly the peasant found out 
he wasn’t happy and ceased to be a peasant There’s 
big men and little men mixed up together, that’s all 
None of us know where we are Your cads in a bank 
holiday train and your cads on a two thousand pound 
motor, except for a difference m scale, there’s not a pm 
to choose between them Your smart society is as low 
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and vulgar and uncomfortable for a balanced soul as a 
gin palace, no more and no less, there’s no place or le\el 
of honour or fine living left in the world, so what’s 
the good of climbing?” 

“ ’Ear, ’ear,” said Sid 
“ It’s true, ’ said Kipps 

“ / don’t climb,” said Masterman, and accepted 
Kipps’ silent offer of another cigarette 

“No,” he said “This world is out of joint It’s 
broken up, and I doubt if it w 11 heal I doubt very 
much if it’ll heal We’re in the beginning of the 
Sickness of the World ” 

He rolled his cigarette in his lean fingers and repeated 
with satisfaction “The Sickness of the World ” 

“ It’s we’ve got to make it better,” said Sid, and 
looked at Kipps 

“ Ah, Sid s an optimist,” said Masterman 
“ So are you, most times,” said Sid 
Kipps lit another cigarette with an air of intelligent 
participation 

“ Frankly,” said Masterman, recrossing his legs and 
expelling a jet of smoke luxuriously, “ frankly, I think 
this civilisation of ours is on the topple ” 

“ There’s Socialism,” said Sid 
“ There’s no imagination to make use of it ” 

“We’ve got to make one,” said Sid 
“ In a couple of centuries perhaps,” said Masterman 
“ But meanwhile we’re going to have a pretty acute 
attack of universal confusion Universal confusion 
Like one of those crushes when men are killed and 
maimed for no reason at all, going into a meeting or 
crowding for a tram Commercial and Industrial 
Stresses Political Exploitation Tariff Wars Revolu 
tions All the bloodshed that will come of some fools 
calling half the white world yellow These things alter 
the attitude of everybody to everybody Everybody’s 
going to feel ’em Every fool in the world panting and 
shoving We’re all going to be as happy and comfort- 
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able as a household during a removal What else can 
we expect?” 

Kipps was moved to speak, but not in answer to 
Masterman’s inquiry “ Pve never rightly got the ’eng 
of this Socialism,” he said “What’s it going to do, 
like?” 

They had been imagining that he had some ele- 
mentary idea in the matter, but as soon as he had made 
It clear that he hadn t, Sid plunged at exposition, and 
m a little while Masterman, abandoning his pose of 
the detached man ready to die, joined in At first he 
joined in only to correct Sid’s version, but afterwards 
he took control His manner changed He sat up and 
rested his elbow on Ins knees, and his cl eek flushed a 
little He expanded his case against property and the 
property class with such vigour that Kipps was com- 
pletely carried away, and never thought of asking for a 
clear vision of the thing that would fill the void this 
abolition might create For a time he quite forgot his 
own private opulence And it was as if something had 
been lit in Masteiman His languor passed He en- 
forced his \/ords bv gestures of his long, thin hands 
And as he passed swiftly from point to point of his 
argument, it was evident he grew angry 

“ To-day,” he said, “ the world is ruled by rich men 
they may do almost anything they like with the world 
And what are they doing ? Laving it waste ’ ” 

“Hear, hear’” said Sid, very sternly 
Masterman stood up, gaunt and long, thrust his hands 
in his pockets and turned his back to the fireplace 
“ Collecmelv the rich to-day have neither heart nor 
imagination No ^ The} own machinery, they have 
Knowledge and instruments and powers beyond all 
previous dreaming, and what are they doing with them ^ 
Think what they are doing with them Kipps, and 
think what they might do God gives them a power 
like the motor car, and all they can do with it is to 
go careering about the roads m goggled masks killing 
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children and making machinery hateful to t^e soul of 
man' (‘‘True,” said Sid, “true*) God gives them 
means of communication power unparalleled of every 
sort, time and absohite liberty They waste it all in 
folly ' Here under their feet (and Kipps’ eyes followed 
the direction of a lean inde\ linger to the hearthrug), 
under their accursed wheels, the great mass of men 
festers and bieeds m darl ness, darkness those others 
make by standing in the light The darkncbs breeds 
and breeds It knows no better UnLss ^ou can 

crawl or pander 01 rob you n ust stay in the stew )ou 
are born in And those rich beasts above claw and 
clutch as though they had nothing' They grudge us 
our schools, they grudge us a gleam of light and air, 
they cheat us and then seek to forget us There 

IS no rule, no guidance, onl} accidents and happy 
flukes Our multitudes of poveitv increase, and 

this crew of rulers makes no piovision, foresees nothing, 
anticipates nothing ” 

He paused and made a step, and stood over Kipps in 
a white heat of anger Kipp nodded in a non com- 
mittal manner and looked hard and rather gloomily at 
his host s slipper as he talked 

It isn’t as though they had something to show for 
the waste they make of us, Kipps They haven’t 
They are ugly and cowardl} and mean Look at their 
women ' Painted, dyed and drugged, hiding then 
ugly shapes undei a load of drebs ' There isn’t a woman 
in the swim of society at the present time who wouldn’t 
sell herself body and soul, who wouldn’t lick the boots 
of a Jew or marry a nigger, rather than live decently 
on a hundred a yen' On whut would be wealth for 
you and me' They know it They know we know 
It No one believes in them No one believes 

in nobility any more Nobody believes m kingship 
any more Nobody believes there is justice in 
the law But people have habits, people go on 

in the old grooves, as long as there’s work, as long 
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as there’s weekly money It wont last, Kipps” 

He coughed and paused “ Wait for the lean years,” 
he cried ‘‘Wait for the lean }eirs” And suddenly 
he fell into a struggle with his cough and spat a gout 
of blood “ It’s nothing,” he said to Kipps’ note of 
startled horror 

He went on talking, and the protests of his cough 
interlaced with his words, and Sid beamed m an ecstasy 
of painful admiration 

“Look at the fiaud they have let life become, the 
miseiable mockery of the hope of one’s youth What 
have I had? I found mvself at thirteen being foiced 
into a factory like a rabbit into a chloroformed box 
Thiiteen^ — when ilietr children are babies But even 
a child of that age could see what it meant, that Hell 
of a factory ’ Monotony and toil and contempt and 
dishonour * And then death So I fought — at 
thirteen * ” 

Minton’s “crawling up a drain pipe until you die” 
echoed m Kipps’ mind, but Masterman, instead of 
Minton’s growl, spoke in a high, indignant tenor 

“ I got oat at last — somehow, ’ he said quietly, 
suddenly plumping back in his chair He went on after 
a pause “ For a bit Some of us get out by luck, 
some by cunning, and crawl on to the grass, exhausted 
and crippled, to die That’s a poor man’s success, 
Kipps Most of us don’t get out at all I worked 
all day and studied half the night, and heie I am with 
the common consequences Beaten’ And never once 
have I had a fair chance, never once’” His lean, 
clenched list flew out in a gust of ti emulous anger 
“ These Skunks shut up all the univer ity scholarships 
at nineteen for fear of men like me And then— do 
nothing We’re wasted for nothing By the time 

I’d learnt something the doors were locked I thought 
knowledge would do it — I did thinl that ’ I’ve fought 
for Inowledge as other men fight for bread I’ve 
starved for knowledge I’\e turned my back on women. 
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I’ve done even that I’ve burst my accursed lung ” 
His voice rose with impotent anger “ I’m a better 
man than any ten princes alive * And I’m beaten and 
wasted I’ve been ciushed, trampled and defiled by a 
drove of hogs I’m no use to mvself or the woild 
I’ve thrown my life away to make myself too good for 
use in this huckster’s scramble If I had gone in for 
business, if I had gone in for plotting to cheat my 
fellow men — ah, well ’ It’s too late It’s too late for 
that, anyhow It s too late for anything now ’ And I 
couldn’t have done it And over in New York 

now there’s a pet of society making a corner in wheat ^ 
“By God'” he cried hoarsely, with a clutch of the 
lean hand “ By God ' If I had his throat ' Even 
now I mignt do something for the world ” 

He glared at Kipps, his face flushed deep, his sunken 
eyes glowing with passion, and then suddenly he changed 
altogether 

There was a sound of tea things rattling upon a tray 
outside the door, and Sid rose to open it 

“ All of which amounts to this,” said Masterman, 
suddenly quiet again and talking against time “The 
world IS out of joint, and there isn’t a soul alive who 
isn’t half waste or more You’ll find it the same with 
you in the end, wherever your luck may take you 
I suppose you won’t mind my having another cigarette ?” 

He took Kipps’ cigarette with a hand that trembled 
so violently it almost missed its object, and stood up, 
with something of guilt in his manner, as Mrs Sid came 
into the room 

Her eye met him and marked the flush upon his face 
“Been talking Socialism?’ said Mrs Sid, a little 
severelv 

§s 

Six o’clock that day found Kipps drifting eastward 
along the southward margin of Rotten Row You 
figure him a small, respectably attired figure going 
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slowly through a sometimes immensely difficult and 
always immense world At times he becomes pensive 
and whistles softly, at times he looks about him There 
are a few riders in the Row, a carnage flashes bv eveiy 
now and then along the roadway, and among the gieat 
rhododendrons and laurels and upon the greensward 
there are a few groups and isolated people dressed in 
the style Kipps adop ed to call upon the Walshinphams 
when first he was engaged Amid the complicated 
confusion of Kipps’ mind was a regret that he had not 
worn his other things 

Presently he perceived that he would like to sit down 
a green chair tempted him He hesitated at it, took 
possession of it, and leant back and crossed one leg over 
the other 

He rubbed his under lip with his umbrella handle 
and reflected upon Masterman and his denimcia ion of 
the world 

“ Bit orf ’is ’ead, poor chap,” said Kipps, and added 
“ I wonder ” 

He thought intently for a space 
“ I wonder what he meant by the lean years ” 

The world seemed a verv solid and prosperous con- 
cern just here, and well out of reach of Masterman s 

dying clutch And vet 

It was curious he should have been reminded of 
Minton 

His mind turned to a far more important matter 
Just at the end Sid had said to him, Seen Ann ’ and 
as he was about to answer, ‘‘ You’ll see a bit more of her 
now She s got a place in Folkestone ” 

It had brought him back from any concern about the 
world being out of joint or anything of that sort 
Ann* 

One might run against her any daj 
He tugged at his little moustache 
He would like to run against Ann very much 
And it would be juiced awkward if he did * 
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In Folkestone ’ It was a jolly sight too close 

Then, at the thought that he might run against Ann 
in his beautiful evening dress on the way to the band, 
he fluttered into a momentary dream, that jumped 
abruptly into a nightmare 

Suppose he met her when he was out with Helen * 
‘‘Oh, Lor’^” said Kipps Life had developed a new 
complication that would go on and go on For some 
time he wished with the utmost fervour that he had 
not kissed Ann, that he had not gone to New Romney 
the second time He mai veiled at his amazing f 01 get- 
fulness of Helen on that occasion Helen took posses- 
sion of his mind He would have to write to Helen, 
an easy off-hand letter to say that he had come to 
London for a day or so He tried to imagine her read- 
ing It He would wiite just such another letter to 
the old pCQpIe, and say he had had to come up on 
business That might do for them all right, but Helen 
was different She would insist on explanations 

He wished he need never go back to Folkestone again 
That would about settle the whole affair 
A passing group attracted his attention, two fault- 
lessly dressed gentlemen and a radiantly expensive lady 
They were talking, no doubt, very biilliantly His 
eyes followed them The lady tapped the arm of the 
left hand gentleman with a daintily tinted glove 
Swells* No end 

His soul looked out upon life in general as a very 
small nestling might peep out of its nest What an 
extraordinary thing life was, to be sure, and what a 
remarkable variety of people there were in it * 

He ht a cigarette and speculated upon that receding 
^oup of three, and blew smoke and watched them 
They seemed to do it all right Probably they all had 
incomes of very much over twelve hundred a year 
Perhaps not Probably none of them suspected, as 
they went past, that he too was a gentleman of in- 
dependent means, dressed as he was without distinction 
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Of course things were easier for them They were 
brought up alwa}s to dress \^ell and do the r ght thing 
froiii their very earliest 'vears, they started clear of all 
his perplexities, they had never got mixed up with all 
sorts of different people who didn’t go together If, 
for example, that lady there got engaged to that gentle- 
man, she would be quite safe from any encounter with 
a coipulent, oscillatory Uncle, or Chitterlow, or the 
dangerously significant e^e of Pierce 
H]& thought came round to Helen 
When the^ weie married and Cinps, or Cnyp — 
Coote had failed to justify hib “ s ” — and in that west- 
end flat and shaken free of all these low class associa- 
tions, would he and she parade here of an afternoon 
dressed lile that? It would be rather fine to do so 
If one’s dress was all right 
Plelen ’ 

She was difficult to understand at times 
He blew extensive clouds of cigarette smoke 
Theie would be teas, there would be dinners, there 
woild be cills Of course he would get into the way 
of It 

But Anagrams were a bit stiff to begin with* 

It was beastlv confusing at first to 1 now when to use 

your fori at dinner, and all that Still 

He felt an extraordinary doubt whether he would 
get in o the wav of it He was interested for a space 
by a girl and groom on horsebacl, and then he came 
back to his personal preoccupations 

He would have to write to Helen What could he 
say to explain hzs absence from the Anagram Tea^* 
She had been prettv clear she wanted him to come 
He recalled her lesolute face without anv great tender- 
ness He 'hnew he would look like a silly ass at that 
confounded tea * Suppose he shirl ed it and went back 
in time for the dinner* Dinners were beastly difficult 
too but not as bad as Anagrams The very first thing 
that might happen when he got back to Folkestone 
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would be to run against Ann Suppose, after all, he 
did meet Ann when he was with Helen ’ 

What queer encounters were possible m the world ’ 
Thank goodness, they were going to live in London’ 
But that brought him round to Chitterlow The 
Chitterlows would be coming to London too If they 
didn’t get money they’d come after it, they weren’t 
the sort of people to be choked off easily, and if they 
did they’d come to London to produce their play 
He tried to imagine some seemly social occasion invaded 
by Chitterlow and his ihetoric, by his torrential thunder 
of self assertion, the whole company flattened there- 
under like wheat under a huiricane 

Confound and hang Chitterlow’ Yet somehow, 
somewhen, one would have to settle accounts with him ’ 
And there was Sid ’ Sid was Ann’s brothei He 
realised with sudden horror the social indiscretion of 
accepting Sid’s invitation to dinner 

Sid wasn’t the sort of chap one could snub or cut, 
and besides — Ann’s brother’ He didn’t want to cut 
him It would be worse than cutting Buggins and 
Pierce — a sight worse And after that lunch ’ 

It would be the next thing to cutting Ann herself 
And even as to Ann ’ 

Suppose he was with Helen or Coote ’ 

“Oh, Blow’” he said at last, and then, viciously, 
“ Blow ! and so rose and flung away his cigarette end, 
and pursued his reluctant, dubitating way towards the 
really quite uncongenial splendours of the Royal 
Grand 

And It IS vulgarly imagined that to have money is 
to have no troubles at all ’ 


§6 

Kipps endured splendour at the Royal Grand Hotel 
for three nights and days, and then he retreated in 
disorder The Royal Grand defeated and overcame 
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and routed Kipps, not of intention, but hy sheer royal 
grandeur, grandeur combined with an organisation for 
his comfort carried to excess On his return he came 
upon a difficulty, he had lost the circular piece of 
cardboard with the number of his room, and he drifted 
about the hall and passages in a state of perplexity 
for some time, until he thought all the porters and 
officials in gold lace caps must be watching him and 
jesting to one another about him Finallj^, in a quiet 
corner dov/n below near the hairdresser’s shop, he 
found a kindlv-looking personage in bottle green, to 
whom he broached his difficulty “ I say,” he said, 
with a pleasant smile, ‘‘ I can’t find my room nohow ” 
The personage in bottle green, instead of laughing in 
a nasty wav, as he might well have done, became 
extremely helpful, showed Kipps what to do, got his 
key, and conducted him by lift and passage to his 
chamber Kipps tipped him half a crown 

Safe in his room, Kipps pulled himself together for 
dinner He had learnt enough from >oung Walshmg 
ham to bring his dress clothe , and now he began to 
assume them Unfortunately, in the excitement of 
his flight from his Aunt and Uncle, he had forgotten 
to put in his other boots, and he was some time 
deciding between his purple cloth slippers, with a 
golden marigold, and the prospect of cleaning the boots 
he was wearing with the towel, but finally, being a little 
footsore, he took the slippers 

Afterwards, when he saw the porters and waiters 
and the other guests catch sight of the slippers, he 
was Sony he had not chosen the boots However, to 
make up for any want of style at that end, he had his 
c ush hat under his arm 

He found the dining room without excessive trouble 
It w^as a vast and splendidly decorated place, and a 
number of people, evidently quite au fmt, were dining 
there at little tables lit with electric, red shaded candles, 
gentlemen m evening dress, and ladies with dazzling, 
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astonishing necks Kipps had never seen evening dress 
in full vigour befoie, and he doubted his eves And 
there were also people not in evening dress, who, no 
doubt, wondered what noble family Kipps represented 
There was a band in a decorated recess, and the band 
lool ed collectively at the purple slippers, and so lost 
any chance they may have had of a donation, o fai 
as Kipps was concerned The chief drawback to this 
magnificent place was the excessive space of floor that 
had to be crossed before you got your purple slippers 
hidden under a table 

He selected a little table — not the one where a 
rather impudent-looking waiter held a chair, but another 
— sat down, and finding his Gibus in his hand, decided 
after a moment of thought to rise lightly and sit on 
it (It was discovered m his abandoned chair at a 
late hour by a supper party, and restored to him next 
day) 

He put the napl in carefully on one side, selected 
his soup without difficulty, Clear, please,” but he was 
rather floored by the p'*esentation of a quite splendidly 
bound wine card He turned it over, discovered a 
section devoted to whisky, and had a blight idea 

‘^’Ere,” he said to the ^/aiter, with an encouraging 
movement of his head, and then in a confidential 
manner, ""you haven’t any Old Methnsaleh Three 
Stars, ’a\e you?” 

The \ /alter went away to inquire, and Kipps went on 
with his soup With an enhanced self-respect Finall}, 
Old Methnsaleh being unobtainable, he ordered claret 
from about the middle of the list "" Let’s ’ave some of 
this,” he said He knew claret was a good sort of wine 
A half bottle ?” said the waiter 

"" Right you are,” said Kipps 

He felt he was getting on He leant back after his 
soup, a man of the world, and then slowly brought 
his eyes lound to the ladies in evening dress on his 
right 
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He couldn’t have thought it* 

They were scorchers Jest a bit of black velvet over 
the shoulders * 

He looked again One of them was laughing with a 
glass of wine half raised — ^wicked lool mg woman she 
was — the other, the black-velvet one, was eating bits of 
bread with ner\ous quid ness and talking fast 
He \Mshed old Buggins could see them 
He found a waitei regarding him and blushed deeply 
He did not look again for some t me, and became con 
fused about his knife and fork over the iish Presently 
he remarl ed a lad;^ in pink to the left of him eating the 
fish with an entirelv different implement 

It was o\er the vol au vent that he began to go to 
pieces He took a knife to it, then saw the lady in 
pink was using a fork only, and hastily put down his 
knife, with a considerable amount of iich creaminess 
on the blade, upon the cloth Then he found that 
a fork m his inexpeiienced hand was an instrument 
of chase rather than capture His ears became violently 
red, and then he looked up to discover the lady in pink 
glancing at him, and then smiling as she spoke to the 
man beside her 

He hated the lady in pink veiy much 
He stabbed a large piece of the vol au vent at last, 
and was too glad of his luck not to make a mouthful 
of It But It was an extensive fragment, «nd pieces 
escaped him Shirt front* ^ Desh it*” he said, and 
had resort to his spoon His waiter went and spoke 
to two other waiters, no doubt jeering at him He 
became very fierce suddenly “’Ere*” he said, gesticu 
lating, and then, clear this away*” 

The entire dinner party on his right, the party of 
the ladies in advanced evening dress, '*ooked at him 
He felt that everyone was watching him and making 
fun of him, and the injustice of this angered him 
After all, they had had every advantage he hadn’t 
And then, when they got him there doing his best, what 
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must they do but glance and sneer and nudge one 
another He tried to catch them at it, and then took 
refuge in a second glass of wine 

Suddenly and extraordinai ily he found himself a 
socialist He did not care how close it was to the lean 
years when all these things would end 

Lamb came, with peas He anested the hand of 
the waiter “No peas,” he said He knew something 
of the difficulty and danger of eating peas Then, 
when the peas went away again he was embittered 
again Echoes of Masterman’s burning rhetoric 

began to reverberate in his mind Nice lot of people 
these were to laugh at anyone’ Women half un 
dressed' It was that made him so beastly uncomfort 
able How could one eat one’s dinner with people 
about him like that? Nice lot they were He was 
glad he wasn’t one of them, anyhow Yes, they might 
look He resolved if they looked at him again he 
would ask one of the men who he was staring at His 
perturbed and angry face would have concerned anyone 
The band by an unfortunate accident was playing 
truculent military music The mental change Kipps 
underwent was, in its way, what psychologists call a 
conversion In a few moments all Kipps’ ideals were 
changed He who had been “practically a gentleman,” 
the sedulous pupil of Coote, the punctilious raiser of 
hats, was instantly a rebel, an outcast, the hater of 
everything “stuck up,” the foe of Society and the 
social order of to-day Here they were among the 
profits of their robbery, these people who might do 
anything with the world 

“No, thenks,” he said to a dish 
He addressed a scornful eye at the shoulders of the 
lady to his left 

Presently he was refusing another dish He didn’t 
like It — fussed-up food' Probably cooked by some 
foreigner He finished up his wine and his bread 
“ No, thenks ” 
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“ No, thenks ” 

He discovered the eve of a diner fixed curiously upon 
his flushed face He responded with a glare Couldn’t 
he go without things if he liked? 

“ What s this ’ said Kipps to a great green cone 
‘‘ Ice,” said the waiter 
“ 1 11 ’ave some,’ said Kipps 

He seized a foik and spoon and assailed the bombe 
It cut rather stiffly “Come up*” said Kipps, with 
concentrated bitterne s, and the truncated summit of 
the bombe flew off suddenly, travelling eastward with 
remarkable velocity Flop, it went upon the floor a 
yard away, and for a while time seemed empty 
At the adjacent table they were laugh ng together 
Shy the rest of the bombe at them ? 

Flight ? 

At any rate, a dignified withdrawal 
“No*” said Kipps, 'no more,” arresting the polite 
attempt of the waiter to serve him with another piece 
He had a vague idea he might carry off the affair as 
though he had meant the ice to go on the floor — not 
liking ice, for example, and being annoyed at the 
badness of his dinner He put both hands on the 

table, thrust back his chair, disengaged a puiple slipper 
from his napkin, and rose He stepped carefully over 
the prostrate ice, kicked the napkin under the table, 
thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and marched out 
— shaking the dust of the place, as it were, from his 
feet He left behind him a melting fragment of ice 
upon the floor, his Gibus hat, warm and compressed in 
his chair, and in addition every social ambition he had 
ever entertained m the world 


§7 


Kipps went back to Folkestone in time for the Ana 
gram Tea But you must not imagine that the change 
of heart that came to him in the dining-room of the 
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Royal Grand Hotel involved any change of attitude 
toward this promised social and intellectual treat He 
went back because the Royal Grand was too much 
for him 

Outwardly calm, or at most a little flushed and ruffled, 
inwardly Kipps was a hoirible tormented battleground 
of scruples, doubts, shames and self assertions during 
that three days of silent, desperate grappling with the 
big hotel He did not intend the monstrosity should 
beat him without a struggle, but at last he had sullenly 
to admit him elf overcome The odds weie terrific 
On the one hand himself — ^with, among other things, 
only one pair of boots, on the other a vast wilderness of 
rooms, covering several acres, and with over a thousand 
people, staff and visitors, all chiefly occupied in looking 
queerly at Kipps, m laughing at him behind his back, 
in watching for difficult corners at which to confront 
and perplex him, and inflict humiliations upon him 
For example, the hotel scored over its electric light 
After the dinner the chambermaid, a hard, unsym 
pathetic young woman with a superior manner, was 
summoned by a bell Kipps had rung under the impres- 
sion the button was the electric light switch Look 
’ere,” said Kipps, rubbing a shin that had suffered during 
his search in the dark, “why aien’t there any candles or 
matches The hotel explained and scored heavily 
“ It isn’t everyone is up to these things,” said Kipps 
“No, It isn’t,” said the chambermaid with ill con 
cealed scorn, and slammed the door at him 

“ S’pose I ought to have tipped her,” said Kipps 
After that Kipps cleaned Ins boots with a pocket 
handkerchief and went for a long walk and got home 
in a hansom, but the hotel scored again by his not 
putting out his boots and so having to clean them again 
in the morning The hotel also snubbed him by bring- 
ing him hot water when he was fully dressed and look- 
ing surprised at his collar, but he got a breakfast, I must 
admit, with scarcely any difficulty 
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After that the hotel scored heavily by the fact that 
there are twentv-foni hours 111 the da^ and Kipps had 
nothing to do in any of them He was a little footsore 
from his pievious da}’s pedestrianism, and he could 
make up his mind for no long excursions He flitted in 
and out o^ the hotel several times, and it was the polite 
poiter who touched his hat eveiy time that first set 
Kipps tipping 

“What e wants itj a tip,” said Kipps 

So at the next oppoitunit}' he ga\e the man an un 
expected shilling, and having once put his hand in 
his pocket theie wa ro leason why he should not 
go on He bought a newspaper at the book-stall and 
tipped the boy the rest of the shilling, and then went 
up by the lift and tipped the man sixpence, leaving 
his newspaper inadvertently in the lift He met his 
chambermaid in the passage and gave her half a 
crown He resolved to demonstrate his position to the 
entire establishment in this wav He didn’t like the 
place, he disapproved of it politically, socially, morally, 
but he resolved no taint of meanness should disfigure 
his sojourn in its luxurious halls He went down by 
the lift (tipping again), and, being accosted by a waiter 
with his Gibus, tipped the finder half a crown He 
had a vague sense that he was making a flank mo\ement 
upon the hotel and buying ovei its staff They would 
regard him as a “ character,” they would get to like 
him He found his stock of small silver diminishing, 
and replenished it at the desk in the hall He tipped 
a man in bottle green who looked like the man who had 
shown him his room the day before, and then he saw 
a visitor eyeing him, and doubted whether he was m 
this instance doing right Finally he went out and 
took chance buses to their destinations, and wandered 
a little in remote, wonderful suburbs and returned He 
lunched at a chop house in Islington, and found him 
self back in the Royal Grand, now unmistakably foot 
sore and London weary, about three He was attracted 
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to the drawing-room by a neat placard about afternoon 
tea 

It occurred to him that the campaign of tipping 
upon which he had embarked was perhaps after all a 
mistake He was confirmed in this by observing that 
the hotel officials were watching him, not respectfully, 
but with a sort of amused wonder, as if to see whom 
he would tip next However, if he backed out now, 
they would think him an awful fool Fveryoiie wasn’t 

so rich as he was It was his way to tip Still 

He grew more ceitain the hotel had scored again 
He pretended to be lost in thought and so drifted by, 
and having put hat and umbrella m the cloakroom went 
into the drawing room for afternoon tea 

There he did get what for a time he held to be a 
point m his favour The room was large and quiet at 
first, and he sat back restfully until it occurred to him 
that his attitude brought his extremely dusty boots too 
prominently into the light, so instead he sat up, and 
then people of the upper and upper middle classes 
began to come and group themselves about him and 
have tea likewise, and so revive the class animosities of 
the previous day 

Presently a fluffy, fair-haired lady came intp promi- 
nent existence a few jards away She was talking to a 
respectful, low-voiced clergyman, whom she was possibly 
entertaining at tea No,” she said, dear Lady Jane 
wouldn’t like that^” 

“ Mumble, mumble, mumble,” from the clergyman 
Poor dear Lady Jane was always so sensitive,” the 
voice of the lady sang out clear and emphatic 

A fat, hairless, important looking man joined this 
group, took a chair and planted it firmly with its back 
in the face of Kipps, a thing that offended Kipps 
mightily “Are you telling him,” gurgled the fat, 
hairless man, “about dear Lady Jane’s affliction?” A 
young couple, lady brilliantly attired and the man in a 
magnificently cut frock coat, arranged themselves to the 
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right, also with an air of exclusion towards Kipps 
“ Tve told him,” said the gentleman in a flat, abundanu 
voice ‘‘My*” said the j^oung lady, with an 4meiican 
smile No doubt they all thought Kipps was out of it 
A great desire to assert himself surged up m his heart 
He felt he would like to cut in on the conversation in 
some dramatic \/ay A monologue something in the 
manner of Mastermanf* any rate, abandoning that 
as impossible, he w’-ould like to appear self centied and 
at ease His e’^e wandering over the black surfaces of 
a noble architectural mass close by, discovered a slot and 
an enamelled plaque of diiections 

It was some sort of mu ical bo\ * As a mattei of fact. 
It was the very best sort of Harmonicon and specially 
made to the scale of the Hotel 

He scrutinised the plaque with his head *.t various 
angles and glanced about him at bis neighbours 

It occurred to Kipps that he would hi e some mi sic, 
that to inaugurate some would show him a man of taste 
and at his ease at the same time He rose, re^d over a 
list of tunes, selected one haphazard, pressed his six- 
pence — It was sixpence * — ^liome, and prepared for a 
confidential refined little melody 

Consideiing the high social tone of the Ro}al Grand, 
it was really a verv loud instrument indeed It gave 
vent to three de fening brays and so burst the dam of 
silence that had long pent it in It seemed to be 
chiefly full of the great-uncles of tiumpets, megalo- 
trombones and railway brakes It made sounds like 
shunting trains It did not so much begin as blow up 
your counter scarp and rush forward to storm nndei 
cover of melodious shrapnel It had not so much an 
air as a ncochetie The music had, in short, the in- 
imitable quality of Sousa It swept dovyrn upon the 
friend of Lady Jane and carried away something socially 
striking into the eternal night of the unheard the 
American girl to the leit of it was borne shnel mg into 
the inaudible “High cockalorum Tootletootle tootle 
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loo High cockalorum tootle lootlc loo Bump, bump, 
bump — BUMP ’ Joyous, exoibitant music it was from 
the gigantic nursery of the Future, bearing the hearer 
along upon its torrential succession of sounds, as if he 
was in a casl on Niagaia Whiioo ’ Yah and have 
at you’ 'Ihe stienuous life’ Yaha’ Stop’ A. Re 
prieve’ A Repiieve’ IS o’ Bang’ Bump’ 

Everybody lool ed round, conversation ceased and 
gave place to gestures 

The friend of Lady Jane beca ne teriibly agitated 
'‘Can’t It be stopped?” she vociferated, pointing a 
gloved finger and saying something to the waiter about 
‘ that dreadful young man ” 

"Ought not to be woiling" said t’ e clerical friend 
of Lady Jane 

The waiter shook his head at the fat, haiiless gentle- 
man People began to move away Kipps leant back 
luxurious, and then tapped with a ha’f crown to pay 
He paid, tipped lil e a gentleman, lose with an easy 
gesture, and sti oiled towards the door His letreat 
evidently completed the indignation of the fiiend of 
Lady Jane and from the dcoi he could still di'^cern hei 
gestuies as asking, "Cant it be stopped ” The music 
followed him into the p^sage and pur ued him to the 
lift and only died away completely in the quiet of his 
o;vn room and afterwaids fiom his window he saw the 
friend of I ady Jane and her ]. arty having their tea 
earned out to a little table in the couit 

Certainly that was a point to hi n But it was his 
only score all the rest of the game laa in the hands of 
the upper classes and the big hotel And presently he 
was doubting whether even this was really a point It 
seemed « trifle vulga-, cone to think it over, to interrupt 
people when they were talking 

He saw a clerk peering him from the office, and 
suddenly it occuried to him that the place might get 
back at him tremendously over the bill 
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They would piobably take it out of him by charging 
pounds and pounds 

Suppose they charged more than he had ' 

The clerk had a particularly nasty face, just the face 
to take advantage of a vacillating Kipps 

He became aware of a man in a cap touching it, and 
produced his shilling automatically, but the strain was 
beginning to tell It was a deuce and all of an expense 
— this tipping 

If the hotel chose to stick it on to the bill some- 
thing tremendous, what was Kipps to do? Refuse to 
pay? Make a row? 

If he did he couldn’t fight all these men in bottle 
green 

He went out about seven and walked for a long time, 
and dined at last upon a chop in the Euston Road, then 
he walked Jong to the Edgwaie Road and sat and 
rested in the Metropolitan Music Hall for a time until 
a trapeze performance unnerved him and fin 'illy he 
came back to bed He tipped the lift man sixpence 
and wished him good night In the silent watches of 
the night he reviewed the tale of the day’s tipping, 
went over the horrors of the previous night’s dinner, 
and heard again the triumphant bray of the harmonicon 
devil released from its long imprisonment Everyone 
would be told about him to-morrow He couldn’t go 
on* He admitted his defeat Never in their whole 
lives had any of these people seen such a Fool as he * 

Ugh* 

His method of announcing his withdrawal to the 
clerk was touched with bitterness 

I’m going to get out of this,” said Kipps blowing 
wmdily “ Let’s see what you got on my bill ” 

‘‘One breakfast?” asked the clerk 

‘‘Do I look as if I’d ate twc' ” 

At his departure Kipps, with a hot face, convulsive 
gestures and an embittered heart, tipped everyone who 
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did not promptly and actively resist, including an 
absent minded South African diamond merchant who 
was waiting in the hall for his wife and succumbed to 
old habit He paid his cabman a four-shilhng piece at 
Charing Cross, having no smaller change, and wished 
he could burn him alive Then m a sudden reaction 
of economy he refused the proffered help of a porter, 
and carried his bag quite violently to the tram 



CHAPTER THE 
EIGHTH 

Kifps Enters Society 


q §i 

JL-JUBMISSION to Inexoiable Fate took Kipps to the 
Anagram Tea 

At any rate he would meet Helen there in the 
presence of other people, and be able to carry off the 
Voorst of the difficulty of explaining his little jaunt to 
London He had not seen her since his last portentous 
\isit to New Romney He was engaged to her he 
would have to marry her, and the sooner he faced her 
again the better Before wild plans of turning sociali t, 
defying the world and repudiating all calling for ever, 
his heart on second thoughts sank He felt Helen 
wouM never permit anything of the sort As for the 
Anagrams, he could do no more than his best and that 
he was resolved to do What had happened at the 
Royal Grand, what had happened at New Romney, he 
must bury m his memory and begin again at the recon- 
struction of his social position Ann, Buggms, Chitter- 
low, all these, seen in the matter-of-fact light of the 
291 
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Folkestone train, stood just as they stood before — people 
of an inferior social position who had to be eliminated 
from his world It was a bother about Ann, a bother 
and a pity His mind rested so for a space on Ann until 
the memory of those Anagrams drew him away If he 
could see Coote that evening he might, he thought, be 
able to arrange some sort of connivance about the 
Anagrams, and his mind was chiefly busy sketching pro 
posals for such an arrangement It would not, of couise, 
be ungentlemanly cheating, but only a little mystifica 
tion Coote very probably might drop him a hint of the 
solution of one or two of the things, not enough to win 
a prize but enough to cover his shame Or failing that 
he might take a humorous, quizzical bne and pietend 
he was pretending to be very stupid There were plenty 
of ways out of it if one kept a sharp lool out 

The costume Kipps wore to the Anagram Tea was 
designed as a compromise between the strict letter of 
high fashion and seaside laxitj^, a sort of e^sy, seiri state 
for afternoon Helen’s first repioof had always lingered 
in his mind He wore a frock coat, but mitigated it by 
a Panama hat of romantic shape with a black band, 
grey gloves, but for relaxation brown button boots 
The only other man besides the clergy pre cnt, a new 
doctor with an attractive wife, was in full afternoon 
dress Coote was not there 

Kipps was a little p'lle, but quite self possessed, as he 
approached Mrs Bindon Botting’s door He took a 
turn while some people went in, and then faced it 
manfully The door opened and revealed — Ann ’ 

In the background through a draped doorway behind 
a big fern in a great art pot the elder Miss Botting was 
visible talking to two guests, the auditory background 
was a froth of feminine voices 

Our two young people were much too amazed to 
give one another any formula of greeting, though they 
had parted warmly enough Each was already in a 
state of extreme tension to meet the demands of this 



KIPPS ENTERS SOCIETY 


293 


gieat and unprecedented occasion, an Anagram Tea 
Lor said Ann, her sole lemarl , and then the sense 
of Miss Lotting s eye ruled her straight again She 
became very pale, but she took his hat mechanically, 
and he was already removing his gloves ‘‘Ann/’ he 
said in a low tone, and then ‘Fency*’’ The elder 
Miss Lotting 1 new Kipps was the sort of guest who 
requires nursing, and she came forward vocalit»ing charm 
Sne said it was “ Awfulh jolly of him to come, awfully 
joll} It was aw full} difficult to get any good men ’’’ 
She handed Kipps forwa-d, mumbling m a dazed 
condition to the drawing 00m, and there he encoun- 
teied Helen lool mg unfamiliar in an unfamiliar hat It 
was as 1^ he had no<- met hei foi veais 

She astonished him She didn’t seem to mii d in the 
least his going to I ondon She held out a sh^^pely hand, 
and smiled encouragmgh “Itou’ve Lced the ana- 
grams she said 

The second Mis Lotting accosted them, a number 
of oblong pieces of paoer in her hand, mysteriously 
inscribed “Take an anagram,” she said, “take an 
aiagram and boldl} pinned one of these brief docu- 
ment's to Kipps’ lapel The letters were “Cvpshi,” 
and Kipps fiom the very beginning suspected this was 
an anagram foi Ciwps She also left a thing like a 
long dance programme, from vhich dangled a little 
pencil, in his hand He found himself being intro- 
duced to people, and then he vas in a corner with the 
short ladv in a big bonnet who was pelting him with 
grittv lutle bits of small talk that were gone before you 
could tal e hold of them and reply 

‘Very hot,” said this lady “Very hot indeed — hot 
all the summer — remarkable year — ^all the years remark- 
able now — don’t know what we’re coming to — don’t 
you thinl so, Mr Kipps?” 

“ Oo rather,” said Kipps, and wondered if Ann was 
still m the hall Ann ’ 

He ought not to have stared at her hi e a stuck fish 
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and pretended not to know her That couldn’t be 
right But what was right? 

The lady in the big bonnet proceeded to a second 
discharge Hope you’re fond of anagrams, Mr kipps 
— difficult exercise — still one must do something to 
bring people together — better than Ludo anj^how 
Don’t }ou think so, Mr Kipps?” 

Ann fluttered past the open door Her eyes met his 
in amazed inquiry Something had got dislocated in 
the world for both of them 

He ought to have told her he was engaged Pie 
ought to have explained things to her Perhaps even 
now he might be able to drop her a hint 
“ Don’t you think so, Mr kipps ?” 

“ Oo rather,” said Kipps for the thud time 
A lady with a tired smile, who was labelled con 
spicuously ** Wogdelenk,” drifted tox^ards Kipps’ inter 
locutor and the two fell into conversation kipps found 
himself socially aground He looked about him Helen 
was talking to a curate and laughing Kipps was over- 
come by a vague desire to speak to Ann He was for 
sidling doorward 

“What are you please?” said an extraordinarily bold, 
tall girl, and arrested him while she took down 
“ Cypshi ” 

“I’m sure I don’t know what it means,” she ex- 
plained “ I’m Sir Bubh Don’t you think anagrams 
are something chronic?” 

Kipps made stockish noises, and the young lady sud 
denly became the nucleus of a party of excited friends 
who were forming a syndicate to guess, and barred 
his escape She took no further notice of him He 
found himself jammed against an occasional table and 
listening to the conversation of Mrs “ Wogdelenk ” 
and his lady with the big bonnet 

“ She packed her two beauties off together,” said the 
lady in the big bonnet “Time enough, too Don’t 
think much of this girl she’s got as housemaid now 
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Pretty, of course, but there’s no occasion for a house- 
maid to be pretty — none whatever And she doesn’t 
look particularly up to her work either Kind of 
’mazed expression 

You never can tell,” said the lady labelled Wog- 
delenk”, “you never can tell My wretches are big 
enough, Heaven Inows, and do they work? Not a bit 
ofit» 

Kipps felt dreadfully out of it with regard to all 
these people, and dreadfully in it with Ann 

He scanned the bad of the big bonnet, and con- 
cluded It was an extremely ugly bonnet It went jerk- 
ing forward as each short, dry sentence was snapped 
off at the end and a plume of osprey on it jerked exces- 
sively “She hasn’t gucased even one’” followed b} 
a shriek of girlish merriment, came from the group 
about the tall, bold girl They’d shriel at him 
pre ently, perhaps Beyond thinking his own anagram 
might be Cuyps, he hadn’t a notion What a chatter 
they were all making’ It wa just like a summer sale’ 
Just the sort of people who’d give a lot of trouble and 
swap }ou’ And suddenly the smouldering fires of 
rebellion leapt to flame again The e we^'e a rotten lo" 
of people, and the anagrams were rotten nonsense, and 
he, Kipps, had been a rotten fool to 1.0m e There wa^ 
Helen away there, still laughing, with her curate Pitv 
she couldn’t marr} a curate and leave him (Kipps) 
alone ’ Then he’d 1 now what to do He disliked the 
whole gathering collectively and in detail Why were 
they all trying to make him one of themselves ? He 
perceived unexpected ugliness everywhere about him 
There v/ere two great pins jabbed through the tall girl’s 
hat, and the swirls of her hair below the brim with 
the minutest piece of tape tie up showing, did not 
repay close examination Mrs “ Wogdelenk ” wore a 
sort of mumps bandage of lace, and there was another 
lady perfectly dazzling with beads and jewels and bits 
of trimming They v/ere all flaps and angles and 

10* 
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flour ces — these women Not one of them looked as 

neat and decent a shape as Ann’s clean, trim little 
figure Echoes of Masteiman woke up in him again 
Ladies indeed * Here weie all these chattering people, 
with money, with leisure, with evei} chance in the 
world, and all they could do was to crowd like this into 
a couple of rooms and jabber nonsense about anagiams 
Could Cvpshi really mean Cuj'ps^” floated hie a 
dissolving wreath of mist across his mind 

Abruptly resolution stood arxiied in his heart He 
was going to get out of this ^ 

’Sense me,’ he said, and began to wade neck deep 
thiough the bubbling tea party 
He was going to get out of it ah ’ 

He found himself close by Helen I’m orf,” he 
said, but she gave him the briefest glance She did not 
appear to hear him Still, Mr Sprathngdown, jou 
must admit there’s a limit even to conformity,” she was 
saying 

He was in a curtained archway, and Ann was before 
him cariymg a tray suppoiting several sn all sugar bowls 
He was moved to speech ‘‘ What a Lot’” he said, 
and tfcien m/steiiously, ^M’m engaged to /zer ” He 
indicated Helen’s new hat, and became aware of a skirt 
he had stepped upon 

Ann stared at him helplessly, borne past in the grip 
of incomprehensible imperatives 
Why shouldn’t they tall together’* 

He wa^ in a small room, and then at the foot of 
the staircase in the haU He heard the rustle of a dress, 
and what was conceivably his hostess was upon him 
“ But you’ie not going, Mr Kipps ?” she said 
must,” he said, “I got to” 

‘‘But, Mr Kipp 

“ I must,” he s-id “ I’m not well ” 

“ But before the gue sing ’ Without any tea ’” 

Ann appeared »nd hove’^ed behind him 
“ I got to go,” said Kipps 
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If he parleyed with her H|len might awake to his 
desperate attempt 

“ Of couise if )ou mvst go ” 

It’s something I’ve forgotten,’^ said Kipps, begin- 
ning to feel regretb ‘‘ Reely I mu t ” 

Mrs Botting turned wi h a certain offended dignity, 
and Ann m a tate of flushed calm that e^^idently con- 
cealed much, came forward to open the door 

“I’m very sorry,” he said, “ I’m very sorrv,” half to 
his hostess and half to her, and was swept past her by 
superior social forces — 111 e a drowning man in a mill- 
lace — and into the Upper Sandgate Road He half 
turned upon the step, and then slam went the 
door 

He retreated along the Leas, a thing of shame and 
perplexity — Mrs Botting s aggiieved astonishment 
uppermost in his mind 

Something — reinforced by the glances of the people 
he was passing — prcbsed its way to his attention through 
the tumultuous disorder of his mind 

He became aware that he was still wearing his little 
placard with the letters “ Cvpshi ” 

“Desh It*” he said, clutching off this abomination 
In another moment its several letteis, their task accom- 
plished, were scattering gleefully before the breeze 
down the front of the Leas 

§ 2 

Kipps was dressed for Mrs Wace’s dinner half an 
hour before it was time to start, and he sat waiting until 
Coote should come to take him round Manners and 
Rules of Good Society ” lay before him neglected He 
had read the polished prose of the Member of the 
Aristocracy, on page 96, as far as — 

“ the acceptance of an invitation is in the eyes of 
“ diners out, a binding obligation which only ill- 
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“health, family bereavement, or some all-important 
“reason justifies its being set on one side or other- 
“ wise evaded ” — 

and then he had lapsed into gloomy thoughts 

That afternoon he had had a serious talk with 
Helen 

He had tried to express something of the change of 
heart that had happened to him But to broach the 
real state of the matter had been altogether too terrible 
for him He had sought a minor issue “ I don’t like 
all this Society,” he had said 

“ But you must set people,” said Helen 
“ Yes, but — It’s the sort of people vou see ” He 
nerved himself “ I didn’t think much of that lot at 
the Enegram Tea ” 

“ You have to see all sorts of people if you want to 
see the world,” said Helen 

Kipps was silent for a space and a little short of 
breath 

“ My dear Arthur,” she began, almost kindly, “ I 
shouldn’t ask }0u to go to these affairs if I didn’t think 
It good for you, should P” 

Kipps acquiesced in silence 

“ You will find the benefit of it all when we get to 
London You learn to swim in a tank before you go 
out into the sea These people here are good enough 
to learn upon They’re stiff and rather silly, and dread- 
fully narrow and not an idea in a dozen of them, but 
It really doesn’t matter at all You’ll soon get Savoir 
Faire ” 

He made to speak again, and found his powers of 
verbal expression lacking Instead he blew a sigh 
“You’ll get used to it all very soon,” said Helen 
helpfully 

As he sat meditating over that interview and over the 
vistas of London that opened before him, on the little 
flat, and teas and occasions and the constant presence 
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behaviour of his left brace The webbing — which was 
of a cheerful scarlet silk — had slipped away from its 
buckle, fastened no doubt in agitation, and had 
developed a strong tendency to place itself obliquely 
in the manner rather of an official decoration, athwart 
his spotless front It fiist asserted itself before they 
went in to dinner He replaced this ornament by a 
dexterous thrust when no one was looking and there 
after the suppression of his novel innovation upon the 
stereotyped sombreness of evening dress became a stand 
ing preoccupation On the whole, he was inclined to 
think his fiist horror excessive, at any late no one 
remarked upon it However, you imagine him con 
stantlv throughout the evening, with one eye and one 
hand, whatever the rest of him might be doing, pre 
dominantly concerned with the weak corner 

But this, I say, was a little matter What exercised 
him much more was to discover Helen quite terribly in 
evening dress 

The young lady had let her imagination rove 
London-ward, and this costume was perhaps an antici- 
pation of that clever little flat not too far west which 
was to become the centre of so delightful a literary and 
aitistic set It was, of all the feminine costumes present, 
most distinctly an evening dress One was advised Miss 
Walshingham had arms and shoulders of a type by no 
means despicable, one was adviced Miss Walshingham 
was capable not only of dignity but charm, even a 
certain glow of charm It was, you know, her first 
evening dress, a tribute paid by Walshingham finance 
to her brightening futuie Had she wanted keeping in 
countenance, she would have had to have fallen back 
upon her hostess, who was resplendent in black and 
steel The other ladies had to a certain extent com- 
promised Mrs Walshingham had dressed with just a 
refined little V and Mrs Bindon Botting, except for 
her dear mottled arms, confided scarcely more of her 
plump charm to the world The elder Miss Botting 
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stopped shoit of shouldas, and so did Miss Wace But 
Helen didn’t She was — had Kinps had eyes to see it — 
a quite beautiful human figure, she 1 new it, and she 
met him with a radiant smile that had forgotten all the 
little difference of the afternoon But to Kipps her 
appearance was the last 1 el ease With that she had 
become as i emote, as fomign, as incredible as a wife and 
mate as though the Cnidian Venus herself, in all her 
simple elegance, was, before \A-itnesses, declared to be 
his If, indeed, she had ever been credible as a wife 
and mate 

She ascribed his confusion to modest reverence, and 
having blazed smiling upon him for a moment turned 
a shapely shoulder towards him and exchanged a remarl 
with Mrs Bindon Botting Ann’s poor little half six- 
pence Came against Kipps’ fingcr» in his pocket, and he 
Clutched at it suddenly as though it vias a talisman 
Then he abandoned u to suppiess his Order of the 
Biace He was affected by a cough Miss Wace tells 
me Mr Revel is coning,” Mrs Botting was saying 

“Isn’t It delightful?’ said Helen “We saw him 
last night He s shopped on his v ay to Pans He’s 
going to meet his wife there ” 

Kipps’ eyes re ted for a moment on Helen’s dazzling 
deltoid, and then went inquiringly, accusingly almost, 
to Coote’s face Where, in the presence of this terrible 
emergence, was the gospel of suppression now — that 
Furtive treatment of Religion and Politics and Birth 
and Death and Bathing and Babies, and “all those 
things which constitutes }our True Gentleman? He 
had been too modest even to discuss this question with 
his Mentor, but surely, surely this quintessence of all 
that IS good and nice could regard these unsolicited 
confidences only in one way With something between 
relief and the confirmation of his worst fears he per- 
ceived, by a sort of twitching of the exceptionally 
abundant muscles about Coote’s lower jaw, in a certain 
deliberate avoidance of one particular direction by these 
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pale but resolute grev eves, by the almost convnlsi\e 
grip of the ample, greenish white gloves behind him, a 
grip brol en at times for controlling pats at the black 
bordered tie and the back of that spacious head, and by 
a slight blit increasing disposition to cough, that Coote 
did not approve f 

To Kipps Helen had once supplied a delicately 
beau iful dream, a thing of romance and unsubstantial 
mystery But this was her final materialisation, and 
the last thin wreath of glamour about her was disnelled 
In some way (he had forgotten how and it w^s perfecth 
incomprehensible) he was bound to this dark, solid and 
determined young person whose shadow and suggestion 
he had once loved He had to go through with the 

thing as a gentleman should Still 

And when he was sacrificing Ann ’ 

He wouldn’t stand this sort of thing, whatever else 
he stood Should he say something about her 

dress to her — to morrow? 

He could put his foot down firmly He could sav, 
I ook ’ere I don’t care I ain’t going to stand it 
See?” 

She’d say something unexpected, of course She 
always did say something unexpected 

Suppose for once he overrode what she said, and 
simply repeated his point ? 

He found these thoughts battling with certain con- 
versational aggressions from Mrs Wace, and then Revel 
arrived and took the centre of the stage 

The author of that brilliant romance, Red Hearts 
a-Beatmg,” was a less imposing man than Kipps had 
anticipated, but he speedily effaced that disappointment 
by his predominating manners Although he lived 
habitually in the vivid world of London, his collar 
and tie were in ro way remarkable, and he was neither 
brilliantly handsome nor curly nor long-haired His 
personal appearance suggested armchairs rather than the 
e<|uestrian exercises and amorous toyings and passionate 
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intensities of his masterpiece, he was inclined to be fat, 
with whitish flesh and miidd} colouied stiaight hair, he 
had a rather shapeless and truncated nose and his chin 
was asymmetrical One eye was more inclined to stare 
than the other He might have been esteemed a little 
undistinguished-looking were it not for his beeswaxed 
moustache, which came amidst his features with a 
pleasing note of incongiuitv, and the whimsical wrinkles 
above and about his greater eye His regard sought 
and found Helen’s as he entered the room, and they 
shook hands presently with an air of intimacy Lipps, 
for no clear reason, found objectionable He saw 
them cla«p hands, heard Coote’s characteristic cough — 
a sound rather more like a very, very old sheep a quarter 
of a mile away being blown to pieces by a small charge 
of gunpowder than anything else in the world — did 
some confused beginnings of a thought, and then they 
were all going in to dinner and Helen’s shining bare 
arm lay along hi slee\e Kipps v/as in no state for 
conversation She glanced at him, and, though he did 
not know it, very slightly pressed his elbow He 
struggled with strange respiratory dislocations Before 
them went Coote, discoursing in amiable reverberations 
to Mrs Walshingham, and at the head of the proces- 
sion was Mrs Bindon Botting talking fast and brightly 
beside the erect military figure of little Mr Wace 
(He was not a soldier reallv, but he had caught a 
martinet bearing by living so close to Shornclifle ) 
Revel came last, in charge of Mrs Wace’s queenly black 
and steel, politely admiring m a flute hie cultivated 
voice the mellow wall paper of the staircase Kipps 
marvelled at everybody’s self-possession 

From the earliest spoonful of soup it became evident 
that Revel considered himself responsible for the table 
talk And before the soup was over it was almost as 
manifest that Mrs Bindon Botting inclined to consider 
hia sense of lesponsibihty excessive In her circle Mrs 
Bindon Botting was esteemed an agreeable rattle, her 
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manner and appearance weie conspicuously vivacious for 
one so plump, and she had an almost Irish facility for 
humorous description She would keep people amused 
all through an afternoon call with the story of how her 
jobbing gardener had got himself mariied and what his 
home was hie, 01 how her favourite butt, Mr Stigson 
Warder, had all his unfortunate children taught almost 
e\ery conceivable mstiument because they had the 
phrenological bump of music abnormally large The 
family itself was also abnormally large “They got to 
tiombones, mv dear’’ she would say, with her voice 
coming to a climax Usually her friends conspired to 
draw her out, but on this occasion they neglected to 

do so, a thing that militated against her 1 een desire to 

shine in Revel’s eyes After a time she perceived that 

the only thing for her to do was to cut in on the talk 

on her own account, and this she began to do She 
made several ineffectual snatches at the general attention, 
and then Revel diifted towards a topic she regarded as 
particular!} her own, the ordering of households 

They came to the thing through talk about localities 
“We are leaving our house in The Boltons,” said Revel, 
“ and taking a little place at Wimbledon, and I think 
of having rooms in Dane’s Inn It will be more con 
venient in many ways My wife is furiou ly addicted 
to golf and exercise of all sorts, and I hi e to sit about 
in clubs — I haven’t the strength necessary for these 
hygienic proceedings — and the old arrangement suited 
neither of us And besides, no one could imagine the 
demoralisation the domestics of West London have 
undergone during the last three years ” 

“ It s the same ever} where,” said Mis Bindon 
Bottmg 

‘ Very possibly it is A friend of mine calls it the 
servile tradition in decay, and regards it all as a most 
hopeful phenomenon 

“ He ought to have had my last^two criminals,” said 
Mrs Bindon Bottmg 
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She turned to Mrs Wace while Revel came again a 

little too late with a “ Possibly ’’ 

“ And I haven’t told you, my dear,” she said, speak- 
ing with voluble rapidity, ‘‘I’m in trouble again ’ 

“ The last girl 

“ The last girl Before I can get a cook, my hard- 
won housemaid ’ — she paused — “ chucks it ” 

“ Panic?” asked voung Walshingham 
“Mysterious grief’ Everything merry as a mariiage 
bell until my Anagram Tea’ Then in the evening a 
portentous rigour of bearing, a word or so from mv 
Aunt, and immediately — Floods of Tears and Notice’” 
For a moment her eye rested thoughtfully on Kipps, as 
she said “ Is there anything heartrending about Ana- 
grams ?” 

“ I find them so,” said Re\ el “ I ” 

But Mrs Bindon Botting got away again “ For a 

time it made me quite uneasy ” 

Kipps jabbed his lip with his fork rather painfully, 
and was recalled from a fascinated glare at Mrs Botting 
to the immediate facts of dinner 

“ — ^whether anagrams might not have offended the 
good domestic’s Moral Code — ^you never can tell We 
made inquiries No No No She must go and 
that s all ’ ” 

“One perceues,” said Revel, “in these disorders, 
dimly and distantly, the last dying glow of the age of 
Romance Let us suppose, Mrs Botting, let us at least 
try to suppose — it is Love ” 

Kipps clattered with his knife and fork 
“ It’s love,” said Mrs Botting, “what else can it be? 
Beneath the orderly humdrum of our lives these 
romances are going on, until at last they bust up and 
give Notice and upset our humdrum altogether Some 

fatal, wonderful soldier 

“The passions of the common or house domestic,” 
said Revel, and recd^ered possession of the table 

Upon the troubled disorder of Kipps’ table manners 
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there had supeivened a quietness, an unusual calm 
For once in his life he had distinctly made up his mind 
on his own account He listened no more to Revel 
he put down his knife and fork and refused everything 
that follox^cd Coote regaided him with tactful concern 
and Helen flushed a little 


§4 

\bout half-past nine that night came a violent pull 
at the bell of Mrs Bindon Hotting, and a young man 
in a dress suit, a Gibus and other marks of exalted 
social position stood without Athwart his white ex 
pause of bieast lay a ruddv bar of patterned silk that 
gave him a singular distinction and minimised the glow 
of a few small stains of burgundy His Gibus was thrust 
back and exposed a disorder of hair that suggested a 
reckless desperation He had, in fact, burnt his boats 
and refused to join the ladies Coote, in the subsequent 
convex sation, had protested quietly, “You’re going on 
all right, you know,” to which Kipps had answered he 
didn’t care a “ Eng ” about that, and so, after a brief 
tussle with Walshingham’s detaining arm, had got away 
“ I got something to do,” he said “ ’Ome ” And here 
he was — ^panting an extraordinary resolve The door 
opened, revealing the pleasantly furnished hall of Mrs 
Bindon Hotting, lit by rose-tinted lights, and in the 
centre of the picture, neat and pretty in black and 
white, stood Ann At the sight of Kipps her colour 
vanished 

“ Ann,” said Kipps, I want to speak to you I got 

something to say to }ou right away See? Fm ” 

This ain’t the door to speak to me at,” said Ann 
“ But, Ann ^ It’s something special ” 

“You spoke enough,” said Ann 
“Ann^” 

Besides That’s my door, doifn there Basement 
If I was caught talking at ihis dooi 
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But, Ann, Vm ” 

** Basement after nine Them’s my hours I’m a 
servant and likely to keep one If you’re calling here, 
what name, please? But you got jour fiiends and I 
got mine, and you mustn’t go talking to me ” 

But, Ann, I want to ask you ” 

Someone appeared in the hall behind Ann ^‘Not 
here,” said Ann “ Don’t know an’^one of that name,” 
and incontinently slammed the door in his face 

What was that, Ann ?” said Mrs Bindon Botting s 
invalid Aunt 

^ Ge m a little intoxicated. Ma’am — asking for the 
wrong name. Ma’am ” 

What name did he want f*” as! ed the lady doubt 
fully 

No name that we know, Ma’am,” said Ann, hustling 
along the hall towards the kitchen stairs 

I hope you weren’t too short with him, Ann ” 

“No shorter than he deserved, considering ’ow he 
be’aved,” said Ann, with her bosom heaving 

And Mrs Bindon Botting’s invalid Aunt, perceiving 
suddenly that this call had some relation to Ann’s 
private and sentimental trouble, turned, after one 
moment of hesitating scrutinj, away 

She was an extremely sympathetic lady, was Mrs 
Bindon Betting’s invalid Aunt, she took an interest in 
the servants, imposed piety, extorted confessions and 
followed human nature, blushing and lying defensively, 
to Its reluctantly revealed recesses, but Ann’s sense of 
privacy was strong and her manner, under drawing out 
and encouragement, sometimes even alarming 
So the poor old lady went upstairs again 

§ 5 

The basement door opened and Kipps came into the 
kitchen He was flushed and panting 
He struggled for speech 
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’Ere,” he said, and held out two half sixpences 
Ann stood behind the kitchen table — face pale and 
eves round, and now — ^and it simplified Kipps very 
much — he could see she had indeed been crying 
‘‘Well?” she said 
“ Don’t you see ?” 

Ann moved her head slightly 
“ I kep’ It all these years ” 

“ You kep’ It too long ” 

His mouth closed and his flush died away He looked 
at her The amulet, it seemed, had failed to work 
“Ann»” he said 
“ Well?” 

“ Ann ” 

The conversation still hung fire 
“Ann,” he said, made a movement with his hands 
that suggested appeal, and advanced a step 
Ann shook her head more definitely, and became 
defensive 

“ Look here, Ann,” said Kipps “ I been a fool ” 
They stared into each other’s miseiable eyes 
“ Ann,” he said “ I want to marry you ” 

Ann clutched the table edge “ You can’t,” she said 
faintly 

He made as if to approach her aiound the table, and 
she took a step that restored their distance 
“ I must,” he said 
“ You can’t ” 

“ I must You got to marry me, Ann ” 

‘ You can’t go marrying everybody You got to 
marry ’er ” 

“ I shan’t ” 

Ann shook her head “You’re engaged to that girl 
Lady, rathei You can’t be engaged to me ” 

“ I don’t want to be engaged to you I hem engaged 
I want to be married to you See ? Right away ” 

Ann turned a shade paler “ But what d’you mean ?” 
she asked 
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Come right off to London and marry me. Now.” 

“What d’you mean?” 

Kipps became extremely lucid and earnest. 

“ I mean come right off and marry me now before 
anyone else can. See?”, 

“ In London ?” 

“ In London.” 

They stared at one another again. They took things 
for granted in the most amazing way. 

“ I couldn’t,” said Ann. “ For one thing, my 
month’s not up for mor’n free weeks yet.” 

They hung before that for a mom.ent as though it 
was insurmountable. 

“Look ’ere, Ann! Arst to go. Arst to go!” 

She wouldn’t,” said Ann. 

“Then come without arsting,” said Kipps. 

“ She’d keep my box 

“ She won’t.” 

“ She will.” 

“ She %von’t.” 

“You don’t know ’er.” 

“Well, desh ’er — let ’er! Let ’er! Who cares? 
I’ll buy you a ’undred boxes if you’ll come.” 

“ It wouldn’t be right towards Her.” 

“ It isn’t Her you got to think about, Ann. It’s 
me. 

“ And you ’aven’t treated me properly,” she said. 
“You ’aven’t treated me properly, Artie. You didn’t 
ought to ’ave ” 

“ I didn’t say I ""adP he interrupted, “ did I ? Ann,” 
he appealed, “ I didn’t come to arguefy. I’m all wrong. 

I never said I wasn’t. It’s yes or no. Me or not. . . . 
I been a fool. There! See? I been a fool. Ain’t 
that enough? I got myself all tied up with everyone 
and made a fool of myself all round. . . .” 

He pleaded, “ It isn’t as if we didn’t care for one 
another, Ann.” 

She seemed impassive, and he resumed his discourse. 
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“I thought I wasn’t likely ever to see you again, 
Ann I reely did It isn’t as though I was seem’ you 
all the tune I didn’t know what I wanted, and I 
went and heaved like a fool — ^jest ab anyone might 
I know what I want and I know what I don’t \%ant 
now 

“ Ann*’ 

Well?” 

*‘Will you come? Will you come? 

Silence 

If you don’t answer me, Ann — I’m desprir — if \ou 
don’t ansv/er me now, if you don’t say you’ll come, I’ll 
go right out now 

He turned doorward passionately as he spoke, with 
his threat incomplete 

1 11 go,” he said, I ’aven’t a friend in the world’ 
I been and throwed everything away I don’t know 
why I done things and why I ’aven’t All I know is 
I can’t stand nothing in the world any more ” He 
chol ed The pier,” he said 

He fumbled with the door latch, grumbling some 
inarticulate self pity, as if he sought a handle, and then 
he had it open 

Clearly he was going 
“ Artie ’ ” said Ann sharply 

He turned about, and the two hung white and 
tense 

I’ll do It,” said Ann 

His face began to work, he shut the door and came a 
step back to her, staring, his face became pitiful and 
then suddenly they mo\ed together ‘‘Artie’” she 
cried, “don’t go’” and held out her arms, weeping 
They clung close to one another 
“Oh’ I "been so mis’bel,” cried Kipps, clinging to 
this lifebuoy, and suddenly his emotion, having no 
further serious work in hand, burst its way to a loud 
hoohoo f His fashionable and expensive Gibus flopped 
off and fell and rolled and lay neglected on the floor 
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‘‘ I been so mis’bel,” said Kipps, giving himself vent 

Oh, I heen so mis’bel, Ann ” 

“ Be quiet,” said Ann, holding his poor blubbering 
head tightly to her hea\ing shoulder, herself all a 
qm\er, ‘‘ be quiet She s there’ Listenin’ She’ll ’ear 
vou, Artie, on the stairs ” 


§6 

Ann’s last words when, an hour later, they paited, 
Mis and Miss Bindon Bottmg having returned very 
audibly upstairs, deserve a section to themselves 
“ I wouldn’t do this for everyone, mind you,’ 
whispered Ann 
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JlOU imagine them fleeing through our complex and 
difficult social system as it were for life, first on foot 
and severally to the Folkestone Central Station, then in 
a fiiit-class carnage, with Kipps’ bag as *^010 chaperon, 
to Charing Cros , and then in a four-wheeler, a long, 
rumbling, palpitating slow flight through the multi 
tudmous swarming London streets to Sid Kipps kept 
peeping out of the wundow “ It’s the next corner 
after this, I believe ” he would saa For he had a sort 
of feeling that at Sid’s he would be immune from the 
hottest pursuit He paid the cabman in a manner 
adequate to the occasion, and tinned to his prospective 
brother in law “ Me and Ann,” he said, “ we’re going 
to marry ” 

But I thought — began Sid 
Kipps motioned him towards explanations in the 
shop 

It’s no good my arguing with you,” said Sid, 
smiling del ghtedlv as the case unfolded “ You done 
It now” And Masterman being apprised of the nature 
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of the affair descended slowly in a state of flushed 
congratulation 

* I thought you might find the Higher Life a bit 
difficult,” said Masterman, projecting a bony hand 
“ But I never thought you’d have the originality to 
clear out Won t the young lady of the superior 

classes swear ’ Never mind — it doesn’t matter an v how 
“ You were starting a climb,” he said at dinner, 
‘'that doesn’t lead anywhere You would have 
clambered from one refinement of vulgarity to another 
and nevei got to any satis factor} top There isn’t a 
top It’s a squirrel’s cage Things ^re out of joint, and 
the only top there is a lot of blazing card-plavmg 
women and betting men — ^seasoned with archbishops 
and officials and all that sort of gloss}, pandering Tosh 
You’d have hung on, a disconsolate, dismal little 
figure, somewhere up the ladder, far below e/en the 
motor car class, while }our wife larked about — or fretted 
because she w^xsn’t a bit higher than she was I 

found It all out long ago I’ve seen women of that 
sort And I don t climb any more ” 

“ I often thought about what ^oa said last time I saw 
you,” said Kipps 

“ I wonder what I said,'’ said Masterman in paren 
thesis ‘ Anyhow, you’re doing the right and sane 
thing, and that’s a rare spectacle You’re going to 
marrv vour equal, and you’re going to take your own 
line, quite independently of what people up there, or 
people down there, think you ought or ought not to 
do That’s about the only course one can take nowa 
da}^s with everything getting more muddled and upside 
down eveiy day Make your own little world and your 
own house first of all, keep that right side up what 
ever you do, and marry your mate That, I 

suppose, IS what / should do — if / had a mate 
But people of my sort, luckily for the world, don’t 
get made in pairs No ^ 

“ Besides — ’ However — ” 


And abruptly, taking 
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advantage of an interruption by Master Walt, he lapsed 
into thought 

Presently he came out of his musings 
After all,” he said, there's hope ” 

What about said Sid 
Everything,” said Masterman 

“ Where there's life there’s hope,” said Mis Sid 

But none of you aien t eating anything like you 
ought to ” 

Masterman lifted his glass 

“Heres to Hope*” he said “The Light of the 
World *” 

Sid beamed at Kipps as who should say, “You don’t 
meet a character like this every dinner time ” 

“ Here’s to Hope,” repeated Masterman “ The best 
thing one can have Hope of life — ^yes ” 

He imposed his moment of magnificent self-pity on 
them all Even young Walt was impressed 

They spent the da\s before their marriage in a 
number of agreeable excursions together One day 
they went to Kew bv steamboat, and admired the house 
full of paintings of flowers extremely, and one day they 
went early to have a good long day at the Crystal 
Palace, and enjoyed themselves very much indeed They 
got there so eaily that nothing was open inside, all the 
stalls were wrappered up and all the minor exhibitions 
locked and barred They seemed the minutest creatures 
even to themselves m that enormous empty aisle, and 
their echoing footsteps indecently loud They con 
templated realistic groups of plaster savages, and Ann 
thought they’d be queer people to have about She 
was glad there were none in this country They 
meditated upon replicas of classical statuary without 
excessive comment Kipps said, at large, it must have 
been a queer world then, but Ann very properly doubted 



THE LABYRINTHODON 315 

if they really went about like that But the place at 
that early hour was lonely One began to fancy things 
So they went out into the October sunshine of the 
mighty terraces, and wandered amidst miles of stucco 
tanks and about those quiet Gargantuan grounds A 
great, grey emptiness it was, and it seemed marvellous 
to them, but not nearly so marvellous as it might have 
seemed I never see a finer place, never,” said Kipps, 
turning to survey the entirety of the enormous glass 
front with Paxton’s vast image in the centre 

What It must ’ave cost to build ’ ” said Ann, and 
left her sentence eloquently incomplete 

Presently they came to a region of caves and water- 
ways, and amidst these waterways strange reminders of 
the possibilities of the Creator They passed under 
an arch made of a whale’s jaws, and discoveied amidst 
herbage browsing or standing unoccupied and staring as 
if amazed at themselves, huge effigies of iguanodons and 
deinotheria and mastodons and suchlike cattle, gloriously 
done in green and gold 

They got everything,’ said Kipps Earl’s Court 
isn’t a patch on it ” 

His mind was very greatlv exercised by these 
monsters, and he hovered about them and returned to 
them “ You’d wonder ’ow they ever got enough to 
eat,” he said several times 

§3 

It was later in the day, and upon a seat in the presence 
of the green and gold Labynnthodon that looms so 
splendidly above the lake, that the Kippses fell into 
talk about their future They had made a sufficient 
lunch in the palace, they had seen pictures and no end 
of remarkable things, and that and the amber sun- 
light made a mood for them, quiet and philosophical, 
a haven mood Kipps broke a contemplative silence 
with an abrupt allusion to one principal preoccupation 
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“I shall offer an apology and I shall offer ’er brother 
damages If she likes to bring an action for Breach 
aftei that, well — I done all I can They can’t 

get much out of reading my letteis in court, because I 
d dn’t write none I dessay a thousan’ or two’ll settle 
all that, anyhow I ain’t much worried about that 
That don’t worry me very much, Ann — No ” 

4nd then, “It’s a lark, our marrying It’s cuiious 
’ow things come about If I hadn’t run against you, 
where should I ’ave been now? Eh? Even after 

we met, I didn’t seem to see it like — not marrying you 
I mean — until that night I came I didn’t — reely ” 
“I didn’t neither,” said Ann, with thoughtful eyes 
on the v/ater 

For a time Kipps’ mind was occupied by the pretti 
ness of her thinking face A faint, tremulous network 
of lights, reflected from the ripples of a passing duck, 
played subtly over her cheek and faded away 

Ann reflected “ I s’pose things ’ad to be,” she 
said 

Kipps mused “ It’s curious ’ow evei I got on to be 
engaged to ’er ” 

“ She wasn’t suited to you ” said Ann 
“ Suited No fear^ That’s jest it ’Ow did it come 
about ?” 

“ I expect she led vou on,” said Ann 
Kipps was half-minded to assent Then he had a 
twinge of conscience “ It wasn’t that, Ann,” he said 
“ It’s curious I don’t know what it was, but it wasn’t 
that I don’t recollect No Life’s jolly 

rum, that’s one thing any’ow And I suppose I’m a 
rum sort of feller I get excited sometimes, and then 
I don’t seem to care what I do That’s about what it 
was reely Still 

They meditated, Kipps with his arms folded and 
pulling at his scanty moustache Presently a faint 
smile came over his face 

“We’ll get a nice little ’ouse out ’Ithe way” 
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It’s ’omelier than Folkestone/’ said Ann. 

“Jest a nice little ’oiise,” said Kipps. ‘^There’s 
Hughenden, of course. But that’s let. Besides being 
miles too big. And I wouldn’t live in Folkestone again 
some’ow — not for anything.” 

“ I’d like to ’ave a ’ouse of my own,” said Ann. 
“ I’ve often thought, being in service, ’ow much I’d 
like to manage a ’ouse of my own.” 

“ You’d know all about what the servants was up to 
anyhow,” said Kipps, amused. 

“ Servants ! We don’t want no servants,” said Ann, 
startled. 

“You’ll ’ave to ’ave a servant,” said Kipps. “If it’s 
only to do the ’eavy work of the ’ouse.” 

“ What ! and not be able ’ardly to go into my own 
kitchen ?” said Ann. 

“ You ought to ’ave a servant,” said Kipps. 

“ One could easy ’ave a ^voman in for anything that’s 
’eavy,” said Ann. “ Besides — If I ’ad one of the girls 
one sees about nowadays, I should want to be taking the 
broom out of ’er ’and and do it all over myself. I’d 
manage better tvithout ’er.” 

“ We ought to ’ave one servant anyhow,” said Kipps, 
“else ’ow should we manage if w^e wanted to go out 
together or anything like that?” 

“ I might get a young girl,” said Ann, “ and bring ’er 
up in my own way.” 

Kipps left the matter at that and came back to the 
house. 

“There’s little ’ouses going into Hythe, just the 
sort we want, not too big and not too small. We’ll 
’ave a kitching and a dining-room and a little room to 
sit in of a night.” 

“ It mustn’t be a ’ouse with a basement,” said Ann. 

“What’s a basement?” 

“ It’s a downstairs, where there’s not arf enough light 
and evervthing got to be carried — up and down, up and 
down, all day — coals and everything. And it’s got to 
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’ave a watertap and sink and things upstairs YouM 
’ardly believe, Artie, if you 'adn’t been in serMce, ’ow 
cruel and silly some ’ouses are built — ^you’d think they 
ad a spite against seiiants the way the stairs are made’ 
“We won’t ’ave one of that sort,” said Kipps 
“ We’ll ’ave a quiet little life Now go out a bit— 
now come ’ome again Read a book perhaps if we got 
nothing else to do ’Ave old Buggins in for an evening 

at times ’Ave Sid down There’s, bicycles ” 

“ I don’t fancy myself on a bicycle,” said Ann 
“ ’Ave a trailer,” said Kipps, “ and sit like a lady 
I’d take you out to New Romney easy as anything, jest 
to see the old people ” 

“ I wouldn’t mind that,” said Ann 
“ We’ll jest ’ave a sensible little ’ou e, and sensible 
things No art or anything of that sort, nothing stuck 
up or anything, but jest sensible We’ll be as right as 
anything Ann ” 

“No socialism,” said Ann, staitmg a lurking doubt 
“No socialism,” said Kipps, “just sensible, that’s 
all ” 

“ I dessay it’s all right for them that understand it, 
Artie, but I don’t agree with this socialism ” 

“ I don’t neither, reely,” said Kipps “ I can’t aigue 
about It, but It don’t seem real like to me All the 
same, Mastei man’s a clever fellow, Ann ” 

“ I didn’t like ’im at first, Artie, but I do now — in a 
way You don’t understand ’im all at once ” 

“ ’E’s so clever,” said Kipps “ Arf the time I can’t 
make out what ’e’s up to ’L’s the cleverest chap I ever 
met I never ’eard such talking ’E ought to write a 
book It s a rum world, Ann, when a chap like 

that isn’t ’aidly able to earn a living ” 

“It’s ’is ’ealth,” said Ann 

“ I expect It IS,” said Kipps, and ceased to talk for a 
little while 

Then he spoke with deliberation, “ Sea air might be 
the saving of ’im, Ann ” 
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He glanced doubtfully at Ann, and she was looking 
at him even fondlv 

“ You think of other people a lot,” said Ann I 
been looking at you sittin’ there and thinking ” 

“ I suppose I do I suppose when one’s ^appy one 
does ” 

You do,” said Ann 

‘^We shall be ’appy in that little ’ouse, Ann Don’t 
>’ thnk?” 

She met his eyes and nodded 

“ I seem to see it,” said Kipps, sort of cos / like 
’Bout tea time and muffins, kettle on the ’ob, cat on the 
earthrug — We must get a cat, Ann — ^and you there 
Eh?” 

They regarded each other with appreciative eyes, and 
Kipps became irrelevant 

^ I don’t bebeve, Ann,” he said, I ’aven’t kissed ^ou 
not for ’arf an hour Leastways not since we was in 
those caves ” 

For kissing had already ceased to be a matter of 
thrilling adventure for them 

Ann shook her head “ You be sensible and go on 
talking about Mr Masterman,” she said 

But Kipps had wandered to something else I like 
the way your air turns back just there,” he said, with 
an indicative finger It was like that, I remember, 
when vou was a girl Sort of wavv I’ve often thought 
of It — ’Member when we raced that time — out 

be’ind the church?” 

Then for a time they sat idly, each following out 
agreeable meditations 

‘ It’s rum, ’ said Kipps 

‘‘What’s rum?” 

“ ’Ow everything’s ’appened,” said Kipps “ Who’d 
’ave thought of our being ’ere like this six weeks ago^ 
Who’d ’ave thought of my ever ’a /mg any 
money ?” 

His eyes went to the big Labyrinthodon He looked 

II 
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first carelessly, and then suddenly with a gi owing 
intimacy at its vast face 

“ Fm deshed ’ ’ he murmured Ann became inter 
ested He laid a hand on her .*im and pointed Ann 
scrutinised the Labyiinthodon and then came around 
to Kipps’ face in mute interrogation 
“ Don t you see it ? ’ said Kipps 
“ See what ?” 

’E’s jest like old Coote ” 

It’s extinct,” said Ann, not clearly apprehending 
“ I dessay ’e is But ’e’s jest like old Coote all the 
same for that ” 

Kipps meditated on the monstrous shapes m sight 
“ I wonder ’ow all these old antediluvium animals goi 
ex met,” Ik asked No one couldn’t possibly ’ave 
killed ’em ” 

Why ’ / 1 now that,” said Ann “ They w s over 
took by the Flood ” 

Kipps meditated for a while But I thought they 

had to take two of everything there was ” 

‘‘Within reason they ’ad,” said Ann 
The Kippses left it at that 

The great green and gold Labyrmthodon took no 
notice of their conversation It gazed with its wonder 
ful eyes over their heads into the infinite — inflexibly 
calm It might indeed ha\e been Coote himself there, 
Coote the unassuming, cutting them dead 

§4 

And in due course these two simple souls married, 
and Venus Urania, the Goddess of Wedded Love, who 
is indeed a very great and noble and kindly goddess, 
bent down and blessed them in their union 


END OF BOOK 11 
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JLJL ONEYMOONS and all things come to an end, and 
you see at la t Mr and Mrs Arthur Kipps de cending 
upon the H>the platform — coming to H^the to find 
that nice httle house, to realise that bright dream of a 
home they had first talked about in the grounds of the 
Crj'Stal Palace They are a valiant couple, you perceive, 
but small, and the world is a large incongruous system 
of complex and difficult things Kipps wears a grey suit, 
with a wing-poke collar and a neat, smart tie Mrs 
Kipps lb the same bright and healthy little girl woman 
you saw in the marsh, not an inch has been added to 
her statin e in all my voluminous narrative Only now 
she wears a hat 

It IS a hat \ ery unlil e the hats she used to wear on 
her Sundays out, a flourishing hat with feathers and 
buckle and bows and things The price of that hat 
would take many people’s breath away — it cost two 
guineas’ Kipps chose it Kipps paid for it They 
left the shop with flushed cheeks and smarting eyes, 
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glad to be out of range of the condescending sales 
woman 

‘‘ Artie,” said Ann, you didn’t ought to ’ave 

That was all And you know, the hat didn’t suit 
Ann a bit Her clothes did not suit her at all The 
simple, cheap, clean brightness of her former style had 
given place not only to this hat, but to several other 
things in the same key And out from among these 
things looked her pretty face, the face ot a wise little 
child — ^an artless wonder struggling througn a pre 
posterous dignity 

They had bought that hat one day when they had 
gone to see the shops in Bond Street Kipps had 
looked at the passers by and it had suddenly occurred 
to him that Ann was dowdy He had noted the hat 
of a very proud looking lady passing in an electric 
brougham, and had resolved to get Ann the nearest 
thing to that 

The railway porters perceived some subtle incon 
gruity m Ann, so did the knot of cabmen in the station 
doorway, the two golfers and the lady with daughters, 
who had also got out of the train And Kipps, a little 
pale, blowing a little, not in complete possession of 
himself, knew that they noticed her and him And 
Ann — It is hard to say just what Ann observed of 
these things 

“ Ere’” said Kipps to a cabman, and regretted too 
late a vanished H ” 

^‘I got a trunk up there,” he said to a ticket in 
spector, “ maiked A K ” 

“ Ask a porter,” said the inspector, turning his 
back 

‘‘Demn’” said Kipps, not altogether inaudibly 
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It IS all very well to sit in the sunshine and talk of 
the house you will have, and another altogether to 
achieve it We English — all the world indeed to-day — 
live in a strange atmosphere of neglected gieat issues, of 
insistent, triumphant petty things, we are given up to 
the fine littlenesses of intercourse, table manners and 
small correctitudes are the subsUnce of our lives You 
do not escape these things for long even b/ so catas 
trophic a pioceeding as flying to London w th a young 
lady of no wealth and inferior social position The 
mists of noble emotion swirl and pass, and there you 
are, dnorced from all your deities and grazing in the 
meadows under the Argus eves of the social system, the 
innumerable mean judgments you feel raining upon 
you, upon your clothes and bearing, upon jour pre- 
tensions and movements 

Our world to dav is a meanly conceived one — it is 
only an added meanness to conceal that fact For one 
consequence, it has very few nice little houses Such 
things do not come for the asking, they are not to be 
bought with money during ignoble times Its houses 
are built on the ground of monstroush rich, shabbily 
extortionate landowners by poor, parsimonious greedy 
people in a mood of elbowing competition What can 
you expect from such ridiculous conditions? To go 
house-hunting is to spy out the nakedness of this pre- 
tentious world, to see what our civilisation amounts to 
when you take away curtains and flounces and carpets 
and all the fluster and distraction of people and 
fittings It IS to see mean plans meanly executed for 
mean ends, the conventions torn aside, the secrets 
stripped, the substance underlying all such Chester 
Cootery, soiled and worn and left 

So you see our poor dear Kippses going to and fro, 
in Hy<-he, in Sandgate, m Ashford and Canterbury and 
Deal and Dover — at last even in Folkestone, with 
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orders to view,” pink and green and white and yellow 
orders to view, and labelled keys m Kipps’ hand and 
frowns and perplexity upon their faces They 

did not clearly know what they wanted, but whatever 
It was they saw, they knew they did not want that 
Always they found a confusing multitude of houses 
the} could not take, and none they could Their 
dreams began to turn mainly on empty, abandoned 
looking rooms, with unfaded patches of paper to mark 
the place of vanished pictures and doors that had lost 
their keys They saw rooms floored with boards tha 
yawned apart and were splintered, skirtings eloquent of 
the industrious mouse, kitchens with a dead black-beetle 
in the empty cupboard, and a hideous variety of coal 
holes and dark cupboards under the stairs They stuck 
their little heads through roof trap doors and gazed at 
disorganised ball taps, at the black filthiness of un 
stopped roofs There were occasions when it seemed to 
them that they must be the victims of an elaboraie con 
spiracy of house agents, so bleak and cheerless is a 
second-hand empty house in comparison with the 
humblest of inhabited dwellings 

Commonly the houses were too big They had huge 
windows that demanded vast curtains in mitigation, 
countless bedrooms, acreage of stone steps to be cleaned, 
kitchens that made Ann protest She had come so far 
towards a proper conception of Kipps’ social position as 
to admit the prospect of one servant — but lor’'” she 
would say, “ you want a manservant in thia ’ouse ” 
When the houses were not too big, then they were 
almost invariably the product of speculative building, 
of that multitudinous hasty building for the extravagant 
swarm of new births that was the essential disaster of 
the nineteenth century The new houses Ann refused 
as damp, and even the youngest of these that had been 
in use showed remarkable signs of a sickly constitution, 
the plaster flaked away, the floors gaped, the paper 
mouldered and peeled, the doors dropped, the bricks 
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scaled and the railings ruated. Nature in the form of 
spiders, earwigs, cod roaches, mice, rats, fungi and 
remarkable smells, was already fighting her way 
back 

And the plan was invariably inconvenient, invariably 
All the bouses tney saw had a common quality for 
which she could find no word, but for which the pioper 
word IS incivility “ They build these ’onses,’’ she said, 
“as though gills wasn’t uman beings” Sids social 
democracy had got into 1 er blood perhaps, and anyhow 
they went about discovering the most remarkable in 
considerateness in the contemporary house “ There’s 
kitching stairs to go up, Aitie’’ Ann would say 
“Some poor girl’s got to go up and down, up and 
down, and be tired out, jest because they haven’t the 
sense to lea\e enough space to give their steps a proper 
rise — and no water upstaiis anywhere — every diop got 
to be carried ’ It s ’ouses hi e this wear girls out 

“ It s avmg ouse built by men, I believe, mal es all 
the worl «.nd trouble,” said Ann 

The Kippses, }ou s<.e, thought they weie loo’ irg for 
a reasonabl} simple little contemporary house, but they 
were lool ing for dreamland or 1975 a d or thereabouts, 
and It hadn’t come 


§3 

But It was a foolish thing for Kipps to begin build 
ing a house 

He did that out of an extraordinary animosity for 
houoe agents he had conceived 

Everybody hates house agents just as everybody loves 
sailors It IS no doubt a very wicl ed and unjust hatred, 
but the business of a novelist is not ethical principle 
but facts Everybody hate house agents because thev 
have everybody at a disadvantage All other callings 
have a certain amount of give and take, the house agent 
simply takes All other callings want you, your solicitor 
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IS afraid you may change him, your doctoi cannot go too 
far, }our novelist — if only you knew it — is mutely 
abject towards your unspoken wishes, and as for your 
tiadespeople, milkmen will fight outside your fiont door 
for you, and green groceis call in teais if you discard 
them suddenly, but who ever heard of a house agent 
struggling to serve anyone? You want a house, vou go 
to him, you dishevelled and angry from tiavel anxious, 
inquiiing, he calm, clean, inactive, reticent, quietly 
doing nothing You beg him to reduce rents, white 
wash ceilings, produce other houses, combine the 
summer house of No 6 with the conseivatory of No 4 
— much he cares’ You want to dispose of a house, 
then he is just the same, serene, indiffeient — on one 
occasion I remember he was picking his teeth all the 
time he answered me Competition is a mockeiy among 
house agents, they are all alike, you cannot wound them 
by going to the opposite office, you cannot dismiss them, 
you can at most dismiss yourself They aie invulnerably 
placed behind mahogany and brass, too fai usuall} even 
for a sudden swift lunge with an umbrella, and to 
throw away the keys they lend you instead of returning 
them is larceny and punishable as such 

It was a house agent in Dover who finally decided 
Kipps to build Kipps, with a ceitam faltering m his 
voice, had delivered his ultimatum, no basement, not 
more than eight rooms, hot and cold water upstairs, 
coal cellar in the house but with lULCrvening doors to 
keep dust from the scullery and so forth He stood 
blowing ‘‘You’ll have to build a house,” said the 
house agent, sighing wearily, “ if you want all that ” 
It was rather for the sake of effective answer than with 
any intention at the time that Kipps mumbled, “ That’s 
about what I shall do— this goes on ” 

Whereupon the house agent smiled He smiled ’ 
When Kipps came to turn the thing over m his 
mind, he was surprised to find quite a considerable 
intention had germinated and was growing up in him 
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After all, lots of people han)e built houses How could 
there be so many if they hadn’t? Suppose he ^^reely” 
did f Then he would go to the house agent and say, 
“ ’Ere, while vou been getting me a sootable ’ouse, 
blowed if I ’aven’t built one Go round to all of 
them, all the house agents in Folkestone, m Dover, Ash 
ford, Canterbury, Margate, Ramsgate, saying that’ 
Perhaps then they might be sorr’v It was in the small 
hours that he awoke to a realisation that he had made 
up his mind in the matter 

Ann,” he said, “ Ann,” and also used the sharp of 
his elbow 

Ann was at last awakened to the pitch of an indistinct 
inquiry what was the matter 

“ Fm going to build a house, Ann ” 

Eh?” said Ann suddenly, as if awake 
Build a house ” 

Ann said something incoherent about he d better 
wait until the morning before he did an}- thing of the 
sort, and immediately with a fine trustfulness went fast 
asleep again 

But Kipps lav awake for a long while building his 
house, and in the morning at breakfast he made his 
meaning clear He had smarted under the indignities 
of house agents long enough, and this seemed to 
promise revenge — a fine revenge And, you know, 
we might reely make rather a nice little ’ouse out of 
It — like we want ” 

So resolved, it became possible for them to take a 
house for a year, with a basement, no service lift, black 
leading to do everywhere, no water upstairs, no bath 
room, vast sash windows to be cleaned from the sill, 
stone steps with a twist and open to the rain into the 
coal cellar insufficient cupboards, unpa\ed path to the 
dustbin, no fireplace to the servant’s bedroom, no end 
of splintery wood to scrub — in fact, a very typical 
English middle class house And having added to this 
house some furniture, and a languid young person with 
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unauthentic golden hair named Gwendolen, who was 
engaged to a sergeant major and had formerly been in 
an hotel, having moved in ” and spent some sleepless 
nights varied by nocturnal explorations in search of 
burglars, because of the strangeness of being in a house 
for which they were personally responsible, Kipps 
settled down for a time and turned himself with con- 
siderable lesolution to the project of building a home 

§4 

At first Kipps gathered advice, finding an initial 
difficulty m how to begin He went into a builder’s 
shop at Seabrook one day, and told the lady in charge 
that he wanted a house built He was breathless but 
quite determined, and he was prepared to give his order 
there and then, but she temporised with him and said 
her husband was out, and he left without giving 
his name Also he went and talked to a man in a cart 
who was pointed out to him by a workman as the 
builder of a new house near Saltwood, but he found 
him first sceptical and then overpoweringly sarcastic 

I suppose you build a ’ouse every ’oliday,” he said, 
and turned from Kipps with every symptom of con- 
tempt 

Afterwards Carshot told alarming stories about 
builders, and shook Kipps’ expressed resolution a good 
deal, and then Pierce raised the question whether one 
ought to go in the first instance to a builder at all and 
not rather to an architect Pierce knew a man at 
Ashford whose brother was an architect, and as it is 
always better in these matters to get someone you know, 
the Kippses decided, before Pierce had gone and Car- 
shot’s warnings had resumed their sway, to apply to him 
They did so — ^rather dubiously 

The architect who was brother of Pierce’s friend 
appeared a a small, alert individual with a black bag 
and a cylindrical silk hat, and he sat at the dining-room 
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table with his hat and his bag exactly equidistant right 
and left of him, and maintained a demeanour of im- 
pressive woodenness while Kipps on the hearthrug, with 
a quaking sense of gigantic enterprise, vacillated answers 
to his inquiries Ann held a watching brief for herself, 
in a position she had chosen as suitable to the occasion 
beside the corner of the carved oak sideboard They 
felt, in a sense, at bay 

The architect began by asking for the site, and 
seemed a little discomposed to discover this had still to 
be found I thought of building just anywhere,” 
said Kipps “ I ’aven’t made up my mind about that 

yet ” The architect remarked that he would have pre- 
ferred to see the site in order to know where to put 
what he called his “ ugly side,” but it was quite possible 
of course to plan a house “ in the air,” on the level, 
simply with back and front assumed ” — if they would 
like to do that Kipps flushed slightly, and secretly 
hoping It would make no great difference in the fees, 
said a little doubtfully that he thought that would be 
all right 

The architect then marked off as it were the fiist 
section of his subject with a single dry cough, opened 
his bag, tool out a spring tape measure, some hard 
biscuits, a metal flask, a new pair of dogskin gloves, a 
clockwork motor-car partially wrapped in paper, a bunch 
of violets, a paper of small brass screws, and finally a 
large, distended notebook, he replaced the other objects 
carefully, opened his notebook, put a pencil to his lips 
and said “And what accommodation will you re- 
quire?” To which Ann, who had followed his every 
movement with the closest attention and a deepening 
dread, replied with the violent suddenness of one who 
has lam in wait, “ Cubbuds ’ ” 

Anyhow,” she added, catching her husband’s eye 
The architect wrote it down 

“And how many rooms?” he said, coming to 
secondary matters 
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The young people regarded one another It was 
dreadfully like giving an order 

“ How many bedrooms, for example asked the 
architect 

‘'One I*” suggested Kipps, inclined now to minimise 
at any cost 

“ There’s Gwendolen,” said Ann 
“Visitois perhaps,” said the architect, and tem- 
perately “ You never know ’ 

“Two p’raps?’ said Kipps “We don t want no 
more than a little ’ouse, )OU know ” 

“ But the merest shooting box — ,” said the architect 
They got to six, he beat them steadily f’-om bedroom 
to bedroom, the word “nurseiy’ played across their 
imaginative skies — he mentioned it as the remotest 
possibility — and then six being reluctantly conceded, 
Ann came forward to the table, sat down and delivered 
herself of one of her prepared conditions “ Ot and 
cold ivater,” she said, “laid on to each loom — any’ow ” 
It was an idea long since acquired from Sid 
“Yes,” said Kipps, on the hearthrug, “ ’ot and cold 
water laid on to each bedroom — we’ve settled on that ” 
It was the first intimation to the architect that he 
had to deal with a couple of exceptional originality, 
and as he had spent the previous afteinoon in finding 
three large houses in The Bmlder which he intended 
to combine into an original and copuight design of 
his own, he naturnlly struggled against these novel 
requirements He enlarged on the extreme expensive- 
ness of plumbing, on the extreme expensiveness of 
everything not already arranged for in his scheme, and 
only when Ann declared she’d as soon not have the 
house as not have her requirements, and Kipps, blench- 
ing the while, had said he didn’t mind what a thing 
cost him so long as he got what he wanted, did he allow 
a kindred originality of his own to appear beneath the 
acquired professionalism of his methods He dismissed 
their previous talk with his paragraphic cough “Of 
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course,” he said, li you don’t mind being uncon- 
ventional ’ 

He explained that he had been thinking of a Queen 
Anne style of architecture (Ann diiectly she heard her 
na ne shook her head at Kipps m an aside) so far as the 
exteiior went For his own part, he said, he liked to 
have the exterior of a hoise m a style, not priggishly 
in a st}le, but mixed with one style uppermost, and the 
gables and dormers and casements of the Queen Anne 
st}le, with a little rough-cast and sham timbering here 
and there and perhaps a b t of an overhang dnersihed 
a house and made it mtere ting The advantage of what 
he called a Queen Anne style was that it had such a 
variety of features Still, if they were piepared 

to be unconventional it could be done A number of 
houses were now built in the unconventional style and 
were often very pretty In the unconventional style 
one frequently had what perhaps he might call Internal 
Features, for example an Old English oak staircase and 
gallery White lough-cast and green paint were a good 
deal favoured m houses of this type 

He indicated that this excuisus on style was finished 
by a momentary use of his cough, and reopened his 
notebook, which he had closed to wave about in a 
moment of descriptive enthusiasm while expatiating on 
the unbridled wealth of Exrfernal Features associated 
with Queen Anne Six bedrooms,” he said, moisten 
mg his pencil “ One with barred windows suitable 
foi a nursery if required ” 

Kipps endorsed this huskily and reluctantly 

There followed a most interesting discussion upon 
house building, in which Kipps played a minor part 
They passed from bedrooms to the kitchen and scullery, 
and there Ann displayed an intelligent exactmgness that 
won the expressed admiration of the architect They 
were particularly novel upon the position of the coal 
cellar, which Ann held to be altogether too low in the 
ordinary house, necessitating much heavy carrying 
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They dismissed as impracacable the idea of ha\ing coal 
cellar and kitchen at the top of the house, because that 
would involve carrying all the coal thiough the house, 
and therewith much subsequent cleaning, and for a time 
they dealt with a conception of a coal cellar on the 
ground floor with a light staircase running up outside 
to an exterior shoot ^ It might be made a Feature,’^ 
said the architect, a little doubtfully, jotting down a 
note of It ‘ It would be apt to get black, j'Ou know 

Thence they passed to the altei native of service lifts, 
and then an inspiration of the architect to the possi- 
bilities of gas heating Kipps did a complicated veibal 
fugue on the theme, ‘^gas heating heat the air,” with 
variable aspirates, he became very led and was lost to 
the discussion altogether for a time, though his lips kept 
silently moving 

Subsequently the* architect wrote to say that he found 
in his notebook very full and explicit diiections foi bay 
windows to all rooms, for bedrooms, for water supply, 
lift height of stairs and absence of twists therein, foi a 
well ventilated kitchen twenty feet square, with t\ o 
dresseis and a large box window-seat, for scullery and 
outhouses and offices, but nothing whatever about 
drawing room, dining room, library or study, or approxi- 
mate cost, and he awaited further instiuctions He 
presumed there would be a breal fast room, dining- 
room, di awing room, and study for Mr Kipps, at least 
that was his conception, and the young couple discu sed 
this matter long and ardently 

Ann was distinctly restrictive in this direction ^ I 
don’t see what you want a drawin’ room and a dinin’ 
and a kitchen for If we was going to let m summer 
— ^well and good But we’re not going to let Conse 
quently we don’t want so many rooms Then there’s 
a ’all What use is a ’all ? It only makes work And 
a study 

Kipps had been humming and stroking his moustache 
since he had read the architect’s letter I think Fd 
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like a little b t of a study — not a big one, of course, but 
one with a desk and bool shelves, like there was in 
Hughenden Fd like that ” 

It was only after they had talked to the architect 
again and seen how scandalised he was at the idea of 
not having a drawing room, that they consented to that 
Internal Feature They consented to please him “ But 
we shnn t never use it,” said Ann 

Kipp had his way about a study ^‘When I get 
that suidi,” said Kipps, I shall do a bit of reading 
I ve long wanted to do I shall make a nabit of going 
in there and reading something an hour every day 
There’s Shal espeare and a lot of things a man like me 
ought to read Besides, we got to ’ave somewheie to 
put the Encyclopaedia I’ve always thought a study was 
about what I’^ve wanted all along You can’t ’elp read 
ing if you got a study If you ’avei^’t, there’s nothing 
for it, so ^ar’s 1 can see, but treshy novels ” 

He lool ed down at Ann and was surprised to see a 
joyless thoughtfulness upon her face 

Fency, Ann’” he said, not too buoyantly, ’avmg 
a littK ’ouse of our own’” 

“ It won’t be a litde ’ouse,” said Ann, “ not with all 
them room ” 

§s 

Any lingering doubt in that matter was dispelled 
when It came to plans 

The architect drew three sets of plans on a trans 
parent bluish sort of paper that smelt abominably He 
painted them very nicely, brick red and ginger, and 
aisenic green and a leaden sort of blue, and brought 
them o\er to show our young people The first set 
were very simple, with practically no External Features 
— ‘^a plain style,” he said it was — but it looked a big 
sort of house nevertheless, the second had such extras 
as a conservatory, bay windows of various sorts, one 
rough-cast gable and one half-timbered ditto m plaster, 
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and a sort of overhung veranda, and \^as much more 
imposing, and the third was quite fungoid with External 
Features, and honey-combed with Internal ones, it was, 
he said, ‘‘ piacticilly a mansion,” and altogether a very 
noble fruit of the creative mind of man It was, he 
admitted, peihaps almost too good for Hythe, his art had 
run away with him and produced a modern mansion in 
the “best Folkestone style”, it had a central hall with 
a Stan case, a Moorish gallery, and a Tudor stained glass 
window, crenellated battlements to the leading over the 
portico, an octagonal bulge with octagonal bay win- 
dows, surmounted by an oriental dome of metal, lines of 
yellot/ bricks to breal up the led and many other rich- 
nesses and attractions It was the sort of house, ornate 
and in its dignified way voluptuous, that a city magnate 
might build, but it seemed excessive to the Kippse 
The first plan had seven bedrooms, the second eight, 
the thud eleven, they had, the architect explained, 
“ worked in, ’ as if they were pebbles m a mountaineer’s 
boot 

“ They’re big ’ouses,” said Ann directly the elevations 
were unrolled 

Kipps listened to the architect with round eyes and 
an exuberant caution m his mannei, anxious not to 
commit himself further than he had done to the enter- 
prise, and the architect pointed out the Features and 
other objects of interest with the scalpel belonging to 
a pocket manicure set that he earned Ann watched 
Kipps* face and communicated with him furtively ovei 
the architect’s head “ Not so btg, * said Ann’s lips 

“ It’s a bit big for what I meant,” said Kipps, with a 
reassuring eye on Ann 

“ You won’t thinl it big when you see it up,” said 
the architect, “you take mv word for that” 

“We don’t want no more than six bedrooms,” said 
Kipps 

“ Make this one a box-room, then,” said the architect 

A feeling of impotence silenced Kipps for a time 
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and no ignoble vanity, that set the note of florid suc- 
cessfulness going in Kipps’ conversation whenever his 
uncle appealed Mrs Kipps was, as a matter of fact, 
not reconciled at all, she had declined all invitations 
to come over on the bus, and was a taciturn hostes on 
the one occasion when the young people called at the 
toy shop cn route for Mis Pornick She displaced a 
tendency to sniff that was clearly due to piide rather 
than catarrh, and except for telling Ann she hoped she 
would not feel too “stuck up” about hei mairiage, 
confined her con\ersation to her nephew or the infinite 
The call was a brief one and made up chiefly of pauses, 
no refreshment was offered or asked for, and Ann de- 
parted with a singularly high colour For some reason 
she would not call at the toy shop when they found 
themselves again in New Romney 

But old Kipps, having adventured over and tried 
the table of the new menage and found it to his taste, 
showed many signs of softening towards Ann He 
came again and then again He would come over by 
the bus, and except when his mouth was absolutely 
full, he would give his nephew one solid and con- 
tinuous mass of advice of the most subtle and disturb- 
ing description, until it was time to toddle back to the 
High Street for the afternoon bus He would walk 
with him to the sea front, and commence fourparlers 
with boatmen for the pui chase of one of their boats — 
“ You ought to keep a boat of your own ” he said, 
though Kipps was a singularly poor sailor — or he would 
pursue a plan that was forming in his mind in which 
he should own and manage what he called “weekly” 
property in the less conspicuous streets of Hythe The 
cream of that was to be a weekly collection of rents in 
person, the nearest approach to feudal splendour left 
in this democratised country He gave no hint of the 
source of the capital he designed for his investment, and 
at times it would appear he intended it as an occupation 
for his nephew rather than himself 
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But there remained something in his manner towards 
Ann, in the glances of scrutiny he gave her unawares, 
that kept Kipps alertly expansive whenever he was about 
And in all soits of ways It was on account of old 
Kipps, for example, that our Kipps plunged one day, 
a golden plunge, and brought home a box of cummer 
bundy ninepenny cigars, and substituted blue label old 
Methusaleh Four Stars for the common and generally 
satisfactory white brand 

Some of this is whisky, my boy,” said old Kipps 
when he tasted it, smacking critical lips 

“ Saw a lot of oung officery fellers coming along,” 
said old Kipps “You ought to join the volunteers, 
my boy, and get to know a few ” 

“ I d essay I shall,” said Kipps “ Later ” 

“ They’d make you an officer, you know, n no time 
They want officers,” said old Kipps “ It isn’t every 
one can afford it They’d be regular glad to ’ave you 
Ain’t bort a dog yet?” 

“ Not yet, uncle ’Ave a segar ?” 

“ Nor a moty car?” 

“ Not yet, uncle ” 

“ There’s no ’urry ’bout that And don’t get one of 
these ’ere trashy cheap ones when you do get it, my 
boy Get one a ’ll last a lifetime I’m surprised 

you don’t ’ire a bit more ” 

“ Ann don’t seem to fency a moty car,” said Kipps 
“ Ah ’ ” said old Kipps, “ I expect not,” and glanced 
a comment at the door “ She ain’t used to going out,” 
he said “ More at ’ome indoors ” 

“ Fact is,” said Kipps ha tily, “ we’re thinking of 
building a ’onse ” 

“ I wouldn’t do that, my boy,” began old Kipp^, but 
his nephew was routing in the chiffonier drawer amidst 
the plans He got them in time to check some further 
comment on Ann “Um,” said the old gentleman, a 
little impressed by the extraordinary odour and the 
unusual transparency of the tracing paper Kipps put 
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into his hands ‘‘Thinking of building a "ouse, are 

Kipps began with the most modest of the three 
projects 

Old Kipps read slowly through his silvei rimmed 
spectacles “ Plan of a ’ouse for Arthur Kipps Esquire 
—Urn ” 

He didn t warm to the project all at once, and Ann 
drifted into the room to find him still scrutinising the 
architect’s proposals a little doubtfully 

“We couldn’t find a decent ’ouse anywhere,” said 
Kipps, leaning against the table and assuming an off- 
hand note “ I didn’t see why we shouldn’t run up 
one for ourselves ” Old Kipps could not help liking 
the tone of that 

“We thought we might see — ” said Ann 

“ It’s a spekerlation, of cour&e,” said old Kipps, and 
held the plan at a distance of two feet or more from 
his glasses and frowned “This isn’t exactly the ’ouse 
I should expect you to ’ave thought of, though,” he said 
“ Practically it’s a villa It’s the sort of ouse a bank 
clerk might ’ave ’Tisn’t what I should call a gentle- 
man’s ’ouse, Artie ” 

“ It s plain, of course,” said Kipps, standing beside 
his uncle and looking down at this plan, which ceitainly 
did seem a little less magnificent now than it had at 
the first encounter 

“ You mustn’t ’ave it too plain,” said old Kipps 

“ If It’s comfortable — Ann hazarded 

Old Kipps glanced at her over his spectacles “ You 
ain’t comfortable, my gil, in this world, not if vou 
don’t live up to your position,” so putting compactly 
into contemporary English that fine old phrase, noblesse 
oblige “ A ’ouse of this sort is what a retired trades- 
man might ’ave, or some little whippersnapper of a 
s’liciter But you ” 

“ Course that isn’t the on’y plan,” said Kipps, and 
tried the middle one 
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But It \\?s the third one which won ovei old Kipps 
‘‘ Now that’s a oi se mv bo>,” he said at the sight of it 
A.nn came and stood just behind her husband s 
shoulder while old Kipps expanded upon the desira 
bility of the larger scheme You ought to ’ave a 
billiard loom,” he said, “I don’t see that, but all tne 
rest’s about light A lot of these ’ere officers eie ’ud be 
glad of a game of billiards 

“What’s all thesu dots?” said old Kipps 
“ S rubbers, said Kipps “ Flow’ing s rubs ” 
“There’s eleien bedrooms in that ’onse,” said Ann 
“It’s a bit of a lot, ain’t it. Uncle?” 

“You’ll want ’em, my giil As vou get on, you’ll 
be ’aving visitors Fiiends of vour ’usband s, p’l’ap , 
from the School of Musketiy, what }ou want ’im to 
get on with You can’t never tell ” 

“If wc ’ave a great s’rubbery,’ Ann ventuied, “we 
shall ’ave to keep a gardener ” 

“ If you don’t ’ave a s’rubbery,” said old Kipps, with 
a no^e of patient reasoning, “ ’ow are you to prevent 
every jaclanapes that goes by, starin’ into j'Our ffiorin’ 
room winder — p’r’aps when you get someone a bit 
special to entertain ?’ 

“We ain’t used to a s’rubberv,” said Ann mnlishly, 
“we get on veiv well ’ere ” 

“ It isn’t what you’re used to,” said old Kipps, “ it’s 
what yo i ought to a/e 7 ow ” And with that Ann 
diopped out of the discussion 

“ Study and lib’ry,” old Kipps read “ That’s right 
I see a Tantalus the other day over Broolland, the 
very thing for a gentleman’s study I’ll try and get 
over *»nd bid for it ” 

By bus time old Kipps wis quite enthusiastic about 
the house building, and it seemed to be definitely 
settled that the largest plan was the one decided upon 
But Ann had said nothing further in the matter 
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§7 

When Kipps returned from seeing his uncle into the 
hus — there alway seemed a certain doubt whether that 
portly figure would go into the little red “ Tip-Top ’ 
box — he found Ann still standing by the table, looking 
with an expression of comprehensive disapproval at the 
three plans 

There don’t seem much the matter with uncle,” 
said Kipps, assuming the hearthrug, ‘ spite of ’is ’eart- 
burn ’E ’opped up them steps like a bird ” 

Ann remained staring at the plans 

“You don’t like them plans?” hazuided Kipp 

“ No, I don’t, Artie ” 

“We got to build somethin’ now ” 

“But — It’s a gentleman’s ouse, Artie’” 

“ It’s— k’s a decent size, o’ course ” 

Kipps took a flirting lool at the drawing and went to 
the window 

“ Look at the cleanin’ Free servants’^ be lost in 
that ’ouse, Artie ” 

“We must ^cuve servants,” said Kipps 
Ann looked de pondentlv at her future residence 
“ We got to keep up our position, any’ow,” said Kipps, 
turning towards her “It stmds to reason, Ann, w- 
got a position Very well’ I can’t ave 'vou scrubbin’ 
floors You got to ’ave a servant and you got to manage 

a ’ouse You wouldn’t ’ave me ashamed ” 

Ann opened her lips and aid not peak 
“What?” asled Kipps 

“ Nothing,” said Ann, “ only I did want it to be a 
Uitle ’ouse, Artie I wanted it to be a ’andy little 
’ouse, jest foi us ” 

Kipps’ face was suddenly flushed and obstinate He 
took up the curiously smelling tracings again “ I’m 
not a going to be looked down upon,” he said “ It’s 
not only Uncle I’m thinking of’” 

Ann stared at him 
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Kipps went on “ I won’t ’ave that young Walshing- 
ham, f’r instance, sneering and sniffing at me Making 
out as if we was all wrong I see ’im yesterday 
Nor Coote neether I’m as good — ^we’re as good — 
whatever’s ’appened ” 

Silence and the rustle of plans 
He looked up and saw Ann’s eyes bright with tears 
For a moment the two stared at one another 

We’ll ’ave the big ’ouse,” said Ann, with a gulp 
“ I didn’t think of that, Artie ” 

Her aspect was fieice and resolute, and she struggled 
with emotion “ We’ll have the big ’ouse,” she repeated 
“They snan’t sav I dragged you down wiv’ me — none 
of them shan’t say that I’ve thought — I’ve always 
been afraid of that ” 

Kipps looked again at the plan, and suddenly the 
grand house had become very grand indeed He blew 
“ No, Artie, none of them shan’t say that,” and 
with something blind in her motions Ann tried to 
turn the plan round to her 

After all, Kipps thought, there might be something 
to say for the milder project But he had gone 

so far that now he did not know how to say it 

And so the plans went out to the builders, and in 
a little while Kipps was committed to two thousand 
five hundred pounds worth of building But then, 
^ou know, he had an income of twelve hundred a 
year 

§8 

It is extraordinary what minor difficulties cluster 
about house-building 

“ I say, Ann,” remarked Kipps one day, “ we shall 
’ave to call this little ’ouse by a name I was thinking 
of ’Ome Cottage But I dunno whether ’Ome Cottage 
IS quite the thing like Ml these little fishermen’s 
places are called Cottages ” 

“ I like ‘ Cottage,’ ’ said Ann 
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“ It’s got eleven bedrooms, v’sec,” said Kipps “ I 
don’t see ow you can call it a cottage with moie bed- 
rooms than four Prop’lv spcal mg, it’s a Laige Villa 
Prop’lv, it’s almost a Big ’Ouse LeasLwa}s a ’Ouse ” 

“ Well, ’ said Ann, “ if you must ca’l it Villa — Home 
Villa I wish It wasn’t ” 

Kipps meditated 

‘‘’Ow about Eureka Villa?” he said, raising his 
voice 

“What’s Eureka?” 

“It’s a name,” he said “There used to be Euieka 
Dress Fasteners There’s lots of names come to think 
of It, to be got out of a shop Theie’s Pyjama Villa 
I remember that m the hosieiy No, come to think, 
that wouldn’t do But Maraposa — sort of oatmeal cloth, 
that was No * Eureka s better ” 

Ann meditated “ It seems silly like to ’ave a name 
that don’t mean much ” 

“ Perhaps it does,” said Kipps “ Though it’s what 
people ’ave to do ” 

He became meditame “ I got it’” he cried 

“Not Oreeka’” said Ann 

“ No ’ There used to be a ’ouse at Hastings opposite 
our school — quite a big ’ouse it wis — St Ann’s Notv 
that ” 

“ No,” said Mrs Kipps with decision “ Thanking 
you kindly, but I don’t have no butcher boys making 
game of me ” 

They consulted Carshot, who suggested after some 
days of reflection, Waddycombe, as a graceful reminder 
of Kipps’ grandfather, old Kipps, who was for “ Upton 
Manor House,” where he had once been second foot- 
man, Buggins, who favoured either a stern simple 
number, “Number One” — if there were no othei 
houses there — or something patriotic, as ‘ Empire Villa,” 
and Pierce, who inclined to “Sandringham”, but in 
spite of all this help they were still undecided when, 
amidst violent perturbations of the soul, and after the 
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most complex and difficult hagglmgs, wrangings, fears, 
muddles and goings to and fro, Kipps became the joy- 
less owner of a freehold plot of three-eighths of an 
acre, and saw the turf being wheeled away from the 
site that should one day be his home 
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Jl he Kippses sat at their midday dinner table amidst 
the vestiges of rhubaib pie, and discussed two postcards 
the one o’clocl post had bi ought It was a lare bright 
moment of sunshine m a wet and windy day m the 
March that followed their marriage Kipps was attiied in 
a suit of brown, with a tie of fashionable green, while 
Ann wore one of those picturesque loose robes that are 
usually associated with sandal and advinced ideas But 
there v/eren’t any sandals on Ann or any advanced ideas, 
and the robe had come quite recently through the 
coursels of Mrs Sid Pornicl It’s Art lil e,” said 
Kipps, but giving way “It’s moie comfortable,” said 
Ann The room looked out by French windows upon 
a little patch of green and the Hythe parade The 
parade was all shiny wet with lain, and the green grey 
sea tumbled and tumbled between parade and skv 
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The Kipps’ furniture, except for certain chromo litho- 
graphs of Kipps’ incidental choice that struck a quiet 
note amidst the wall-paper, had been tactfully forced 
by an expeit salesman, and it was in a style of mediocre 
elegance There was a sideboard of carved oak that had 
only one fault, it reminded Kipps at times of wood- 
carving, and Its panel of bevelled glass now reflected the 
back of his head On its shelf were two books from 
Parsons’ Library, each with a place ” marked by a 
slip of paper, neither of the Kippses could have told 
vou the title of either book they read, much less the 
author s name There was an ebonised overmantel set 
with phials and pots of brilliant colour, each duplicated 
by lookmg-glasa, and bearing also a pair of Chinese jars 
made in Biimingham, a wedding present from Mr and 
Mrs Sidney Pornick, and several sumptuous Japanese 
fans And there was a Turkey carpet of great richness 
In addition to these modern exploits of Messrs Bunt 
and Bubble, there were two inactive tall clocks, whose 
extieme dilapidation appealed to the connoisseur, a ter- 
restrial and a celestial globe, the latter deeply indented, 
a number of good old iron-moulded and dusty books, 
and a stuffed owl wanting one (easily replaceable) glass 
eye, obtained by the exertions of Uncle Kipps The 
table equipage was as much as possible like Mrs Bindon 
Bottings, only more costly, and in addition there were 
green and crimson wine glasses — though the Kippses 
never drank wine 

Kipps turned to the more legible of his two postcards 
again 

“ ^ Unavoidably prevented from seem’ me to-day,’ 
’e says I like ’is cheek After I give ’im ’is start and 
everything ” 

He blew 

’E certainly tieats you a bit orf’and,” said Ann 
Kipps gave vent to his dislil e of young Walshingham 
He’s getting too big for ’is britches,” he said “ I’m 
beginning to wish she ^ad brought an action for breach 
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Ever since V said she wouldn’t, ’e’s seemed to think I’ve 
got no right to spend my own money ” 

“ ’E’s never liked your building the ’onse,” said Ann 
Kipps displayed wrath ‘‘ What the goodness ’as it 
got to do wiv ’im? 

“ Overman indeed he added Overmantel ^ 

’E tries that on with me, I’ll tell ’im something ’e 
won’t like ” 

He took up the second card “Dashed if I can read 
a word of it I can jest make out Chit’low at the end 
and that’s all ” 

He scrutinised it “ It’s like someone m a fit writing 
This here might be W H A T — what PRIG E — 
I got It’ What price Harry now? It was a sort of 
saying of ’is I expect ’e’s either done something or not 
done something towards starting that play, Ann ” 

“ I expect that’s about it,” said Ann 
Kipps grunted with effort “ I can’t read the rest,” 
he said at last, “ nohow ” 

A thoroughly annoying post He pitched the card 
on the table, stood up and went to the window, where 
Ann, after a momentary reconnaissance at Chitterlow’s 
hieroglyphics, came to join him 

“Wonder what I shall do this afternoon,” said Kipps, 
with his hands deep in his pockets 
He produced and lit a cigarette 
“ Go for a walk, I s’pose,” said Ann 
“I been for a walk this morning 
“S’pose I must go for another,” he added, after an 
interval 

They regarded the windy waste of sea for a space 
“Wonder why it is ’e won’t see me,” said Kipps, 
returning to the problem of young Walshmgham “ It’s 
all lies about ’is being too busy ” 

Ann offered no solution 

“Ram again’” said Kipps, as the lash of the little 
drops stung the window 

“Oo, bother’” said Kipps, “you got to do some- 
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thing Look ’ere, Ann ’ I’ll go orf for a reg’hr tramp 
tliiough the rain, np by Saltwood, round by Newington, 
o\er the camp, and so lound and back, and see ’ow 
they’ie getting on about the ’ouse See? And look 
’ere • you get Gwendolen to go out a bit before I come 
back If It’s still rainy, she can easy go round and see 
er sister Then we’ll ’ave a bit of tea, with tea cake — 
all buttery, see? Toce it ourselves, p’r’aps Eh?” 

I dessay I can find something to do in the ’ouse,” 
said Ann, consideiing ^^Yon’ll take your mackinto h 
and leggin’s, I s pose You’ll get wet without your 
mackintosh over those roads ” 

Right O,” said Kipps, and went to ask Gwendolen 
for his brown leggings and his other pair of boots 

§ 2 

Things conspi"*ed to demoralise Kipps that afternoon 

When he got outside the house everything looked so 
wet under the drive of the southwester that he abandoned 
the prospect of the clay lanes towarcis Newington 
altogether, and turned east to Folkestone along the 
Seabrool digue His mad intosh flapped about him, 
the rain stung his cheel , for a time he felt a hardy 
man And then as abruptly the ram ceased and the 
wind fell, and before he was through Sandgate High 
Street it was a bright spring day And there was Kipps 
m his mackintosh and squeaky leggings, looking like a 
fool ’ 

Ineitia carried him another mile to the Leas, and 
there the whole world was pretending there had ne\er 
been such a thing as rain — ever There wasn’t a cloud 
in the sky, except for an occasional puddle the asphalt 
paths looked as dry as a bone A smaitly dressed man 
in one of those overcoats that look lile ordinary cloth 
and are really most deceitfully and unfairly waterproof, 
passed him and glanced at the stiff folds of his mackm 
tosh “Demn^” said Kipps His mackintosh swished 
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against his leggings, his leggings piped and whistled over 
his boot tops 

‘‘Whv do I nevei get anything right?” Kipps asked 
of a bright implacable universe 

Nice old ladies passed him, refined people with tidy 
umbrellas, blight, beautiful, snpercilious-looking children 
Of course* the light thing for such a day as this was a 
light oveicoat and in umbrella A child might have 
known that He had them at home, but how could one 
explain that? He decided to tuin down by the Plarvev 
monument and escape through Clifton GaiJens towards 
the hills And theieby he came upon Coote 

He already felt the most abject and propitiatory of 
social outcasts when he came upon Coote, and Coote 
finished him He passed within a }ard of Coote 
Coote waa coming along to\/aids the Leas, and when 
Kipps saw him his legs hesitated ..bout their office and 
he seemed to himself to stagger about all over the 
footpath At the sight of him Coote started visibl} 
Then a sort of ngor vitae passed through nis frame, his 
jaw protruded and errant bubbles of air seemed to 
escape and run about beneath Ins loose si in (Seemed, 

I say — I am perfectly well aware that there is realh 
connective tissue in Coote as in all of us to prevent 
anything of the sort) His eves fixed themselves on 
the horizon and glazed As he went by Kipps could 
heal his e\en, resolute breathing He went by, and 
Kipps staggered on into a universe of dead cats ind 
dust heaps, rind and ashes — -cut t 

It was part of the inexorable decrees of Providence 
that almost immediately afterwards the residuum of 
Kipps had to pass a very, very long and observant 
looking girls’ school 

Kipps recovered consciousness again on the road 
between Shorncliffe Station and Chciiton, though he 
cannot remember, indeed to this day he has never 
attempted to remember, how he got there And he 
was back at certain thoughts suggCoted by his last night’s 
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novel reading, that linked up directly with the pariah- 
like emotions of these last encounters T-he novel lay 
at home upon the chiffonier, it was one about society 
and politics — there is no need whatever to give the 
title or name the author — ^writ en with a heavy-handed 
thoroughness that overrode any possibility of resistance 
on the part of the Lipps mind It had crushed all his 
poor edifice of ideals, his dreams of a sensible, un- 
assuming existence, of snugness, of not caring what 
people said and all the rest of it, to dust, it had re 
instated, squarely and stiongly again, the only pioper 
conception of English social life There was a character 
in the bool who trifled with Art, who was addicted to 
reading French novels, who dressed in a loose, careless 
way, who was a sorrow to his dignified, sil very-haired, 
politico religious mother, and met the admonitions of 
bishops with a front of brass He treated a nice 
girl,” to whom they had got him engaged, badly, he 
married beneath him — some low thing or other And 
sank 

Kipps could not escape the application of the case 
Fie was enabled to see how this sort of thing looked to 
decent people, he was enabled to gauge the measure of 
the penalties due His mind went from that to the 
frozen marble of Coote’s visage 

He deserved it ^ 

That day of remorse ^ I ater it found him upon the 
site of his building operations and surveying the dis 
order of pieparation in a mood near to despair, his 
mackintosh over his arm 

Hardly anyone was at work that day — no doubt the 
builders were having him in some obscure manner — 
and the whole place seemed a dismal and depressing 
litter The builder’s shed, black-lettered Wilkins, 
Builder, Hythe, looked like a stranded thing amidst 
a cast-up disorder of wheelbairows and wheeling planks, 
and earth and sand and bricks The foundations of the 
walls were trenches full of damp concrete, drying in 
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patches, the rooms — it was inci edible they could ever 
be rooms — were shaped out as squares and oblongs of 
coarse, wet grass and sorrel They looked absuidl} 
small — dishonestly small What could you expect? Of 
course the builders weie having him, building too small, 
building all wrong, using bad mateiials* Old Kipps 
had told him a wrinkle or two The builders were 
having him, young Walshingham was having him, e\ery- 
body was having him* They were having him and 
laughing at him because they didn’t respect him 1 hev 
didn’t respect him because he couldn’t do things right 
Who could respect him? 

He was an outcast, he had no place in the society of 
mankind He had had his chance in the world and 
turned his back on it He had “ behaved badly ” — that 
was the phrase 

Here a great house was presently to arise, a house to 
be paid for, a house neither he nor Ann could manage 
— with eleven bedrooms, and four disiespectful sen ants 
hav mg them all the time * 

How had it all happened exactly? 

This was the end of his great fortune* What a 
chance he had had * If he had really carried out his 
first intentions and stuck to things, how much better 
everything might have been * If he had got a tutor — 
that had been in his mind originally — a special sort of 
tutor to show him everything right, a tutor for gentle 
men of neglected education* If he had read more and 
attended better to what Coote had said * 

Coote, who had just cut him * 

Eleven bedrooms* What had possessed him? No 
one would ever come to see them, no one would ever 
have anything to do with them Even his aunt cut 
him* His uncle treated him with a half contemptuous 
sufferance He had not a friend worth counting in the 
world* Buggins, Carshot, Pierce, shop assistants* The 
Pornicks — a low socialist lot * He stood among his 
foundations like a lonely figure among ruins, he stood 
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among the rums of his future, and owned himself a 
foolish and mistaken man He saw himself and Ann 
living out their shameful lives m this great crazy place — 
as It would be — ^with everybody laughing secretly at 
them and their eleven bedrooms, and nobody approach- 
ing them — nobody nice and right that is, for ever * 
And Ann’ 

What was the matter with Ann? She’d given up 
going for walks lately, got touchy and tearful, been 
fitful with her food Just when she didn’t ought to 
It was all a part of the judgment upon wiong doing. 
It was all part of the social penalties that Juggernaut of 
a novel had brought home to his mind 

§3 

He let himself m with his latchkey He went 
moodily into the dining room and got out the plans 
to look at them He had a vague hope that there 
would prove to be only ten bedrooms But he found 
there were still eleven He became awaie of Ann 
standing over him Look ’ere, Artie’” said Ann 

He looked up and found her holding a number of 
white oblongs His eyebrows rose 
“It’s Callers,” said Ann 

He put his plans aside slowly and took and read the 
cards in silence, with a sort of solemnity Callers 
Then perhaps he wasn’t to be left out of the world 
after all Mrs G Porrett Smith, Miss Porrett Smith, 
Miss Mabel Porrett Smith, and two smaller cards of 
the Rev G Porrett Smith “Lor’’” he said, 
“ Clergy /” 

“ There was a lady,” said Ann, “ and two growed up 
gals — all dressed up’” 

“And ’im?” 

“ There wasn’t no ^im ” 

“Not — ?” He held out the little cards 
“No, there was a lady and two young ladies” 
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‘*But — these cards* Wad they go and leave these 
two little cards with the Rev G Smith on for? Not 
if ’e wasn t with ’em ” 

‘‘ ’E wasn’t with ’em ” 

Not a little chap— dodgin’ about be’ind the others ? 
And didn t come in?” 

didn’t see no gentleman with them at all,” said 

Ann 

“Rum*” said Kipps A half forgotten e\peiience 
came back to him “/ know,” he said, waving the 
reverend gentleman’s card, “ ’e give ’em the slip, that s 
what he’d done Gone off while they was rapping 
before }ou let ’em in It s a fair call, anv’ow ” He 
felt a momentary base satisfaction at his absence 
“What did they talk about, Ann?” 

There was a pause “ I didn’t let ’em in,” said Arn 
He looked up suddenly and perceived that some 
thing unusual was the matter with Ann Her face was 
flushed, her eves were red and hard 
“Didn’t let ’em in?” 

‘No * They didn’t come in at all ” 

He was too astonished for words 
“I answered the door,” said Ann, “Id been up 
stairs ’namelling the flooi ’Ow wis I to think about 
Callers, Artie? We ain’t never ’ad Callers all the time 
we been ’ere I’d sent Gwendolen out for a bref of 
fresh air, and there I was upstairs ’namelling that floor 
she done so bad, so’s to get it done before she came 
back I thought I’d ’namel that floor and then get tea 
and ’ave it quiet with you, toce and all, before she came 
back ’Ow was I to think about Callers?” 

She paused “Well,” said Kipps, “what then?’ 
“They came and rapped ’Ow was I to know? I 
thought It was a tradesman or something Nevei took 
my apron off, never wiped the ’namel off my ’ands — 
nothing There they was*” 

She paused again She was getting to the disagree- 
able part 
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“Wad they say?” said Kipps 

“She says, ‘Is Mrs Kipps at home'^’ See? To 
me ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ And me all painty and no cap on and nothing, 
neither missis nor servant like Theie, Artie, I could 
a sunk through the floor with shame, I really could 
I could ’ardly get my voice I couldn’t think of 
nothing to say but just ‘ Not at ’Ome,’ and out of ’abit 
like I ’eld the tray And they give me the cards and 
went, and ’ow I shall ever look that lady in the face 
again I don’t know And that’s all about it, Artie ' 

They looked me up and down, they did, and then I 
shut the door on ’em ” 

“Goo’” said Kipps 

Ann went and poked the fire needlessly with a 
passion quivering hand 

I “ I wouldn’t ’ave ’ad that ’appen for five pounds,” 
said Kipps “ A clergyman and all ’ ” 

Ann dropped the poker into the fender with some 
eclat and stood up and looked at her hot face in the 
glass Kipps’ disappointment grew “ You did ought 
to ’ave known better than that, Ann’ You reely did ” 

He sat forward, cards in hand, with a deepening 
sense of social disaster The plates were laid upon the 
table, toast sheltered under a cover at mid fender, the 
teapot warmed beside it, and the kettle, just lifted from 
the hob, sang amidst the coals Ann glanced at him 
for a moment, then stooped with the kettle-holder to 
wet the tea 

“Tcha’” said Kipps, with his mental state 
developing 

“ I don’t see it’s any use getting m a state about it 
now,” said Ann 

“ Don’t you ? I do See ? ’Ere’s these people, good 
people, want to ’sociate with us, and ’ere you go and 
slap ’em in the face’” 

“ I didn’t slap ’em in the face ” 
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“You do — practically You slams the door in their 
face, and that’s all we see of ’em ever I wouldn t ’a\ e 
’ad this ’appen not for a ten pound note ” 

He rounded his regrets with a grunt For a while 
there was silence, save for the little stir of Ann s move- 
ments preparing the tea 

“Tea, Aitie,” said Ann, handing him a cup 
Kipps took It 

“ I put sugar once ” said Ann 

“ Oo, dash It * Oo cares said Kipps, taking an 
extraordinarily large additional lump with fury-quiver- 
ing fingers, and putting his cup with a slight excess of 
force on the recess cupboard “ Oo cares ? 

“ I wouldn’t ’ave ’ad that ’appen,” he said, bidding 
steadily against accomplished things, “ for twenty 
pounds ” 

He gloomed in silence through a long minute or so 
Then Ann said the fatal thing that exploded him 
“Artie'” she said 
“ What?” 

“There’s Buttud Toce down theie' By your foot'” 
There was a pause, husband and wife regarded one 
another 

“Buttud Toce'” he said “You go and mess up 
them callers and then you try and stuff me up with 
Buttud Toce' Buttud Toce indeed' ’Ere’s our first 
chance of knowing anyone that’s at all fit to ’sociate 
with — Look ’ere, Ann' Tell you what it is — you 
got to return that call ” 

“Return that call'” 

“Yes, you got to return that call That’s what you 
got to do ' I know — He waved his arm vaguely 
towards the miscellany of books in the recess “ It’s in 
Manners and Rools of Good S’lty You got to find 
jest ’ow many cards to leave and you got to go and leave 
’em See?” 

Ann’s face expressed terror “ But, Artie, ’ovf 
canV^* 
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’Ow ca?i you ? Ow could you ? You got to do it, 
any’ow They won’t know you — not in your Bond 
Street ’at • If they do, they won’t say nothing ” 

His voice assumed a note of entreaty “ You mus’, 
Ann ’ 

“ I can’t ” 

“ You mus’ ” 

I can’t and I won’t Anything in reason I’ll do, 
but face those people again I can’t — after what ’as 
’appened ” 

“You won’t?” 

“No’” 

“ So there the} go — orf ’ And we never see them 
again’ And so it goes on’ So it goes on’ We don’t 
know nobody and we shan't know anybody’ And you 
won’t put yourself out not a little bit, or take the 
trouble to find out anything ’ow it ought to be done ” 

Terrible pause 

“ I never ought to ’ave merried you, Artie, that’s the 
troof ’ 

“ Oh ’ don't go into that ” 

“ I never ought to ’ave meined you, Artie I’m not 
equal to the position If you ’adn t said you’d drown 
yourself — ” She choked 

“ I don’ see why you shouldn’t try Ann I'm im- 
proved Why don’t you? ’Stead of which you go 
sending out the servant and ’namelling floors, and then 
when visitois come ” 

“ ’Ow was 7 to know about y’r old visitors ?” cried 
Ann m a wail, and suddenly got up and fled from 
amidst their ruined tea, the tea of which “ toce, all 
buttery,” was to be the crown and glory 

Kipps watched her with a momentary consternation 
Then he hardened his heart “ Ought to ’ave known 
better,” he said, “goin’ on like that’” He remained 
for a space rubbing his knees and muttering He 
emitted scornfully “ I carn’t an’ I won’t ” He saw 
her as the source of all his shames 
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Presently, quite mechanically, he stooped cloven and 
lifted the flowery china cover ‘‘Ter dash ’er Buttud 
Toce’” he shouted at the sight of it, and clapped the 
cover down again hard 

When Gwendolen came back she perceived things 
were in a slightly unusual poise Kipps sat by the fire 
in a rigid attitude reading a casually selected voli me of 
the Encydopcedta Bnianmca, and Ann was upstairs and 
inaccessible — to reappear at a later stage with reddened 
eyes Before the fire and still m a perfectly assimilable 
condition was what was evidently an untouched supply 
of richly buttered toast under a cracl ed cover 

“They’ve ’ad a bit of a tiff,” said Gwendolen, 
attending to her duties in the kitchen, with her outdoor 
hat still on and her mouth full “ They’re rummuns — 
if ever* My eye*” 

And she took another piece of Ann’s generousl) 
buttered toast 

H 

The Kippses spoke no more that day to one another 

The squabble about cards and buttered toast was as 
serious to them as the most rational of differences It 
was all rational to them Their sense of wrong buint 
within them, their sense of what was owing to them- 
selves, the duty of implacability, the obstinacy of pride 
In the small hours Kipps lay awake at the nadir of 
unhappiness and came near gioanmg He saw life as 
an extraordinarily desolating muddle, his futile house, 
his social discredit, his bad behaviour to Helen, his low 
marriage with Ann 

He became aware of something irregular in Ann’s 
breathing 

He listened She was awake and quietly and privately 
sobbing * 

He hardened his heart, resolutely he hardened his 
heart 

And presently Ann lay still 
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§5 

The stupid little tragedies of these clipped and 
limited lives’ 

As I think of them l}ing unhappily there in the 
daikness, my vision pierces the night See what I can 
see’ Above them, brooding over them, I tell you there 
is a monster, a lumpish monster, like some great clumsv 
giiffin thing, like the Crystal Palace labyrmthodon, like 
Coote, like the leaden goddess of the Dunciad, like 
some fat, proud flunkey, like pride, like indolence, 
like all that is darkenmg and heavy and obstructive in 
life It is mattei and darkness, it is the anti soul, it is 
the ruling power of this land, Stupiduy My Kippses 
live m Its shadow Shalford and his apprenticeship 
system, the Hastings Academy, the ideas of Coote, the 
ideas of the old Kippses, all the ideas that have made 
Kipps what he is, all these are a pait of its shadow 
But for that monster they might not be groping among 
false ideas and hurt one another so sorely, but for that, 
the glowing promise of childhood and jouth might have 
had a happier fruition, thought might have awakened 
in them to meet the thought of the world, the quicken 
ing sunshine of liteiature pierced to the substance of 
their souls, their lives might not have been divorced, as 
no\v they are divorced, from the apprehension of beauty 
that we favoured on«.s are given — the vision of the 
Grail that makes life fine for ever I have laughed, 
and I laugh at these two people, I ha\e sought to make 
you laugh 

But I see through the darkness the souls of my 
Kippses as they are, as little pink strips of quivering 
living stuff as things 111 e the bodies of little, ill- 
nourished, ailing, ignorant children, children who feel 
pain, who aie naughty and muddled and suffer and do 
not understand wh} And the claw of this Beast rests 
upon them ’ 
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Te/ minations 


N 

X VI1.XT morning came a r email able telegram from 
Folkestone ‘‘Please come at once, iiigent, Walshing- 
ham,’' said the telegram, and Pvipp , aftei an agitated 
but still ample breakfast, departed 

When he returned his face was very white and his 
countenance disordered He let himself in with his 
latchkey and came into the dining room where Ann sat, 
affecting to woik at a little thing she called a bib She 
heard his hat fall in the hall before he entered, as 
though he had missed the peg “ I got something to 
tell you, Ann,” he said, disiegarding their o\ernight 
quarrel, and went to the hearthiug and took hold of the 
mantel, and stared at Ann as though the sight of her 
was novel 

“Well?” said Ann, not looking up and woikms a 
little faster 

360 
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gone'” 

Ann lool ed up sharpl} , and her hands stopped 
Who's gone For the first time she perceived Kipps’ 
pallor 

Young Wilshingham — I saw ’er and she tole me ” 
‘‘Gone? What d’vou mean?” 

“ Cleared out ' Gone off for good 
“What for?” 

“ For ’is ’ealth,” said Kipps, with sudden bitterness 
“’E’s been speckyUting He’s speckyhted our money 
and ’e’s speckylaied their money, and now ’e’s took ’is 
’00k That’s all about it, Ann ” 

“You mean?” 

“ I mean *c’b orf and our twenty-four fonsand’s orf 
too ' And ’ere we are ' Smashed up ' That’s all 
about It, Ann ” He panned 

Ann had no vocabulary for such an occasion “ Oh, 
lor’'” she said, and sat still 

Kipps came about and stuck his hands deeply in his 
trouser pockets “ Speckylated every penny — lorst it 
all — and gorn ” 

Even his lips weie white 
“ You mean we ain’t got nothin’ left, Artie?” 

“Not a penny ' Not a bloomin’ penny, Ann No 
A gust of passion whiiled acioss the soul of Kipps 
He flung out a knuckly fist “ If I ’ad ’im ’ere,” he 
said, “ I’d — I’d — I’d wring ’is neck for ’im I d — 
I’d — ” FIis voice rose to a shout He thought of 
Gwendolen in the kitchen, and fell to “ Ugh'” 

“ But, Artie,” said Ann, trying to grasp it, “ d’you 
mean to say he’s took our money?” 

“Speckylated it'” said Kipps, with an illustrative 
flourish of the arm that failed to illustrate “ Bort 
things dear and sold ’em cheap, and played the ’ankey 
pankey jackass with everything we got That’s what I 
mean ’e’s done, Ann ” He repeated this last sentence 
with the addition of nolent adverbs 

“D’you mean to say our money’s ^one, Artie 
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Ter dash it, Yes Ann'” swore Kipps, exploding 
in a shout ‘Ain^t I tellm’ }ou?’ 

He was immediately sorry '' I didn’t mean to ’oiler 
at you, Ann,” he said, ‘‘ but Fm all shool up I don’t 
’ardly know what I m sayin’ Ev’iy penny ’ 

‘‘ But, Artie ” 

Kipps grunted He went to the window and stared 
for a moment at a sunlit sea Gord he swore 

I mean,” he said, coming bick to Ann «nd with an 
air of exasperation, ‘ that he’s ’bez 7 led and ’00' ed it 
That’s what I mean, Ann ” 

Ann put down the bib But wot are we going to 
do, Artie?” 

Kipps indicated ignorance, wrath and despair with 
one comprehensive gesture of his hands He caught an 
ornament from the mantel and replaced it ^ I m 
going to bang about, ’ he said, ‘‘ if I ain’t precious 
careful ” 

^^You saw ^er, you say?” 

''Yes ’ 

"What did she say ’xactly?” said Ann 

" Tole me to see a s’licitor — tole me to get someone 
to ’elp me at once She was there in black — lil e she 
used to be — and speaking cool and cireful-like 
’Elen ' She’s precious ’ard, is ’Elen She looked 

at me straight ' It’s my fault,’ she said, ' I ought to 
’ave warned you Only under the circumstances 

It was a little difficult ’ Stiaight as anything I didn’t 
’ardly say anything to ’er I didn’t seem to begin to 
take It in until she was showing me out I ’adn’t any- 
thing to say Jest as well, perhaps She talked — like 
a Call a’most She said — ^what was it she said about her 
mother ? ' My mother’s overcome with grief,’ she said, 

' so naturally everything comes on me ’ ” 

"And she told you to get someone to ’elp you?” 

"Yes I been to old Bean ” 

"O’ Bean?” 

"Yes What I took my business away from'” 
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“What did he say?” 

“ He was a bit off’and at fiist, but then ’e come 
round He couldn’t tell me anything till ’e knew the 
facts What I know of young Walshingham, there 
won’t be much ’elp in the facts No’” 

He reflected for a space It’s a smash up, Ann 
More likely than not, Ann, ’e’s left us ovei’ead in 
debt We got to get out of it just ’ow we can 

‘^We got to begin again,” he went on I 

don’t know All the way ’ome — my ’ead’s been going 
We got to get a living someow or other ’Aving time 
to ourselves, and a bit of money to spend, and no hurry 
and worry, it’s all over for ever, Ann V/e was fools, 
Ann We didn’t know our benefits We been 
caught Gord ’ Gord ’ ” 

He was on the verge of “ banging about ” again 
They heard a jingle m the passage, the large soft 
impact of a servant’s indoor boots As if she were a 
part, a mitigatory part of Fate, came Gwendolen to lay 
the midday meal Kipps displayed self-control forth 
with Ann picked up the bib again and bent over it, 
and the Kipp es bore themselves gloomily perhaps, but 
not despair fullv, while their dependent was in the room 
She spread the cloth and put out the cutlery with a 
slow inaccuracy, and Kipps, after a whisper to himself, 
went again to the window Ann got up and put away 
her work methodically in the chiffonier 

When I think,” said Kipps, as soon as the door 
closed again behind Gwendolen, “ when I think of the 
ole people and ’aving to tell ’em of it all — I want to 
smesh my ’ead against the nearest wall Smesh my silly 
brains out ’ And Buggins — Buggins what I’d ’arf 
promised to start in a lill’ outfitting shop m Rendez 
vous Street ” 

Gwendolen returned and restored dignity 
The midday meal spread itself slowly before them 
Gwendolen, after her custom, left the door open, and 
Kipps closed It carefully before sitting down 
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He stood for a moment, regarding the meal doubt- 
fully 

I don’t feel as if I could swaller a moufful,” he 

said 

“ You got to eat,” said Ann 

For a time the} said little, and once s^\allowing was 
achieved, ate on with a sort of melancholy appetite 
Each was now busy thinking 

‘‘Af er all,” said Kipps piesentlj, ‘^whatever ’appens, 
they can’t turn us out or sell us up befoie nex’ quarter- 
day I’m pretty sure about that ” 

Sell us up said Ann 

dessay we’ie bankrup’,” said Kipps, trving to say 
It easily and helping himself with a trembling hand to 
unnecessary potatoes 

Then a long silence Ann ceased to eat, and there 
were silent tears 

‘'More potatoes, Artie?” choked Ann 

“I couldn’t,” said Kipps “No” 

He pushed back his plate, which was indeed replete 
with potatoes, got up and walked about the room 
Even the dinner-table looked distraught and unusual 

“What to do, I do 7 i^t know,” he said 

“Oh, Lordr^ he ejaculated, and picked up and 
slapped down a book 

Then his eyes fell upon another postCaid that had 
come from Chitterlow by the morning’s post, and 
which now lay by him on the mantel-shelf He took 
It up, glanced at its imperfectly legible message, and 
put It down 

“ Delayed he said scornfully “ Not prodooced in 
the smalls Or is it smells ’e says ? ’Ow can one 
understand that? Any’ow ’e’s ’umbugging again 
Somefing about the Strand No’ Well, ’e’s ’ad all 
the money ’e’ll ever get out of me ’ I’m done ” 

He seemed to find a momentary relief in the dramatic 
effect of his announcement He came near to a sw agger 
of despair upon the hearthrug, and then suddenly came 
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and sat down nes^t to Ann and rebted his chin on the 
knuckles of his two clenched hands 

** I been a fool, Ann,” he said in a gloomy mono 
tone I been a brasted fool But it*s ^ard on us, all 
the same It’s ’ard ” 

’Ow was you to 1 now said Ann 
I ought to ’ave known I did in a sort of way know 
And ’ere we are * I wouldn’t care so much if it was 
myself, but it’s you Ann ’ ’Ere we are ’ Regular 
smashed up ’ And you — He checked at an unspeakable 
aggravation of their disaster I knew ’e wasn’t to be 
depended upon and there I left it* And you got to 
pay What’s to ’appen to us all, I don’t know ” 
He thrust out his chin and glared at fate 
“’Ow do you know ’e’s speckylated everything?” 
said Ann, after a silent survey of him 

“ ’E ’as,” said Kipps irritably, holding firm to 
disaster 

“ She say so ?” 

“ She don’t know, of course, but you depend upon it 
that’s It She told me she knew something was on, and 
when she found ’im gone and a note le^’ for her she 
knew It was up with ’im ’E went by the night boat 
She wrote that telegrarf off to me straight away ” 

Anr sur\e\ed his features with tender, perplexed 
eyes, she had never seen him so white and drawn before, 
and her hand rested an inch or so away from his arm, 
The actual loss was still, as it were, afai from her The 
immediate thing was his enormous distress 

“ ’Ow do you know — ?” she said and stopped It 
would iriitate him too much 

Kipps’ imagination was going headlong 
“ Sold up * ’ he emitted presently, and Ann flinched 
“ Going back to work, day after day — I can’t stand it, 

Ann, I can’t And you ” 

“ It don’t do to think of it,” said Ann 
Presently he came upon a resolve “ I keep on 
thinking of it, and thinking of it, and what’s to be 
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done and vi hat’s to be done I shan t be any good 
’ome s arfernoon It keeps on going round and round 
in my ’ead and round and round I better go for a walk 
or something I’d be no comfort to \on, Ann I should 
want to ’owl and ’ammer things if I ’ung al out ome 
Mv finge s is all atwitch I shall keep on thinking o\ 

I might ’ave stopped it and callin’ m}'Self a fool ’ 

He looked at her between plead ng and shame It 

seemed like deserting her 

Ann regal ded him with tear dimmed e^es 
‘‘You’d better do what’s good for vou, Artie,’ she 
said ‘ / // be best cleaning It’s no use sending 

off Gwendolen before her month, and the top room 
wants turning out” She added with a sort of grim 
humour “ May as well turn it out now while I got it ’ 

“ I better go for a walk,” said Kipps 
And presently our poor exploded Kipps was march- 
ing out to bear his sudden miseiy Habit turned him 
up the road towaids his growing hoi se, and then sud- 
denly he peiceived his direction — “Oh,* lor’*” — and 
turned aside and went up the steep 1 ay to the hill 
crest and the Sandling Road, and o\er the line by thai 
tree embowered Junction, and atlnvart the wide fields 
towards Postling — a little, black, marching figure — and 
so up the Downs and over the hills, whither he had 
never gone before 


§ 2 

He came back long after dark, and Ann met him in 
the passage 

“Where yon been, Artie?” she asked, with a 
strained note in her voice 

“ I been walking and walking — trying to tire myself 
out All the time I been thinking what shall I do 
Trying to fix sometning up all out of nothing ” 

“ I didn’t know )ou meant to be out all this time ” 

Kipps was gripped by compunction 
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“ I can’t think whu we ought to do,” he said, 
presently 

“ You can’t do anything much, Artie, not till vou 
hear from Mr Bean ” 

“No, I can’t do anything much That’s jest it 
And all this time I keep feelin’ if I don’t do something 
the top of my ’ead’ll bust Been trying to m ke 

up advertisements ’arf the time I been out — ’bout find- 
ing a place, good salesman and stock-keeper, and good 
hlanchester dresses, window-dressing — loi’> Fancy that 
^11 beginning again’ If you went to sta\ v^ith 

Sid a bit — if I sent every penny I got to '^ou — I 
dunno’ Idunno’” 

When they had gone to bed there was an elaborate 
attempt to get to sleep In one of their great 

waking pauses Kipps remarked in a mufRed tone “ I 
didn t mean to frighten vou, Ann, being out so late I 
kep’ on walking and walking, and some’ow it seemed to 
do me good I went out to the ’ill op ever so far 
beyond Stanford, and sat there ever so long, and it 
seemed to make me better Just looking over the 
ma sh like, and seeing the sun set ” 

“Ver) likely,” said Ann, after a long interval, “it 
isn’t so bad as you think it is, Artie ” 

“ It’s bad,” said Kipps 

Very likely, after all, it isn’t quite so bad If 

there’s only a little ” 

There came another long silence 
“ Ann,” said Kipps in the quiet darkness 
“ Yes,” said Ann 

“ Ann,” said Kipps, and stopped as though he had 
hastily shut a door upon speech 

“ I kep’ thinking,” he said, trying again, I kep’ 
thinking — after all — I been cross to you and a fool 
about things — about them cards, Ann , but ” — his voice 
shook to pieces — “we ’ave been ’appy, Ann 
some’ow togever ” 

And with that he and then she fell into a passion of 
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weeping They clung very tightly together — closer than 
they had been since ever the first biightness of their 
married days turned to the grey of common life 
again 

All the disaster in the world could not pre\cnt their 
going to sleep at last with their poor little troubled 
heads close together on one pillow There was nothing 
more to be done, there was nothing more to be thought 
Time might go on with his mischief , but for a li tie 
while at least they still had one another 

§3 

Kipps retuined from his second interview with Mr 
Bean in a state of strange excitement He let himself 
in with his latchkey and slammed the door ‘^Ann’” 
he shouted, in an unusual note, ‘‘Ann’” 

Ann replied distantly 

“Something to tell you,” said Kipps, “something 
noo»” 

Ann appeared apprehensive from the kitchen 

“ Ann,” he said, going before her into the little 
dining room, for his news was too dignified for the 
passage, “veiy likely, Ann, o* Bean says, we shall 
’ave — ” He decided to piolong the su pense “ Guess’” 

“ I can t, Artie ” 

“Think of a lot of money’” 

“ A hindred pounds p’l’aps 

He spoke with immense deliberation “Over a 
fousand pounds ’” 

Ann stared and said nothing, only went a shade 
whiter 

“ Over, he said Almost certainly over ” 

He shut the dining-room door and came forward 
hastily, for Ann, it was clear, meant to take this mitiga- 
tion of their disaster with a complete abandonment of 
her self control She came near flopping, she fell into 
his arms 
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‘V\rtie,” she got to at last and began to weep, 
clinging tightlv to him 

‘‘ Pretty near certain,” said Kipps, holding her A 
foiisand pounds ’ ” 

“ I said, Artie,” she wailed on his shoulder with the 
note of accumulated wrongs, very likely it wasn’t so 
bad 

There’s things,” he said, when presently he came 
to particulars, ’e couldn’t touch The noo place * It’s 
freehold and paid for, and with the bit of building on 
It, there’s five or six ’undred pounds p’r’aps — say worf 
free ’undred for s«.fety We can’t be sold up to finish 
It, like we thought O’ Bean says we can very likely 
sell It and get money ’E says you often get a chance 
to sell a ’ouse lessen ’arf done, ’specially free’old Vtry 
likely, ’e says Then there’s Hughenden Hughenden 
asn’t been mortgaged not for more than ’aif its value 
There’s a ’undred or so to be got on that, and the 
furniture, and the rent for the summer still coming m 
’E says there’s very likely other things A fousand 
pounds, that’s what ’e said ’E said it might even be 
more ” 

They weie sitting row at the table 
It alters ever\ thing,” said Ann 

“ I been thinking that, Ann, all the way ’ome I 
came in the motor car First iide I’ve ’ad since the 
smash We needn’t send off Gwendolen, leastways not 
till after You know 'W e needn’t turn out of ere — 
not for a long time What we been doing for the o’ 
people we can go on doing a’most as much And your 
mother’ I wanted to ’oiler, coming along I 

pretty near run coming down the lo^d by the 
hotel ” 

Oh, I am glad we can stop ’ere and be comfortable 
a bit,” said Ann ‘‘ I am glad for that ” 

I pretty near told the driver on the motor — only 
’e was the sort won’t talk You see, Ann, we’ll 

be able to start a shop, we’ll be able to get into some- 
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thing like All about our ’aving to go bick to places 
and that, all that doesn’t mattu any more ” 

For a while they abandoned themselves to ejaculating 
transports Then they fell talking to shape an idea 
to themselves of the new prospect that opened before 
them 

*‘We must start a sort of shop,” said Kipps, whose 
imagination had been working “ It 11 ’ave to be a 
shop ” 

‘‘ Drapery ?” said Ann 

“ You want such a lot of capital for the drapery, 
more’n a thousand pounds }oii want by a long way — 
to start it anything like proper ” 

“Well, outfitting Lil e Buggins was going to do” 

Kipps glanced at that for a moment, because the 
idea had not occurred to him Then he came back 
to his prepos ession 

“Well, I thought of something else, Ann,” he said 
“ You see. I’ve always thought a little bookshop — It 
isn’t like the drapery — ’aving to be learnt I thought 
— even before this smash up — ’ow I’d hi e to ’ave some 
thing to do, instead of always ’aving ’olidays always 
like we ’ave been ’aving ” 

He reflected 

“You don’t know much about books, do tou Artie?” 

“You don’t want to” He illustiated “I noticed 
when we used to go to that Lib’rv at Folkestone ladies 
weren’t anything like what they was in a draper s — 
if you ’aven t got 'just what the} want it’s ‘ Oh no ’’ 
and out they go But in a bookshop it’s different 
One book’s very like another — aftei all, what is it? 
Something to read and done with It’s not a thing that 
matters like print dresses or ser\iettes — Where you either 
like ’em or don’t, and people judge you by They 
take what you give ’em in books and lib’ries, and glad 
to be told what to See ’ow we was — up at that 
hb’ry 

He paused “ You see, Ann 
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‘'Well, I read ’n ’dvertisement the other day I 
been asking Mr Bean It said — five ’undred pounds 
“What did?” 

“ Branches,” said Kipps 

Ann failed to understand “ It’s a sort of thing that 
gets up bookshops all over the country,” said Kipps 
“ I didn’t tell you, but I arst about it a bit On’y I 
dropped it again Before this smash, I mean I’d 
thought I’d like to keep a shop for a lark, on’y then I 
thought it silly Besides it ’ud ’ave been beneath 
me 

He blushed vividly “It was a sort of projek of 
mine, Ann 

“ On’y it wouldn’t ’ave done,” he added 
It was a tortuous journey when the Kippses set out 
to explain anything to each other But through a maze 
of fragmentary elucidations and questions, their minds 
did presently begin to approximate to a picture of a 
compact, bright little shop, as a framework for them- 
selves 

“ I thought of It one day when I was in Folkestone 
I thought of It one day when I was looking in at a 
window I see a chap dressin’ a window, and he was 
whistlin’ reg’lar light-’earted I thought then I’d 

like to keep a bookshop, any’ow, jest for something to 
do And when people weren’t about, then you could 
sit and read the books See ? It wouldn’t be ’arf 
bad 

They mused, each with elbows on table and knuckles 
to lips, looking with speculative eyes at each other 
‘ Very like we’ll be ’appier than we should ’ave been 
with more money,” said Kipps presently 

“We wasn’t ’ardly suited,” reflected Ann, and left 
her sentence incomplete * 

“ Fish out of water like,” said Kipps 
^^You won’t ’ave to return that call now,” said 
Kipps, opening a new branch of the question “ That’s 
one good thing” 
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“ Lor’ said Ann, “ no moie I shan’t 
I don’t s’pose they’d want }ou to, even if you did — 
with things as they are ” 

A certain added brightness came into Ann’s face 
Nobody won’t be able to come leaving cards on us, 
Artie, now, any more We are out of thai 

There i n’t no necessity for us to be stuck up,” 
said Kipps, “any more for ever’ ’Ere we are, Ann, 
common people, with jest no position at all, as you 
might say, to keep up No sev’nts, not if you don’t 
like No dressin’ better than other people If it 
wasn’t we been robbed — dashed it I’d care a rap about 
losing that money I b’lieve ” — hiS face shone with the 
rare pleasure of paradox — “I reely b’lieve, Ann, it’ll 
prove a savin’ in the end ” 


§4 

The remarkable adveitisement which had fired Kipps’ 
imagination with this dieam of a bool shop opened out 
in the most alluring way It was one little facet m a 
comprehensive scheme of transatlantic origin, which was 
to make our old world methods of bookselling “ sit 
up,” and It displayed an imaginative briskness, a lucidity 
and piomise that aroused the profoundest scepticism in 
the mind of Mr Bean To Kipps’ renewed investiga 
tions It presented itself in an expository illustrated 
pamphlet (far too well printed, Mr Bean thought, for 
a reputable undertaking) of the most convincing sort 
Mr Bean would not let him sink his capital in shares 
in Its projected company that was to make all things 
new m the world of books, but he could not prevent 
Kipps becoming one of their associated booksellers 
And so when presently it became apparent that an 
epoch was not to be made, and the “ Associated Book- 
sellers’ Trading Union (Limited) ” receded and dis- 
solved and liquidated (a few drops) and vanished and 
went away to talk about something else, Kipps remained 
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floating undamaged in this inteiestmgly uncertain 
univeise as an independent bool seller 

Except that it failed, the Associated Booksellers’ 
Tiading Union had all the stigmata of success Its 
fault, perhaps, was that it had them all instead of 
only one or two It was to buy wholesale for all its 
members and associates and exchange stock, having a 
common books-in-stock list and a common lending 
library, and it was to provide a uniform registered shop 
front to signify all these things to the intelligent 
passer-by Except that it was controlled by buoyant 
young Ovei-mtn with a touch of genius in their arith- 
metic, It was, I say, a most plausible and hopeful project 
Kipps went several times to London and an agent came 
to Hythe, Mr Bean made some timely interventions, 
and then behind a veil of planks and an announcement 
in the High Street, the uniform registeied shop front 
came rapidly into being ‘‘ Associated Booksellers’ 
Trading Union,” said this shop front, in a refined, 
aitistic lettering that bookbuyeis were going to value as 
wise men over fo'-ty value the proper label for Bern- 
casteler Doctor, and then, ‘‘ Arthur Kipps 

Short of starting a haberdasher’s shop I doubt if 
Kipps could liave been more tiuly happy than during 
tho e weeks of preparation 

Theie is, of couise, nothing on earth, and I doubt 
at times if there is a joy in Heaven, like starting a 
small haberdasher’s shop Imagine, for example, having 
a drawerful of tapes (one whole piece most exquisitely 
blocked of every possible width of tape), or, again, an 
army of neat, large packages, each displaying one sample 
of hooks and eyes Think of jour cottons, your drawer 
of coloured silks, the little, less, least of the compart 
ments and thin packets of your needle drawer’ Poor 
princes and wretched gentlefolk, mysteriously above 
retail trade, may taste only the faint unsatisfactory 
shadow of these delights with trays of stamps or butter 
flies I write, of course, for those to whom these things 
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appeal, theie are clods alive v\ho see nothing, or next 
to nothing, in spools of merceiised cotton and endless 
bands of paper-set pins I wiite for the wise, and as I 
write I wonder that kipp& re ^sted haberdashery He 
did Yet even starting a bookshop is at least twenty 
times as interesting as building }our own house to 
your own deaign in unlimited space and time, or any 
possible thing people with indisputable socia^ pos tion 
and sound securities can possibl} find to do Upon that 
I rest 

You figure Kipps ‘Agoing to have a look to see how 
the little shop is getting on,’ the shop that is not to 
be a loss and a spending of money, but a gain He 
does not walk too fast towards it, as he comes into 
view of It his paces slaclen and his head goes to one 
side He crosses to the p^^vement opposite in ordti to 
inspect the fascia better, alieady his name is adum 
brated m faint white lines, stops in the middle of 
the road and scrutinises imaginary details for the benefit 
of his future next door neighbour, the curiosity shop 
man, and so at last, in A smell of paint and 

of the shavings of imperfectly seasoned pine wood ’ 
The shop is already glazed and a carpenter is busv over 
the fittings for adjustable shelves in the side windows 
A painter is busy on the fixtures round about (shelving 
above and drawers below), which aie to accommodate 
most of the stock, and the counter — the counter and 
desk are done Kipps goes inside the desk, the desk 
which is to be the strategic centre of the shop, blushes 
away some sawdust, and draws out the marvellous till, 
here gold is to be, here silver, here coppei — notes 
locked up in a cash-box in the well below Then he 
leans his elbows on the desk, rests his chin on his fist 
and fills the shelves with imaginaiy stock, books beyond 
reading Every day a man who cares to wash his hands 
and read uncut pages artfully may have his cake and 
eat It, among that stock Under the counter to the 
right, paper and string are to lurk ready to leap up and 
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and inspirations, devised an ingenious system of taking 
back Its books again in pait payment for new ones within 
a specified period When it failed, all sorts of people 
were left with these unredeemed pledges in hand 

§ 5 

Amidst all this bu tie and interest, all this going 
to and fio before they ‘‘moved in to the High Street, 
came the great crisis that hung over the Kippse^j, and 
one morning m the small hours Ann’s child was 
born 

Kiops was coming to manhood swiftly now The 
once rabbit-like soul that had been so amazed bv the 
discovery of “ chubes ” in the human interior and so 
shocked bv the sight of a woman’s shoulder-blades, that 
had found shame and anguish in a mislaid Gibus and 
terror in an Anagram Tea, was at last facing the greater 
realities He came suddenly upon the master thing in 
life, birth He passed through honis of listening, hours 
of impotent fear in the night and in the da,vn, and then 
there was put into his arms something most wonderful, 
a weak and willing creature, incredibly, heart stirringly 
soft and pitiful, with minute appealing hands that it 
wrung his heart to see He held it in his arm and 
touched Its tender cheek as if he feared his lips might 
injure it And this marvel was his Son ’ 

And there was Ann, with a greater strangeness and 
a greater familiarity in her quality than he had ever 
found before Theie were littk beads of perspiration 
on her temples and her lips, and her face was flushed, 
not pale as he had feared to see it She had the look of 
one who emerges from some strenuous and invigorating 
act He bent down and 1 issed her, and he had no words 
to say She wasn’t to speak much yet, but she stroked 
his arm with her hand and had to tell him one thing 

“He’s over nine pounds, Artie,” she whispered 
“ Bessie’s — ^Bessie’s wasn’t no more than eight ” 
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To have given Kipps a pound of triumph over Sid 
seemed to her almost to justify Nunc Dimittis She 
watched his face for a moment, then closed her eyes in 
a kind of blissful exhaustion as the nurse, with some- 
thing motherly in her manner, pushed Kipps out of the 
room 

§6 

Kipps was far too much pieoccupied with his own 
life to woiry about the further exploits of Chitterlow 
The man had got his two thousand, on the whole Kipps 
was glad he had had it rather than young Walshing- 
ham, and there was an end to the matter As for the 
complicated transactions he achieved and procla med b} 
mainly illegible and always incomprehensible postcards, 
they were hi e passing voices heard in the stieet as 
one goes about ore’s urgent concerns Kipps put them 
aside and they got m between the pages of the stock 
and were lost for ever, and sold in with the goods to 
customers who puzzled over them mightily 

Then one morning as our bookseller was dusting 
round before breakfast, Chitterlow returned, appeared 
suddenly m the shop doorway 

It was the most unexpected thing in the world 
The man was in evening dress, evening dress in that 
singularly crumpled state it assumes after the hour of 
dawn, and above his dishevelled red hair, a smallish 
Gibus hat tilted remarkably forward He opened the 
door and stood, tall and spiead, with one vast white 
glove flung out as if to display how burst a glove might 
be, his eyes bright, such wrinkling of brow and mouth 
as only an experierced actoi can produce, and a singular 
radiance of emotion upon his whole being, an altogether 
astonishing spectacle 

The bell jangled for a bit, and then gave it up and 
was silent For a long, long second everything was 
quietly attentive Kipps was amazed to his uttermost, 
had he had ten times the capacity he would still have 
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been fully amazed ‘It’s Chit’low'” he said at last, 
Standing duster in hand 

But he doubted whether it vas not a dream 
“Tzit’” gasoed that most extraoidinary person, still 
in an incredibly expanded attitude, and then with a 
slight forward jerk of the starry split glove, “Bif*” 
He could sav no more The tiemendous speech he 
had had ready \anislied from his mind Kipps stared 
at his facial changes, vaguely conscious of the truth of 
the teachings of Nisbet and Lombroso concerning men 
of genius 

Then suddenly Chitterlow’s features were convulsed, 
the histrionic fell from him like a garment, and he was 
weeping He said something indistinct about ‘‘ Old 
Lipps ’ Good old Kipps * Oh, old Kipps ’ ” and 
somehow he managed to mix a chuckle and a sob in the 
most remarkable wav He emerged from somewhere 
near the middle of his original attitude, a merely life- 
size creature ‘‘My play, boohoo*’’ he sobbed, clutch- 
ing at his friend’s arm “ My play, Kipps (sob) ’ You 
know?” 

“Well?” cried Kipps, with his heart sinking in 
sympathy, “ it ain’t 

“ No,” howled Chitteilow, “ no It’s a Success * 
My dear chap ' my dear boy ^ oh ^ it’s a — bu — boohoo ’ 
— a Big Success’” He turned away and wiped stream- 
ing tears with the back of his hand He walked a 
pace or so and turned He sat down on one of the 
specially designed artistic chairs of the Associated Book 
sellers’ Trading Union and produced an exiguous lady’s 
handkerchief, extraordinarily belaced He choked 
‘ My play,” and covered his hce here and there 
He made an unsuccessful effort to control himself, 
and shrank for a space to the dimensions of a small 
and pathetic creature His great nose suddenly came 
through a careless place in the handkerchief 

“I’m knocked,” he said in a muffled voice, and so 
remained for a space — ^wonderful — ^veiled 
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He made a gallant effort to wipe his tears away “ I 
had to tell you/’ he said, gulping 

“ Be all right in a minute,” he added, “ calm,” and 
sat still 

Kipps stared in commiseiation of such success Then 
he heard footsteps, and went quickly to the house door- 
wav “ Jest a minute,” he said “ Don’t go in the 
shop, Ann, for a minute It’s Chitterlow He’s a bit 
essited But he’ll be better in a minute It’s knocked 
him over a bit \ ou see ” — his voice sank to a hushed 
note as one who announces death — ’e’s made a success 
with his play ” 

He pushed her back, lest she should see the scandal 
of another male’s tears 

Soon Chitterlow felt better, but for a little while his 
manner was even alarmingly subdued ‘‘ I had to come 
and tell you,” he said “ I had to astonish someone 
Muriel — she’ll be first rate, of cou <?e But she’s o\er at 
Dymchurch ” He blew his nose with enormous noise, 
and emerged instantly a merely garrulous optimist 
I expect she 11 be precious glad ” 

She doesn’t know yet, my dear bov She’s at 
Dymchurch — ^with a friend She’s seen some of mv 
first nights before Better out of it I’m 

going to her now I’ve been up all night — talking to 
the Boj'S and all that I’m a bit off it just for a bit 
But — It Knocked ’em It Knocked Everybody ” 

He stared at the floor and went on in a monotone 

They laughed a bit at the beginning — but nothing 
like a settled laugh — not until the second act — you 
know — the chap with the beetle down his neck Little 
Chisholme did that bit to rights Then they began — 
to rights ” His voice warmed and increased “ Laugh- 
ing’ It made me laugh’ We jumped ’em into the 
third act before they had time to cool Everybody 
was on It I ne\er saw a first night go so fast Laugh, 
laugh, laugh, LAUGH, L"A UGH, LAUGH” 
(he howled the last repetition with stupendous violence) 
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Everything they laughed at They liiighed at things 
that we hadn’t meant to be funny — not foi one moment 
Bif’ Bizz * Cnitain A Fair Knock Out* I went 
on — but I didn’t say a word Chisholme did the patter 
Shouting* It was like walking under Niagara — going 
across that stage It was hi e never having seen an 
audience befoie 

“Then afterwards — the Bovs*” 

His emotion held him foi a space “ Dear old Boys *” 
he murmured 

PIis words multiplied, his importance increased In 
a little while he was lestored to something of his old 
self He was enormously excited He seemed unable 
to sit down anywhere He came into the breakfast- 
room so soon as Kipps was sure of him, shook hands 
with Mrs Kipps paientheticallv, sat down and imme 
diately got up again He ivent to the bas inette in the 
corner and looked absent-mindedly at Kipps junior, and 
said he was glad if only for the youngster’s sake He 
immediately resumed the thread of his discourse 
He drank a cup of coffee noisily and walked up and 
down the room talking, while they attempted bieakfast 
amidst the gale of his excitement The infant slept 
marvellousl} through it all 

“ You won’t mind my not sitting down, Mrs Kipps 
I couldn’t sit down for anyone, or I’d do it for jou 
It’s you I’m thinking of more than anyone, you and 
Muriel, and all Old Pals and Good Friends It means 
wealth, It means mone% — hundreds and thousands 
If you’d heard ’em, yotCd Inojo ” 

He was silent through a port^^ntous moment while 
topics battled for him, and finally he burst and talked 
of them altogether It was like the rush of water when 
a dam bursts and wa hes out a fair-sized provincial 
town, all sorts of things floated along on the swirl 
For example, he was discussing his future behaviour 
“I’m glad It’s come now Not before I’ve had my 
lesson I shall be very discreet now, trust me We’ve 
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learnt the value of money ” He discussed the possibility 
of a country house, of taking a Marteilo tower as a 
swimming-box (as one might say a shooting box), of 
li\ing in Venice because of its artistic associations and 
scenic possibilities, of a flat in Westminster, or a house 
in the West End He also laised the question of giving 
up smol ing and drinking, and what classes of dnnl were 
especially noxious to a man of his constitution But 
discourses on all this did not prevent a parenthetical 
computation of the prob ble profits on the supposition 
of a thousand nights heie and in Ameiica, nor did it 
Ignore the share Kipps was to have, nor the gladness 
with which Chitterlow would pay that share, nor the 
surprise and regret with which he had learnt, through 
an indiiect source which awakened many associations, 
of the turpitude of }oung Walshingham, noi the dis 
taste Chitterlow had always felt for young Walshing 
ham and men of his tvpe An excursus upon Napoleon 
had got into the torrent somehow and kept bobbing up 
and down The whole thing was thrown into the form 
of a single complex sentence, with parenthetical and 
suboidinate clauses fitting one into the other like 
Chinese boxes, and from first to last it never even had 
an air of approaching anything in the remotest degree 
partaking of the nature of a full stop 

Into this deluge came the Daily News like the gleam 
of light in Watts’ picture, the waters were assuaged 
while Its sheet was opened, and it had a column, a 
whole column, of praise Chitterlow held the paper 
and Kipps read ovei his left hand and Ann i nder his 
right It made the affair more real to Kipps, it seemed 
even to confirm Chitterlow against lurking doubts he 
had been concealing But it took him away He 
departed in a whirl, to secure a copy of every morning 
paper, every blessed rag there is, and take them all to 
Dymchurch and Muriel forthwith It had been the 
send off the Boys had given him that had prevented 
his doing as much at Charing Cross — let alone that he 
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only caught it by the skin of his teeth Besides 

which the bookstall wasn’t open His white face, lit 
hy a vast excitement, bid them a tiemendous farewell, 
and he departed through the sunlight, with his buo}ant 
walk buoyant almost to the tottering pitch His hair, 
as one got it sunlit in the stieet, seemed to have grown 
in the night 

They saw him stop a newsboy 
Every blessed rag, ’ floated to them on the notes of 
that goigeous voice 

The newsboy, too, had happened on lucl Something 
like a faint cheer from the newsboy came down the air 
to terminate that transaction 

Chitterlow went on his way swinging a great budget 
of papers, a figuie of merited success The newsboy 
recovered fiom his emotion with a jerk, examined some 
thing in his hand again, transferred it to his pocket, 
watched Chitterlow for a space, and then in a sort of 
hushed silence resumed his daily routine 

Ann and Kipps watched that receding happiness in 
silence, until he vanished round the bend of the road 
“ I am glad,” said Ann at last, speaking with a little 
sigh 

“ So’m I,” said Kipps, with empha is “For if ever 
a feller ’as worked and waited — it’s ’im ” 

They went back through the shop rather thought 
fully, and after a peep at the sleeping baby, resumed 
their interrupted breakfast “If ever a feller ’as worked 
and waited it’s ’im,” said Kipps, cutting bread 
“ Very likely it’s tiue,” said Ann, a little wistfully 
“What’s tiue?” 

“ About all that money coming ” 

Kipps meditated “ I don’t see why it shouldn’t be,” 
he decided, and handed Ann a piece of bread on the tip 
of his knife 

“ But we’ll keep on the shop,” he said after an interval 
for further reflection, “all the same I ’aven’t 

much trust in money after the things we’ve seen ” 
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§7 

That was two years ago, and as the whole world 
knows, the ‘‘ Pestered Butteifly ” is running still It 
was true It has made the fortune of a once declining 
little theatre in the Strand, night after night the great 
beetle scene draws happy tears from a house packed 
to repletion, and Kipps — for all that Chitterlow is not 
what one might call a business man — ^is almost as rich 
as he was in the beginning People in Australia, people 
in Lancashire, Scotland, Ireland, in New Orleans, in 
Jamaica, in New York and Montreal, have crowded 
through doorways to Kipps’ enrichment, lured by the 
hitherto unsuspected humours of the entomological 
drama Wealth rises like an exhalation all over our 
little planet, and condenses, or at least some of it does, 
in the pockets of Kipps 

“ It’s rum,” said Kipps 

He sat in the little kitchen out behind the book- 
shop and philosophised and smiled, while Ann gave 
Arthur Waddy Kipps his e\ening tub before the fire 
Kipps was always present at this ceremony unless 
customers prevented, there was something m the mix- 
ture of the odours of tobacco, soap and domesticity that 
charmed him unspeakably 

“ Chuckerdee, o’ man,” he said affably, wagging his 
pipe at his son, and thought incidentally, after the 
manner of all parents, that very few children could 
have so straight and clean a body 

“ Dadda’s got a cheque,” said Arthur Waddy Kipps, 
emerging for a moment from the towel 

“ ’E gets ’old of everything,” said Ann “ You can’t 
say a word 

“ Dadda got a cheque,” this marvellous child repeated 
Yes, o’ man, I got a cheque And it’s got to go into 
a bank for you, against when you got to go to school 
See? So’s you’ll grow up knowing your way about a 
bit ” 
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“Dadda’s got a cheque,” said the wonder son, and 
then gave his mind to making mighty splashes with 
his foot Every time he splashed, laughter overcame 
him, and he had to be held up for feai he should 
tumble out of the tub in his merriment Finally he 
was towelled to his toe tips, wrapped up in warm 
flannel, and kissed, and carried off to bed by Ann’s 
cousin and lady help, Emma And then after Ann 
had earned away the bath into the scullery, she returned 
to find hei husband with his pipe extinct and the cheque 
still m his hand 

“ Two fousand pounds,” he said ‘‘ It’s dashed 
rum Wot ’ave / done to get two fousand pounds, 
Ann 

^ What ’aven’t you — not to?” said Ann 
He reflected upon this view of the case 
** I shan’t never give up this shop,” he said at last 
“We’re very ’appy ’ere,” said Ann 
“ Not if I ’ad fifty fousand pounds ” 

“No fear,” said Ann 

“ You got a shop,” said Kipps, “ and you come along 
in a year’s time and there it is But money — ^look ’ow 
It come and goes’ There’s no sense in money You 
may kill yourself trying to get it, and then it comes 
when you aren’t looking There’s my ’iiginal money’ 
Where is it now? Gone’ And it’s took young Wal- 
shingham with it, and ’e’s gone too It’s like playing 
skittles ’Long comes the ball, light and left you fly, 
and there it is rolling away and not changed a bit 
No sense in it’ ’E’s gone and she’s gone — gone off 
with that chap Revel, that sat with me at dinner 
Merried man’ And Chit’low rich’ Lor’’ — ^what a 
fine place that Geirik Club is to be sure, where I ’ad 
lunch wiv ’im ’ Better’n any ’otel Footmen in 
powder they got — not waiters, Ann — footmen’ ’E’s 
rich and me rich — ^in a sort of way Don’t seem 

much sense in it, Ann, ’owever you look at it ” He 
shook his head 
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“ I know one thing,” said Kipps 
“ What?” 

‘‘ I’m going to put It in jest as many different banl s 
as I can See ? Fifty ’ere, fifty there ’Posit I’m not 
going to ’nvest it — no fear ” 

‘‘ It’s only frowing money away,” said Ann 
‘ I’m ’arf a mind to bury some of it under the shop 
Only I expect one ’ud always be coming down at 
nights to make suie it was there I don’t seem 

to trust anyone — not with money ” He put the cheque 
on the table corner and smiled and tapped his pipe on 
the grate, with his eyes on that wonderful document 
“ S’pose old Bean started orf,” he reflect«-d 
“ One thing, ’e zs sl bit lame ” 

‘‘*E wouldn’t,” said Ann, ‘‘not ’im ’ 

“ I was only joking like ” He stood up, put his 
pipe among the candlesticks on the mantel, took up 
the cheque and began folding it carefully to put it back 
in his pocket book 
A little bell jangled 

‘ Shop ’ ” said Kipps “ 1 hat’s right Keep a shop 
and the shop’ll keep you That’s ’ow I look at it, 
Ann ” 

He drove his pocket book securely into his breast 
pocket before he opened the living-room door 

But whether indeed it is the bookshop that keeps 
Kipps or whether it is Kipps who keeps the bookshop 
is just one of those commercial mysteries people of my 
unarithmetical tempei ament are never able to solve 
They do very well, the dears, anyhow, thank Heaven’ 
The bookshop of Kipps is on the left-hand side of 
the Hythe High Street coming from Folkestone, between 
the yard of the livery stable and the shop window 
full of old silver and such like things — it is quite 
easy to find — ^and there you may see him for yourself 
and speak to him and buy this book of him if you like 
He has it in stock, I know Very delicately I’ve seen 
to that His name is not Kipps, of course, you must 
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understand that, but everything else is exactly as I have 
told you You can talk to him about books, about 
politics, about going to Boulogne, about life, and the 
ups and downs of life Perhaps he will quote you 
Buggins — from whom, by the by, one can no\/ buy 
everything a gentleman’s wardrobe should contain at 
the little shop m Rendezvous Street, Folkestone If 
you aie fortunate to find Kipps in a good mood he may 
even let you know how he inherited a fortune “ once ” 
** Run froo it,” he’ll say with a not unhappy smile 
'‘Got another afterwards — speckvlating m plays 
Needn’t keep this shop if I didn’t like But it’s some 
thing to do ” 

Or he may be even more intimate " I seen some 
things,” he said to me once '‘Ra\er’ Life’ Wh'^ ’ 
once I — I Hofedf I did — reely’” 

(Of course you will not tell Kipps that he ts "Kipps,” 
or that I have put him in this book He hasn’t the 
remotest suspicion of that And }ou know, 'vou never 
can tell how people are going to take that sort of thing 
I am an old and trusted customer now, and for many 
amiable reasons I should prefer that things rema ned 
exactl)' on their present footing ) 

§8 

One early-closing evening in July they left the baby 
to the servant cousin, and Kipps took Ann for a row 
on the Hythe canal The sun set in a mighty blaze and 
left a world warm, and very still The twilight came 
And there was the water, shining bright, and the sky 
a deepening blue, and the great tiees that dipped their 
boughs towards the water, exactly as it had been when 
he paddled home with Helen, when her eyes had seemed 
to him like dusky stars He had ceased from rowing 
and rested on his oars, and suddenly he was touched 
by the wonder of life, the strangeness that is a presence 
stood again by his side 
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Out of the darknesses beneath the shallow, weedy 

stream of his being rose a question, a question that 

looked up dimly and never reached the surface It 

was the quest on of the wonder of the beauty, the 

purposeless, inconsecutive beauty, that falls so strangely 
among the happenings and memories of life It never 
reached the surface of his mind, it never took to itself 
substance or form, it looked up merely as the phantom 
of a face might look, out of deep waters, and sank again 
to nothingness 

“Artie,” said Ann 

He woke up and pulled a stroke “ What ?” he said 
“ Penny for your thoughts, Artie ” 

He considered 

“ I reely don’t think I was thinking of anything,” he 
said at last with a smile “ No ” 

He still rested on his oars 

‘I expect,’ he said, “I was thinking jest what a 
Rum Go everything is I expect it was something like 
that ” 

“Queer old Artie 

“ Ain’t I ? I don’t suppose there ever was a chap 
quite like me before ” 

He reflected for just another minute 
“ Oo ’ — I dunno,” he said, and roused himself to pull 
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Ji2oLE’” said Mr Polly, and then for a change, 
and •with greatly increased emphasis He 

paused, and then broke out with one of his private and 
peculiar idioms ‘‘Oh’ Beastly Silly Wheeze of a 
hole’” 

He was sitting on a stile between two threadbare- 
looking fields, and suffering acutely from indigestion 
He suffered from indigestion now nearly every after- 
noon in his life, but as he laded introspection he pro- 
jected the associated discomfort upon the world Every 
afternoon he disco\ered afresh that life as a whole, and 
every aspect of life that presented itself, was “beastly” 
And this afternoon, lured by the delusive blueness of a 
sky that was blue because the March wind was in the 
east, he had come out in the hope of snatching some- 
thing of the joyousness of soring The mysterious 
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alchem> of mind and body lefused, howevei, to permit 
any jovousness m the spring 

He had had a little difficulty in finding his cip before 
he came out He wanted his cap — the new golf cap — 
and Mis Polly must needs fish out his old soft blown 
felt hat Ere*s vour ’at,” she said, in a tone of in- 
sincere encouragement 

He had been routing ^mong the piled newspapers 
iindei the 1 itchen dresser, ind hid turned quite hope 
hillv and taken the thing He put it on But it didn’t 
feel right Nothing felt light He put a trembling 
hand upon the ci own and pressed it on his head, and 
tried it askew to the right, and then askew to the left 

Then the full sense of the offered indignity came 
home to him The hit misl ed the upper sinister 
quarter of his face, and he spol e with a wrathful e^e 
reg rdmg his wife from under the brim In a voice 
thiclc with fury he said, “ I s’pose you d like me to wear 
that silly Mud Pie for ever, eh? I tell you I won’t 
I’m sick of It I’m pretty near sicl of everything, comes 
to that Hat^” 

He clutched it with quivering fingeis ^^Hat’” he 
repeated Then he flung it to the ground, and kicl ed it 
with extraordinary fur; across the kitchen It flew up 
against the door and dropped to the ground with its 
ribbon band half off 

‘‘Shan’t go out'” he said, and sticl mg his hands 
into his jacl et pockets, discovered the missing cap in 
the right one 

There was nothing for it but to go straight up-staiis 
without a word, and out, slamming the shop door hard 

“Beauty'” said Mrs Polly at last to a tiemendous 
silence, picking up and dusting the rejected head- 
dress “ Tantiums,” she added “ I ’iven’t patience ” 
And moving with the slow reluctance of a deeply 
offended woman, she began to pile together the simple 
apparatus of their recent meal, for transportation to the 
scullery sink 
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The repast she had prepared for him did not seem to 
her to justify his ingratitude There had been the cold 
pork from Sunday, and some nice cold potatoes, and 
Rashdall’s Mixed Pickles, of which he was inordinately 
fond He had eaten three gherkins, two oniors, a small 
cauliflower head, and several capers, with everj appear- 
ance of appetite, and indeed with avidity and then 
there had been cold suet pudding to follow, with 
treacle, and then a nice bit of cheese It was the pale, 
hard sort of cheese he liled, red checoe he declared was 
indigestible He had also had three big slices of gre} ish 
baker’s bread, and had drunk the best part of the jugful 
of beer But there seems to be no pleasing some 

people 

“Tantrums’” said Mrs Polly at the sink, struggling 
with the mustaid on his plate, and expressing the only 
solution of the problem that occurred to her 

And Mr Polly sat on the stile and hated the whole 
scheme of life — which was at once excessive and in- 
adequate of him He hated Fishbourne, he hated 
Fishbourne High Stieet, he hated his shop and his 
wife and his neighbours — every blessed neighbour — 
and with indescribable bitterness he hated himself 

“Why did I ever get in this ‘iilly Hole?” he said 
“ Why did I ever?” 

He sat on the stile, and looked with eyes that seemed 
blurred with impalpable flaws at a world in which 
even the spring budb #ere \/ilted, the sunlight metallic, 
aijd the shadows mixed witn blue-black ink 
"To the moralist I know he might ha\ e served as a 
figure of sinful discontent, but that is because it is the 
habit of moralists to ignore material circumstances — 
if, indeed, one may speak of a recent meal as a circum- 
stance — seeing that Mr Polly was circum Drink, 
indeed, our teachers will criticise nowadajs both as 
regards quantity and quality, but neither church nor 
state nor school will raise a warning finger between a 
man and his hunger and his wife’s catering So on 
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nearly eveiy day in his life Mr Polly fell into a violent 
rage and hatred against the oiitei world in the afternoon, 
and never suspected that it was this inner world to 
which I am with such masterly delicacy alluding, that 
was thus reflecting its sinister disorder upon the things 
without It IS a pity that some human beings aie not 
more transparent If Mr Polly, for example, had been 
transparent, or even passably translucent, then perhaps 
he might have realised, fiom the I aocoon striggle he 
would have glimpsed, that indeed he was not so much a 
human being as a civil war 

Wonderful things must have been going on inside 
Mr Polly Oh^ v/onderful things It must ha\e been 
like a badly managed industrial city during a period 
of depression, agitators, acts of violence, strikes, the 
forces of law and order doing their best, rushings to 
and fro, upheavals, the Marseillmst, tumbnls, the rumble 
and the thunder of the tumbrils 

I do not know why the east wind aggiavates life to 
unhealthy people It made Mr Polh’s teeth stem 
loose in his head, and his skm feel hi e a misfit, and 
his hair a dry stringy exasperation 

Why cannot doctors give us an antidote to the east 
wind ? 

‘‘Never have the sense to get your hair cut till ids 
too long,” said Mr Polly, catching sight of his shadow, 
“you blighted, desgenerated Paintbrush’ Ugh’ ’ and 
he flattened down the projectin tails with an urgent 
hand 

§ 2 

Mr Polly’s age was exactly thirty seven years and 
a half He was a short, compact figure, and a little 
inclined to a localised embonpoint His face was not 
unpleasing, the features fine, but a trifle too large 
about the lower half of his face, and a trifle too pointed 
about the nose to be classically perfect The corners 
of his sensitive mouth were depressed His eyes were 
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ruddy brown and troubled, and the left one was round 
with more of wonder in it than its felloiv His com- 
plexion was dull and yellowish That, as I have ex- 
plained, on account of those civil disturbances He 
was, m the technical sense of the word, clean-shaved, 
with a small fallow patch under the right ear and a 
cut on the chin His brow had the little puckerings 
of a thoroughly discontented man, little wrinklings and 
lumps, particulaily over his right eye, and he sat with 
his hands in his pockets, a little askew on the stile, and 
swung one leg 

^^Hole*” he repeated presently 

He broke into a quavering song “ Roootten Befedastly 
Sillv Hole ' ’ 

His voice thickened with rage, and the rest of his 
discooise was marred by an unfortunate choice of 
epithets 

He was dressed in a shabby black morning coat and 
vest, the braid that bound these garments was a little 
loose in places His collar was chosen from stock and 
with projecting corners, what was called in those days 
a “ wi ig-poke ” , that and his tie, which was new and 
loose and rich in colouring, had been selected to en- 
courage and stim date customers — for he dealt in gentle- 
man’s outfitting His golf cap, which was also from stock 
and aslant over his eye, gave his misery a desperate touch 
He woie brown 
smell of blacking 

Perhaps after all it was not simply indigestion that 
troubled him 

Behind the superficialities of Mr Polly’s being moved 
a larger and vaguer distress The elementary education 
he had acquired had left him with the impression that 
an hmetic was a fluky science and best avoided m 
practical affairs, but even the absence of bookkeeping 
and a total inability to distinguish between capital and 
interest, could not blind him for ever to the fact that 
the little shop in the High Street was not paying An 
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absence of returns, a constncu on of credit, a depleted 
till — the most valiant resolves to keep smiling could not 
pievail for ever against these insistent phenomena One 
might bubtle about in tne morning before dinner «rd 
in the afternoon <^fter tea and foiget that huge dark 
cloud of insolvency that gathered and spread in the 
backgiound, but it was pait of the desolation of these 
afternoon periods, those grey spacts of time aftei meals 
when all one’s couiage had descended to the unseen 
battles of the pit, that life seemed stiipped to the bone 
and one saw with a hopeless clearness 

Let me tell the history of Mr Polly from the cradle 
to these present difficulties 

Fust the tnfa7ii, mewling and fihng in its nmse^s 
a) ms ” 

There had been a time when two people had thought 
Mr Polly the most wonderful and adorable thing in the 
world, and kissed his toe-nails, saying “myum, m^um’” 
and marvelled at the exquisite softness and delicacy 
of his hair, had called to one anothe** to remarl the 
peculm distinction with which he bubbled, hid disputed 
whether the sound he had made was just da, da, or truly 
and intentionally dadda, had washed him in the utmost 
detail, and wiapped him up in soft \/aim blankets, and 
smothered him with kisses A regal time that was, and 
four and-thiity years ago, and a^perciful foigctfuincss 
barred Mr Poll) from ever bii iging its careless luxury, 
Its autocratic demands and instant obedience, into con- 
trast with his present condition of life The e two 
people had worshipped him from the crown of his head 
to the soles of his exquisite feet And also they had fed 
him rather unwisely, for no one had ever troubled to 
teach his mother anything about the mysteries of a 
child s upbringing — though, of coarse, the monthly 
nurse and the charwoman gave some aal liable hint — and 
by his fifth birthday the perfect rhythms of his nice new 
interior were already darkened with perplexit} 
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His mother died when he was seven He began 
only to have distinctive memories of himse^ f m the time 
when his education had already begun 

I remember seeing a picture of Education — m some 
place I think it was Education, but quite conce vably 
It represented the Empire teaching her Sons, and I have 
a strong impression that it was a wall painting upon 
some public bi ilding in Manchestei or Birmingham or 
Glasgow, but very possibly I am mistaken about that 
It represented a glorious woman, with a wise and fearless 
face, stooping over her children, and pointing them to 
far horizons The skv displa}ed a peaily warmth of a 
summer dawn, and all the pair ting was marvellously 
bright as if with the youth and hope of the delicately 
beautiful children in the foreground She was telling 
them, one felt, of the great prospect of life that opened 
before them, of the splendouis of sea and mountain they 
might travel and see, the joys of skill they might acquire, 
of effort and pride of effoit, and the devotion and 
nobilities it was theirs to achieve Perhaps even she 
whispered of the warm triumphant mysterv of love that 
comes at last to those who have patience and un- 
blemished hearts She was reminding them of 

their great heritage as English children, rulers of more 
than one-fifth of mankind, of the obligation to do and 
be the best that such a pride of empire entails, of their 
essential nobility and knighthood, and of the restraints 
and chanties and disciplined strength that is becoming 
in knights and rulers 

The education of Mr Polly did not follow this 
picture very closelv He went for some time to a 
National School, which was run on severely economical 
lines to keep down the rates, bv a largely untrained 
staff, he was set sums to do that he did not understand, 
and that no one made him unders and, he was made 
to read the Catechism and the Bible with the utmost 
industry and an entire disregard of punctuation or 
significance, caused to imitate writing copies and di awing 
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copies, given object-lessons upon sealmg-wax and silk 
worms and potato-bugs and ginger and non and such 
like things, taught various other subjects his mird refused 
to enteitam, and afterwards when he was about U’velve, 
he was jerked by his parents to finish off in a private 
school of dingy aspect and still dingier pretensions, 
where there were no object-lessons, and tl e studies of 
bookl eeping and French were puisiied (but never effectu- 
ally overtaken) under the guidance of an elderly gentle 
man, who wore a nondescript gown and took snuff, 
wrote copperplate, explained nothing, and used a cane 
with remarkable dexterity and gusto 

Mr Polly went into the National School at six, 
and he left the private school at fourteen, and by 
that time his mind was in much the same state that 
you would be in, dear reader, if j-ou were opeiated 
upon for appendicitis by a well-meaning, boldly enter 
prising but rather overworked and underpaid butcher 
boy, who was superseded towards the climax of the 
operation by a left-handed cleik of high principles but 
intemperate habits — that is to say it was in a thorough 
mess The nice little curiosities and willingness of a 
child were in a jumbled and thwarted condition, hacked 
and cut about — the operators had left, so to speak, all 
their sponges and ligatures in a mangled confusion — 
and Mr Polly had lost much of his natnial confidence, 
so far as figures and sciences and languages and the 
possibilities of learning things were concerned He 
thought of the present world no longer as a wonder- 
land of experiences, but as geography and history, as 
the repeating of names that were hard to pronounce, and 
lists of products and populations and heights and lengths, 
and as lists and dates — oh’ and Boiedom indescribable 
He thought of religion as the recital of more or less 
incomprehensible words that were hard to remember, 
and of the Divinity as of a limitless Being having the 
nature of a schoolmaster and making infinite rules, 
known and unknown, rules that were always ruthlessly 
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enforced, and with an infinite capacity for punishment 
and — most horrible of all to thinl of — limitless powers 
of espial (So to the best of his ability he did not 
think of that unrelenting eye ) He was uncertain about 
the spelling and pronunciation of most of the woids m 
our beautiful but abundant and perplexing tongue — 
that especially was a pity, because words attracted him, 
and under happier conditions he might have used them 
well — he was always doubtful whether it was eight 
sevens or nine eights that was sixty three (he knew no 
method for settling the difficulty), and he thought the 
merit of a drawing consisted in the care with which it 
was “ lined in ” “ Lining in bored him beyond 

measure 

But the indigestions of mind and body that were 
to play so large a part in his subsequent career were 
still only beginning His liver and his gastiic juice, 
his wonder and imagination kept up a fight against 
the thin«>s that threatened to ovei whelm soul and body 
together Outside the regions devastated by the school 
curriculum he was still intensely curious He had 
cheerful phases of enterprise, and, about thirteen, he 
suddenly discovered reading and its joys He began 
to read stories voraciously, and books of travel, provided 
they were also adventurous He got these chiefly from 
the local institute, and he also took m ” irregularly, 
but thoroughly, one of those inspiring weeklies that dull 
people used to call “ penny dreadfuls,” admirable 
weeklies crammed with imagination ihat the cheap 
bo\s’ ‘^comics” of to-day have replaced At fourteen, 
when he emerged from the valley of the shadow of 
education, there survived something — indeed it survived 
still, obscured and thwarted at five-and thirty — that 
pointed not with a visible and prevailing finger like the 
finger of that beautiful woman in the picture, but pointed 
nevertheless to the idea that there was interest and 
happiness in the world Deep m the being of Mr 
Polly, deep in that darkness, like a creature which has 
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been beaten about the head and left for d^ad but btill 
lives, crawled a peisuasion that ovei and above the 
things that are jolly and bits of all right,” there WaS 
beauty, there was delight, that somewhere — magically 
inaccessible, perhaps, but still somewhere — ^were pure 
and easy and joyous states of body and mind 

He would sneak out on moonless winter nights and 
stare up at the stars, and afterwards find it difficult to 
tell his father where he had been 

He would read tales about hunters and explorers 
and imagine himself riding mustangs as fleet as the 
wind across the prairies of Western America, oi coming 
as a conquering and adored white man into the swarm- 
ing villages of Central Africa He shot bea-s with a 
levolver — a cigarette in the other hand — and made a 
necklace of their teeth and claws for the chief’s beauti- 
ful young daughter Also he hlled a Lon with a 
pointed stake, stabbing through the beast’s heart as it 
stood over him 

He thought it would be splendid to be a diver and 
go down into the dark-green mysteries of the sea 

He led stormers against well-nrgh impregnable forts, 
and died on the ramparts at the moment of victoiy 
(His grave was watered by a nation’s tears ) 

He rammed and torpedoed ships, one again t ten 
He was beloved by queens in barbaric lands, and 
reconciled whole nations to the Christian faith 

He was martyied, and took it yeiy calmly and beauti- 
fully — but only once or twice after the Revivalist week 
It did not become a habit with him 

He explored the Amazon, and found, newly exposed 
by the fall of a great tree, a rock of gold 

Engaged in these pm suits, he would neglect the work 
immediately in hand, sitting somewhat slackly on the 
form and projecting himself in a manner tempting to a 
schoolmaster with a cane And twice he had 

books confiscated 

Recalled to the realities of life, he would rub him- 
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self or sigh as the occasion required, and resume his 
attempts to wiite as good as copperplate He hated 
writing, the ink always crept up his fingers, and the 
smell of ink offended him And he was filled with 
unexpiessed doubts Why should writing slope down 
from right to left ? Why should down-strokes be thick 
and up-strokes thin? Why should the handle of one’s 
pen point over one’s light shoulder? 

His copy-books towards the end foreshadowed his 
destiny and took the form of commercial documents 
Dear they ran, Referring to yotir esteemed 

order of the z6th ult 7ve heg to tnfoim youf^ and so on 

The compression of Mr Poll}’s mind and soul m 
the educational institutions of his time was terminated 
abinptly by his father between his fourteenth and 
fifteenth birthday His father — ^who had long since 
forgotten the tire when his son’s little limbs seemed 
to have come straight from God’s hand, and when he 
had kissed five minute toe nails in a rapture of loving 

tenderness — remarked 

It’s time that dratted boy did something for a 
living ” 

And a month or so later Mr Polly began that career 
in business that led him at last to the sole proprietorship 
of a bankmpt outfitter’s shop — and to tl e stile on which 
he was sitting 

§ 3 

Mr Polly was not naturally interested in hosiery and 
gentlemen’s outfitting At times, indeed, he urged him- 
self to 1 spurious curiosity about that trade, but presently 
something more congenial came along and checked the 
effort He was apprenticed in one of those large, rather 
low class establishments which sell everything from 
pianoa and furniture to books and millinery, a depart- 
ment stole, m fact the Port Burdock Drapery Bazaar 
at Port Burdock, one of the three townships that are 
grouped round the Port Burdock na\al dockyards 
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There he remained six years He spent most of the 
time inattentive to business, in a sort of uncomfor able 
happiness, increasing his indigestion 

On the whole he preferied business to school, the 
hours were longer, but the tension was not nearly so 
great The place wi better aired, you were not kept 
in for no reason at all, and the cane was not cmploj^ed 
You watched tl e growth of your moustache with interest 
and impatience, and mastered the beginnings of social 
intercouisc You talked and found theie \ eie things 
amusing to say Also you had icgular poclet money, 
and a voice in the purchase of }our clothes, and piesently 
a small salary And there uere girl ’ And friendship’ 
In the retrospect Port Burdock sparkled with the facets 
of quite a cluster of remembered jolly times 

(“ Didnh save much money, though,^’ said Mr Pollv ) 
The firot apprentices’ dormitory was a long, bleak 
room with six beds, six chests of dra/vers and looking- 
glasses, and a number of boxes of wood or tin, it opened 
into a still longer and bleakei room of eight beds, and 
this into a third apartment with } el low-grained paper 
and American cloth tables, which was the dining room 
by day and the men’s sitting and smoking room after 
nine Here Mr Polly, who had been an only child, 
first tasted the joys of social intercourse To begin with, 
there were attempts to bully him on account of his 
refusal to consider face-washing a di irnal duty, but two 
fights with the apprentices next above him established a 
useful reputation for choler, and the presence of girl 
apprentices in the shop somehow raised his standard of 
cleanliness to a more acceptable level He didn’t, of 
course, have very much to do with the feminine staff in 
hib department, but he spoke to them casually as he 
traversed foreign parts of the Bazaar, or got out of their 
way politely, or helped them to lift down heavy boxes, 
and on such occasions he felt their scrutiny Except 
in the course of business or at meal-times the men and 
women of the establishment had very little opportunity 
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of meeting, the men were in their rooms and the girls 
in theirs Yet these feminine creatures, at once so near 
and so remote, affected him profoundly He would 
watch them going to and fro, and marvel secretly at the 
beauty of their hair, or the ronndness of their necks, or 
the warm softness of their cheeks, or the delicacy of their 
hands He would fall into passions for them at dinner 
time, and try to show devotions by his manner of 
passing the bread and margarine at tea There was a 
very fair-haired, fair-skinned apprentice in the adjacent 
haberdashery to whom he said ‘‘good morning” every 
morning, and for a period it seemed to him the most 
significant event in his day When she said, “ I do hope 
It will be fine to-morrow,” he felt it marked an epoch 
He had had no sisters, and was innately aisposed to 
worship womankind But he did not betray as much to 
Platt and Parsons 

To Platt and Parsons he affected an attitude of 
seasoned depravity towards the creatures Platt and 
Parsons were his contemporary apprentices in depart 
ments of the drapery shop, and the three were drawn 
together into a close friendship by the fact that all 
their names began with P They decided they were 
the three P’s, and went about together of an evening 
with the bearing of desperate dogs Sometimes when 
they had money they went into public houses and had 
drinks Then they would become more desperate than 
ever, and walk along the pavement under the gas-lamps 
arm in arm singing Platt had a good tenor voice and 
had been in a church choir, and so he led the singing 
Parsons had a seniceable bellow, which roared and faded 
and roared again very wonderfully Mr Polly’s share 
was an extraordinary lowing noise, a soit o^ flat recitame 
which he called “ singing seconds ” They would have 
sung catches if they had known how to do it, but as it 
was they sang melancholy mnsic-h^ill songs about dying 
soldiers and the old folks far away 

They would sometimes go into the quieter residential 
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quarters of Port Burdock, where policemen and other 
obstacles were infrequent, and reall} let then voices 
soar like hawks, and feel very happy The do^^ of the 
distiict would be stirred to hooeless emulation, and 
v/onld keep it up for long after the three P^ had been 
s\Mllowed up by the night One jealous biute of an 
Irish terrier made a gallant attempt to bite Parsons, 
but was beaten by numbers and solidiriu 

The three P’s took the utmost interest m each other, 
and found no other company so good They talked 
about everything in the woild, and would go on talk- 
ing in their dormitory after the gas wa out, until the 
other men were reduced to throvving boots They 
si ulkcd from their depaitments in the slack hou s of 
the afternoon to gossip in the packing room of the 
warehouse On Sunda’^s and Banl Holidays they went 
for long walks together, talking 
Platt was white faced and dark, and disposed to u ider- 
tones and mystery, and a cuiiosity about society and the 
demi’-monde He kept himself au courani by reading a 
penny paper of infinite suggestion called Modern 
Society Parsons was an ampler build, already piomis 
mg fatness, with curly hair and a lot of rolling, rollick 
mg, curly features, and a hige, blob-shaped nose He 
had a great memory, and i real mtercct in litciature He 
knew great portions of Sha^ c pear and Milton by heart, 
and would recite them at the slightest provocation Fie 
read eveiythmg he could get hold of, and if he liked it 
he lead it aloud, it did not matter who else liked it 
At first Mr Polly was disposed to be suspicious of 
this literature, but he was carried away by Parsons’ 
enthusiasm The three P’s went to a performance of 
Romeo and Juliet ” at the Port Burdock Theatre 
Royal, and hung o\ er the gallery fascinated Aftci that 
they made a sort of password of, Do you bite your 
thumbs at Us, Sir?” To which the countersign was, 
“We bite our Thumbs ” 

For weeks the glory of Shakespear’s Verona lit Mr 
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Polly s life He waRed as though he earned a sword 
at his side and swung a mantle from his shoulders 
He went through the grimy streets of Port Burdock 
with his eye on the first-floor windows — looking for 
balconies A ladder in the yard flooded his mind with 
lomantic ideas Then Parsons di coveied an Italian 
writer, whose name Mr Polly rendered as Bocashieu ”, 
and after some excursions into that author’s remains, 
the talk of Parsons became infested with the word 
amours,” and Mr Polly would stand in fiont of his 
hosiery fixtures trifling with paper and string, and think- 
ing of perennial picnics under dark olive-trees in the 
evei lasting sun hine of Italy 

And about that time it was that all three P’s adopted 
tuin-down collars and large, loose, artistic silk ties, 
which they tied very much on one side, and wore with 
an air of defiance, and a certain swashbuckling carriage 
And then came the glorious levelation of that great 
Frenchman whom Mr Polly called Rabooloo e ” The 
three P’s thought the biith- feast of Gargantua the most 
glorious piece of writing in the woild — and I am not 
certain they were wrong, and on wet Sunday e\enings, 
when there was danger of hymn-singing, they would get 
Parsons to lead it aloud 

Towards the several members of the Y M C A who 
shared the dormitory, the three P’s always maintained 
a sarcastic and defiant attitude 

“We have got a peifect right to do what we like m 
our corner,” Platt maintained “ You do what you like 
in yours ” 

“ But the language,” objected Morrison, the white- 
faced, earnest-ejed improver, who was leading a pro- 
foundly religious life under great difRculties 

“Language man*” 1 oared Parsons, “why, it’s 
LITERATURE r* 

“ Sunday isn’t the time for Literature ” 

“ It’s the only time we’ve got And besides ” 

The horrors of religious contioversy would begin 
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Mr Polly stuck loyally by the three P s, but in the 
secret places of his heart he was torn A fire of con- 
viction burned in Morrison’s e}es and spoke in his 
urgent, persuasive voice He lived the better life mani- 
ft tly chaste m word and deed, industrious, studiously 
kindly When the junior apprentice had sore feet and 
homesickness, Morrison washed the feet and comforted 
the heart, and he helped other men to get through with 
their work when he might have gone early — a super 
huiian thing to do No one who has not worl ed for 
endless days of interminable hours, wi^-h scarce a gleam 
of rest or liberty between the toil and the sleep, can 
understand how superhuman Polly w as secretly a little 
afraid to be left alone with this man and the power of 
the spirit that was in him He felt watched 

Platt, also struggling with things his mind could not 
contrive to reconcile, said, “That confounded hjpo- 
crite ’ 

“ He s no hypocrite,” said Parsons, “he’s no hypo 
crite, O’ Man But he’s got no blessed /oy de Vtve — 
that s what’s wrong with him Let’s go down to the 
Harbour Arms and see some of those blessed old cap 
tains getting drunk ” 

“ Short of sugar. O’ Man,” said Mr Polly, slapping 
his trouser pocket 

“Oh carm on,” said Parsons, “always do it on tup 
pence for a bitte^ ” 

“Lemme get mv Pipe on,” said Platt who had 
recently taken to smoking with great ferocity “ Then 
I’m with you ” 

(Pause and struggle ) 

“ Don’t ram it down, O’ Man,” said Parsons, watch 
mg with knitted brows, “don’t ram it down Give it 
Air Seen my stick. O’ Man ? Right-o ” 

And, leaning on his cane, he composed himself in 
an attitude of sympathetic patience towards Platt’s 
incendiary efforts 
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§4 

Jolly days of companionship they were for the incipi 
ent bankrupt on the stile to look back upon 

The interminable working hours of the Bazaar had 
long since faded from his memory — except for one or 
two conspicuous lows and one or two larks — but the 
rare Sundays and holidays shone out hi e diamonds 
among pebbles They shone with the mellow splendour 
of evening si les reflected in calm water, and athwart 
them all went old Parsons bellowing an interpretation 
of life, gesticulating, appreciating, and making appre 
ciate, expounding books, talking of that mystery of his, 
the Joy de Vive ” 

There were 501110 particularly splendid walks on Bank 
Holidays The three P*s would stait on Sunday morn- 
ing early, and find a room in some modest inn and talk 
themselves sleep, and return singing through the night, 
or having an argy bargy ” about the stars, on Monday 
evening They would come over the hill out of the 
pleasant English countryside m which they had wan- 
deied and see Port Burdock spread out below, a network 
of interlacing stieet lamps and shifting tram-lights 
against the black, beacon gemmed immensity of the 
harbour waters 

Back to the collar. O’ Man,’’ Parsons would say 
There is no satisfactory plural to “ O’ Man,” so he 
alwa}s used it in the singular 

“ Don’t mention it,” said Platt 

And once they got a boat for the whole summer day, 
and rowed up past the moored ironclads and the black 
old hulks and the various shipping of the harbour, past 
a white troop ship, and past the trim front and the 
slips and interesting vistas of the dock}'ard to the shallow 
channels and rocky, weedy wildernesses of the upper 
harbour And Parsons and Mr Polly had a great dis- 
pute and quarrel that day as to how far a big gun could 
shoot 
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The country over the hills behind Port Bui dock is 
all that an old fashioned, scarcely distuibed English 
countryside should be In those days the bicycle was 
still rare and costl} , and the motor car had yet to come 
and stir up rural serenities The three P’s would take 
footpaths haphazard across fields, and plunge into un- 
known winding lanes between high hedges of honey- 
suckle and dogrose Gieatly daring, they would follow 
green bridle-paths through piimrose-studded under 
growths, or wander waist-deep in the bracken of beech 
woods About twenty miles from Poit Burdock there 
came a region of hop-gardens and hoast crowned farms, 
and faither on, to be reached only by cheap tickets on 
Bank Holiday times, was a sterile ridge of very clean 
roads and red sandpits and pines, and gorse and heather 
The three P’s could not affoid to buy bicycles, and they 
found boots the greatest item of their skimpy expendi- 
ture They threw appearances to the winds at last, and 
got ready made woiking-men’s hobnails There was 
much discussion and strong feeling ovei this step in the 
dormitor;^ , and the three P’s were held to have derogated 
from the dignity of the emporium 

There is no countryside like the English countr}side 
for those who have learned to love it, its firm yet gentle 
lines of hill and dale, its ordered confusion of features, 
Its deer parks and downland, its castles and stately 
houses, Its hamlets and old churches, its farms and 
neks and great barns and ancient trees, its pools and 
ponds and shining threads of rivers, its flower-starred 
hedgerows, its orchards and woodland patches, its village 
greens and kindly inns Other countiysides have their 
pleasant aspects, but none such variety, none that shine 
so steadfastly throughout the year Picardy is pink and- 
white and pleasant in the blossom time, Burgundy goes 
on with Its sunshine and wide hillsides and cramped 
vineyards, a beautiful tune repeated and repeated, Italy 
gives salitas and wayside chapels, and chestnuts and 
olive-orchards, the Ardennes has its woods and gorges — 
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Tourame and the Rhineland, the wide Campagna with 
Its distant Apennines, and the neat prosperity and 
mountain backgrounds of South Germany all clamour 
their e pecial merits at one’s memory And there are the 
hills and fields of Virginia, like an England grown very 
big and slovenly, the woods and big river sweeps of 
Pennsylvania, the trim New England landscape, a little 
bleak and rather fine, like the New England mind, and 
the wide, rough country roads «tnd hills and woodland 
of New York State But none of these change scene and 
character in thiee miles of walking, nor have so mellow 
a sunlight nor so diversified a cloudland nor confess the 
perpetual refreshment of the strong soft winds that blow 
from off the sea, as our mother England docs 

It was good for the three P’s to walk through such 
a land and forget for a time that indeed they had no 
footing in It all, that they were doomed to toil behind 
counters in such places as Port Burdock for the better 
part of their lives They would forget the customers 
and shop walkers and department buyers and everything, 
and become just happy wanderers in a world of pleasant 
breezes and song birds ard shady trees 

The arrival at the inn was a great affair No one, 
they were convinced, would take them for drapers, and 
there might be a pretty servmg-girl or a jolly old land- 
lady, or what Parsons called a ‘‘ bit of character ” drink- 
ing in the bar 

There would always be weighty inquiries as to what 
they could ha\e, and it would work out always at 
cold beef and pickles, or fried ham and eggs and shandy- 
gaff, tuo pints of beer and two bottles of ginger-beer 
foaming in a huge round-bellied jug 

The glorious moment of standing lordly in the inn 
doorway and staring out at the world, the swinging 
sign, the geese upon the green, the duck pond, a waiting 
wagon, the church-tower, a sleepy cat, the blue heavens, 
with the sizzle of the frying audible behind one ^ The 
keen smell of the bacon ^ The trotting of feet bearing 
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the repast, the click and clatter as the tableware is 
finally arranged ’ A clean white cloth ’ “ Read} , Sir 

or “Ready, Gentlemen Better hearing that than 
“Forward, Polly’ Look sharp’” 

The going in ’ The Sitting down ’ The falling to ’ 
“Bread, O’ Man?” 

“ Right o ’ Don’t bag all the crnst, O’ Man ” 

Once a simple mannered girl in a pink print dress 
stayed and talked with them as they ate, led by the 
gallant Parsons they professed to be all desperately m 
love with her, and courted her to say which she preferred 
of them. It was so manifest she did prefer one and so 
impossible to say which it was held her there, until a 
distant maternal voice called her away Afterwards, as 
they left the inn, she waylaid them at the orchard 
corner and gave them, a little shyly, three yellow green 
apples — and wished them to come again some day, and 
vanished, and reappeared looking after them as they 
turned the corner, waving a white handkerchief All 
the rest of that day they disputed over the signs of her 
favour, and the next Sunday they went there again 
But she had vanished, and a mother of forbidding 
aspect afforded no explanations 

If Phtt and Parsons and Mi Polly live to be a 
hundred, they will none of them forget that girl as 
she stood with a pink flush upon her, faintly smiling 
and yet earnest, parting the branches of the hedgerows 
and reaching down, apple in hand 

And once they went along the coast, following it 
as closely as pos ible, and so came at last to Fishbourne, 
that easternmost suburb of Braylmg and Hampstead-on 
the Sea 

Fishbourne seemed a very jolly little place to Mr 
Polly that afternoon It has a clean sandy beach, instead 
of the mud and pebbles and coaly defilements of Port 
Burdock, a row of six bathing-machines, and a shelter 
on the Parade in which the three P’s sat after a satisfying 
but rather expensive lunch that had included celery 
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Rows of veiandahed villas proffered apartments, they 
had feasted in a hotel with a porch painted white, and 
gay with geraniums above, and the High Street, with 
the old church at the head, had been full of an agreeable 
afternoon stillness 

“ Nice little place for business,” said Platt sagely from 
behind his big pipe 

It Stuck in Mr Polly s memory 

§5 

Mr Polly was not so picturesque a youth as Parsons 
He lad ed richness in his \oice, and went about in those 
days with his hands m his pockets looking quietly 
speculative 

He specialised in slang and the misuse of English, 
and he played the role of an appreciative stimulant to 
Parsons Words attracted him curiously, words rich m 
suggestion, and he loved a novel and striking phiase 
His school training had given him little or no m«sterv 
of the mysterious pronunciation of English, and no con- 
fidence in himself His schoolmaster indeed had been 
both unsound and variable New words had terror and 
fascination for him, he did not acquire them, he could 
not avoid them, and so he plunged into them His only 
rule was not to be misled by the spelling That was 
no guide anyhow He avoided every recognised phrase 
in the language, and mispronounced everything in order 
that he should be suspected of whim rather than of 
Ignorance 

“ Sesquippledan,” he would say “ Sesquippledan 
verboojuice ” 

^‘Ehr” said Platt 

“ Eloquent Rapsodooce ” 

‘‘Where?” asked Platt 

“ In the warehouse. O’ Man All among the table- 
cloths and blankets Carlyle He’s reading aloud 
Doing the High Froth Spuming ^ Wmdmilling ^ 
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Waw, waw’ It’s a sight woith seeing He’ll bark 
his blessed knuckles one of these days on the fixtures, 
O’ Man” 

He held an imaginary book in one hand and waved 
an eloquent gesture “ So too shall every Hero inasmuch 
as notwithstanding for evermore come back to Reality,” 
he parodied the enthusiastic Parsons, ‘‘so that in fishion 
and thereby, upon things and not u idtr thing aiticu 
lariously He stan Is ” 

“I should laugh if the Goveinor diopped on him,” 
said Platt “ He d never heai him coming ” 

“The O’ Man’s drunk with it — fair drunk,” said 
Polly “ / ne\ er did It’s worse than when he got on 
to Rabooloose ” 
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got nd of the onlv man in the place who could make 
a windowful of Manchester goods tell 

Then, like many a fellow artist, he fell a pre^ to 
theories 

“The art of window-dressing is in its infancy, O’ 
Man — in its blooming Infancy All balance and stiff 
ness like a blessed Egyptian picture No Joy in it, no 
blooming Joy* Conventional A shop-window ought 
to get hold of people, grip em as they go along It 
stands to reason Grip * ” 

His voice would sink to a kind of quiet bellow 
Bo they grip?” 

Then, after a pause, a savage roar “ Nado 
“ He’s got a Heavy on,” said Mr Polly “ Go it, 
O’ Man, let’s have some more of it ” 

“ Look at old Moriison’s dress stuff windows * Tidy, 
tasteful, correct, I grant you, but Bleak*” He let out 
the word reinforced to a shout “ Bleak *” 

“ Bleak * ’ echoed Mr Polly 

“ Just pieces of stuff in rows, rows of tidy little puffs, 
perhaps one bit just unrolled, quiet tickets ” 

“ Might as well be in church, O’ Man,” said Mr 
Polly 

“A window ought to be exciting,” said Parsons, “it 
ought to make ) ou sav, ‘ ’El lo when you see it ” 

He paused, and Platt watched him over a snorting pipe 
“ Rockcockyo,” said Mr Polly 

“We want a new school of window-dressing,” said 
Parsons, regardless of the comment “ A New School * 
The Port Burdock school Day after to-moirow I 
change the Fitzalhn Street stuff This time it’s going 
to be a change I mean to have a crowd or bust*” 
And as a matter of fact he did both 
His voice dropped to a note of self-reproach “ I’ve 
been timid. O’ Man I’ve been holding myself m 
I haven’t done myself Justice Fve kept down the 
simmering, seething, teeming ideas All that’s over 

now 
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‘‘Over,” gulped Polly 
‘ Ovei for good and all. O’ Man ” 

§ 2 

Platt came to Polly, who was sorting up collar-boxes 
“ O’ Man’s doing his Blooming Window ” 

“What window?” 

“ What he said ” 

Polly remembered 

He went on with his collar boxes with his eye on 
his senior, Mansfield Mansfield was presently called 
away to the counting house, and instantly Polly shot 
out by the street door, and made a rapid transit along 
the street front past the Manchester window, and so 
into the silk room door He could not linger long, but 
he gathered joy, a swift and fearful joy, from his brief 
inspection of Parsons’ unconscious back Parsons had his 
tail-coat off, and was working with vigour, his habit of 
pulling his waistcoat straps to their utmost brought out 
all the agreeable promise of corpulence in his youthful 
frame He was blowing excitedly and running his 
fingers through his hair, and then moving with all the 
swift eagerness of a man inspired All about his feet 
and knees were scarlet blankets, not folded, not formally 
unfolded, but — the only phrase is — shied about And a 
great bar sinister of roller towelling stretched across the 
front of the window on which was a ticket, and the 
ticket said in bold, black letters “ LOOK 

So soon as Mr Polly got into the silk department 
and met Platt he knew he had not lingered nearly 
long enough outside 

“ Did you see the boards at the back ?” said Platt 
Mr Polly hadn’t “The High Egrugious is fairly 
On,” he said, and dived down to return by devious 
subterranean routes to the outfitting department 

Presently the street door opened and Platt, with an 
air of intense devotion to business assumed to cover 

14 
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his adoption of that unusual route, came m and 
made for the staucase down to the warehouse He 
rolled up his eyes at Polly “ Oh, Lor f he said, 
and vanished 

Irresistible curiosity seized Polly Should he go 
through the shop to the Manchester department, or 
risk a second transit outside? 

He was impelled to make a dive at the street door 
^*Wheie are you going?” asked Mansfield 
“ Lill dog,” said Polly, with an air of lucid explana 
non, and left him to get any meaning he could from it 
Parsons was worth the subsequent trouble Parsons 
really was extremely rich This time Polly stopped to 
take it in 

Parsons had made a huge asymmetrical pile of thick 
white-and~red blankets twisted and rolled to accentuate 
their woolly softness heaped up in a warm disorder, 
with large window ticl ets inscribed in blazing red 
letters “ Cosy Comfort at Cut Prices,” and “ Curl up 
and Cuddle below Cost ” Regardless of the daylight 
he had turned up the electric light on that side of the 
window to reflect a warm glow upon the head, and 
behind, in pursuit of contrasted bleakness he was now 
hanging long strips of grey silesia and chilly-coloured 
linen dustenng 

It was wonderful, but 

Mr Polly decided that it was time he went in He 
found Platt in the silk department, apparently on the 
verge of another plunge into the exterior world ‘‘Cosv 
Comfort at Cut Prices,” said Polly Allittritions 
Artful Aid” 

He did not dare go into the street for the third 
time, and he was hovering feverishly near the window 
when he saw the governor, Mr Garvace — that is to 
say, the managing director of the Bazaar — ^walking along 
the pavement after his manner, to assure himself all was 
well with the establishment he guided 

Mr Garvace was a short, stout man, with that air 
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of modest pride that so often goes wuh corpulence, 
choleric and decisive in manner, and with hands that 
looked like bunches of fingers He was red-haixed and 
rudd}', and after the custom of such complexions, hairs 
sprang from the tip of his nose When he wished to 
bring the power of the human eye to bear upon an 
assistant, he projected his chest, knitted one brow, and 
partially closed the left eyelid 

An expression of speculative wonder overspread the 
countenance of Mr Polly He felt he must see Yes, 
whatever happened, he must see 

Wanttospeak to Parsons, Sir,” he said to Mr Mans- 
field, and deserted his post hastily, dashed through the 
intervening departments, and was in position behind a 
pile of Bolton sheeting as the governor came in out of 
the street 

“ What on earth do you think you are doing with 
that window, Parsons began Mr Garvace 

Only the legs of Parsons and the lower part of his 
waistcoat and an intervening inch of shirt were visible 
He was standing inside the window on the steps, hang- 
ing up the last strip of his background from the brass rail 
along the ceiling Within, the Manchester shop-window 
was cut off by a partition rather like the partition of an 
old-fashioned church pew from the general space of the 
shop There was a panelled barrier, that is to say, with 
a little door like a pew door in it Parsons* face 
appeared, staring with round eyes at his employer 
Mr Garvace had to repeat his question 
Dressing it. Sir — on new lines ” 

‘ Come out of it,** said Mr Garvace 
Parsons stared, and Mr Garvace had to repeat his 
command 

Parsons, with a dazed expression, began to descend 
the steps slowly 

Mr Garvace turned about Where’s Morrison ? 
Morrison ’ ** 

Morrison appeared 



4i8 the history OF MR POLLY 

“Take this window over/* said Mr Garvace, point 
mg his bunch of fingers at Parsons “Take all this 
muddle out and dress it properly ” 

Morrison advanced and hesitated 
“I beg your pardon, Sir,” said Parsons, with an 
immense politeness, “ but this is my window ” 

“Take it all out,” said Mr Garvace, turning away 
Moriison advanced Parsons shut the door with a 
click that arrested Mr Gar\ace 

“ Come out of that window,” he said “ \ ou can t 
dress it If you want to play the fool with a 
window 

“Thi^ window’s All Right,” said the genius in 
window dressing, and there was a little pause 

“Open the door and go right in,” said Mi Gaivace 
to Morrison 

“ You leave that door alone, Morrison,” said Parsons 
Polly was no longer even trying to hide behind the 
stack of Bolton sheetings He realised he was in the 
presence of forces too stupendous to heed him 
“ Get him out,” said Mr Garvace 
Morrison seemed to be thinking out the ethics of his 
position The idea of loyaltv to his employer prevailed 
with him He laid his hand on the door to open it, 
Parsons tried to disengage his hand Mr Garvace 

joined his effort to Moinson’s Then the heart of Polly 
leaped, and the world blazed up to wonder and 
splendour Parsons disappeared behind the partition 
for a moment, and reappeared instantly, giippmg a 
thin cylinder of roiled huckaback With this he smote 
at Morrison’s head Morrison’s head ducked under the 
resounding impact, but he clung on and so did Mr 
Garvace The door came open, and then Mr Garvace 
was staggering back, hand to head, his autocratic, his 
sacred baldness, smitten Parsons was beyond all control 
— ^a strangeness, a marvel Heaven knows how the 
artistic struggle had strained that richly endowed tern 
perament “ Say I can’t dress a window, you thundering 
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old Humbug/' he said, and hurled the huckaback at his 
master He followed this up by pitching first a blanket, 
then an armful of silesia, then a window support out of 
the window into the shop It leaped into Polly’s mind 
that Parsons hated his own effort and was glad to 
demolish it For a crowded second his attention was 
concentrated upon Parsons, infuriated, <»ctive, like a figure 
of earthquake with its coat off, shying things headlong 
Then he perceived the back of Mr Garvace and 
heard his gubernatorial voice crying to no one in 
particular and everybody in general, “ Get him out of 
the window He’s mad He’s dangerous Get him 
out of the window ” 

Then a crimson blanket was for a moment over the 
head of Mr Garvace, and his voice, muffled for an 
instant, broke out into unwonted expletive 

Then people had arrived fiom all parts of the Bazaar 
Luck, the ledger clerk, blundered against Polly and 
said, ‘‘Help him’” Somerville from the silks vaulted 
the counter, and seized a chair by the back Polly lost 
his head He clawed at the Bolton sheeting before 
him, and if he could have detached a piece he would 
certainly have hit somebody with it As it was he 
simplv upset the pile It fell away from Polly, and he 
had an impression of somebody squeaking as it went 
down It was the sort of impression one disregards 
The collapse of the pile of goods just sufficed to end 
his subconscious efforts to get something to hit some- 
body with, and his whole attention focussed itself upon 
the struggle in the window For a splendid instant 
Parsons towered up over the active backs that clustered 
about the shop window door, an active whirl of gesture, 
tearing things down and throwing them, and then he 
went under There was an instant’s furious struggle, a 
crash a second crash, and the crack of broken plate glass 
Then a stillness and heavy breathing 
Parsons was overpowered 

Polly, stepping over scattered pieces of Bolton sheet- 
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mg, saw his transfigured friend with a dark cut, that was 
not at present bleeding, on the forehead, one arm held 
by Somerville and the other by Morrison 

‘^You — you — you — ^you anno}^ed me,’’ Suid Parsons, 
sobbing for breath 


§ 3 

There are events that detach themselves from the 
general stream of occurrences and seem to partake of 
the nature of revelations Such was this Parsons affair 
It began by seeming grotesque, it ended disconcerangh 
The fabric of Mr Polly s daily life was torn, and 
beneath it he discovered depths and terrors 

I ife was not altogether a lark 

The calling in of a policeman seemed at the moment 
a pantomime touch But when it became manift^i that 
Mr Gar\ace was in a fury of vindictiveness, the affair 
took on a different complexion The way in which 
the policeman made a note of everything and aspirated 
nothing impressed the sensitive mind of Poll}- pro- 
foundly Polly pie ently found himself straightening 
up ties to the refrain of ’E then ’It you on the ’Ead — 
’Ard ” 

In the doimitory that night Parsons became heroic 
He sat on the edge of the bed with his head bandaged, 
packing very slowly and insisting over and over again, 
“ He ought to have left my window alone, O’ Man 
He didn’t ought to have touched my window ” 

Polly was to go to the police court m the morning 
as a witness The terror of that ordeal almost over 
shadowed the tragic fact that Parsons was not only 
summoned for assault, but swapped,” and pad mg his 
box Polly knew himself well enough to know he 
would make a bad witness He felt sure of one fact 
only — namely, that then ’It ’Im on the ’Ead — 
’Ard ” All the rest danced about in his mind now, 
and how it would dance about on the morrow Heaven 
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onlv knew Would there be a cross-examination ? Is 
It perjoocery to make a slip^ People did sometimes 
perjuice themselves Serious offence 

Platt was doing his best to help Parsons and inciting 
public opinion against Morrison But Parsons would 
not hear of anything against Morrison ‘‘ He was all 
right, O’ Man — according to his lights,” said Parsons 
“ It isn’t him I complain of ” 

He speculated on the morrow “ I shall ’ave to pay 
a fine,” he said No good trying to get out of it 
It’s true I hit him I hit him ” — ^he paused and seemed 
to be seeking an exquisite accuracy His voice sank 
to a confidential note — on the head — about here ” 

He answered the suggestion of a bright junior ap- 
prentice in a corner of the dormitory What’s the 
Good of a Cross summons,” he replied, “with old 
Corks the chemist and Mottishead the house agent and 
all that lot on the Bench? Humble Pie, that’s my 
meal to-morrow. O’ Man Humble Pie ” 

Packing went on for a time 

“But, Lord* what a Life it is*” said Parsons, giving 
his deep notes scope “ Ten-thirty-five a man trying 
to do his Duty, mistaken perhaps, but doing his best, 
ten forty. Ruined Ruined*” He lifted his voice to 
a shout “Ruined*” and dropped it to “Like an 
earthquake ” 

“ Heated altaclation,” said Polly 
“ Like a blooming earthquake,” said Parsons, with the 
notes of a rising wind 

He meditated gloomily upon his future, and a colder 
chill invaded Polly’s mind “ Likely to get another 
crib, ain’t I ? — ^with assaulted the guv’nor on my refer- 
ence I suppose, though, he won’t give me refs 

Hard enough to get a crib at the best of times,” said 
Parsons 

“ You ought to go round with a show. O’ Man,” said 
Mr Poll} 

Things were not so dreadful in the police court as 



422 THE HISTORY OF MR POLLY 

Mr Pollv had expected He was given a seat with 
other witnesses against the wall of the couit, and after 
an interesting larceny case Parsons appeared and stood, 
not in the dock, but at the table By that time Mr 
Pollv’s legs, which had been tucked up at first under 
his chair out of respect to the court, weie extended 
straight before him, and his hands weie m his trousers 
pockets He was inventing names for the foui niagis 
trates on the bench, and had got to ‘‘tie Gia\e and 
Reverend Signor with the palatial Bol o,” when his 
thoughts were recalled to gravity by the sound of his 
name He rose with alacrity, and was fielded by an 
expert policeman from a brisk attempt to get into the 
vacant dock The clerk to the Justices repeated the 
oath with incredible rapidity 

“Right-o,” said Mr Polly, but quite respectfull}, 
and kissed the book 

His evidence was simple and quite audible after one 
warning from the superintendent of police to “ speak 
up ” He tried to put in a good woid for Parsons by 
saying he was “ naturally of a choleraic disposition,’* 
but the start and the slow grin of enjojment upon the 
face of “ the Grave and Reverend Signor with the 
palatial Boko ” suggested that the word was not so good 
as he had thought it The rest of the bench was frankly 
puzzled, and there were hasty consultations 

“You mean *E *as a ’Ot temper,” said the pr'^siding 
magistrate 

“ I mean *E ’as a ’Ot temper,” replied Pollv, magic 
ally incapable of aspirates for the moment 

“You don’t mean ’E ketches cholera?” 

“ I mean — he’s easily put out ” 

“Then why can’t you say so?” said the presiding 
magistrate 

Parsons was bound over 

He came for his luggage while every one was m the 
shop, and Garvace would not let him invade the busi 
ness to say good-bye When Mr Polly went upstairs 
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for margaime and bread and tea, he slipped on into 
the dormitory at once to see what was happening further 
in the Parsons case But Paisons had vanished There 
was no Parsons, no trace of Parsons His cubicle was 
swept and garnished For the first time in his life 
Polly had a sense of irreparable loss 
A minute or so after Platt dashed in 
‘‘ Ugh * ” he said, and then discovered Polly Polly 
was leaning out of the window, and did not look round 
Platt went up to him 

“ He s gone already,” said Platt “ Might have 
stopped to say good-bye to a chap ” 

There was a little pause before Polly replied He 
thrust his finger into his mouth and gulped 

^‘Bit on that beastly tooth of mine,” he said, still 
not looking at Platt It’s made my eyes water some 
thing chronic Any one might think I’d been Piping 
mv Eve, by the look of me ” 
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J1 ORT BURDOCK was never the same place for Mr 
Polly after Paisons had left it There were no chest notes 
in his occasional letters, and little of the “ Joy de Vive ” 
got through by them Parsons had gone, he said, to 
London, and found a place as warehouseman in a cheap 
outfitting shop near St Paul’s Churchyard, where refer 
ences were not required It became apparent as time 
passed that new interests were absorbing him He 
wrote of Socialism and the rights of man, things that 
had no appeal for Mr Polly He felt strangers had 
got hold of his Parsons, were at work upon him, mal mg 
him into some one else, something less picturesque 
Port Burdock became a dreariness full of faded memories 
of Parsons, and work a bore Platt revealed himself 
alone as a tiresome companion, obsessed by romantic 
ideas about intrigues and vices and society women ” 
Mr Polly’s depression manifested itself in a general 
424 
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slackness A certain impatience in the manner of Mr 
Garvace presently got upon his nerves Relations were 
becoming strained He asled for a rise of salary to 
test his position, and gave notice to leave when it was 
refused 

It took him two months to place himself in another 
situation, and during that time he had quite a dis 
agreeable amount of loneliness, disappointment, anxiety, 
and humiliation 

He went at first to stay with a married cousin who 
had a house at Easewood His widowed father had 
recently given up the music and bicycle shop (with 
the post of organist at the parish church) that had 
sustained his home, and was living upon a small annuity 
as a guest of his cousin, and growing a little tiresome 
on account of some mysterious internal aiscomfort that 
the local practitioner diagnosed as imagination He had 
aged with unusual rapidity and become excessively 
irritable, but the cousin’s wife was a born manager, and 
contrived to get along with him Our Mr Polly’s 
status was that of a guest pure and simple, but after a 
fortnight of congested hospitality, in which he wrote 
nearly a hundred variants 

to your advt tn the Christtan 
World for an Improver in Gents' out-fitUng 1 beg to 
submit myself for the situation Ha^e had six years' 
experience 

and upset a penny bottle of ink over a toilet cover and 
the bedroom carpet, his cousin took him for a walk and 
pointed out the superior advantages of apartments in 
London from which to swoop down upon the briefly 
yawning vacancy 

^‘Helprul,” said Mr Polly, ‘Wery helpful, O’ Mm, 
indeed I might have gone on here for weeks,” and 
packed 

He got a room in an institution that was partly a 
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benevolent hostel for men in his circumstances and partly 
a high minded but forbidding coffee house, and a centre 
for Pleasant Sunday Afternoons Mi Polly ap^nt a 
critical but pleasant Sunday afternoon in a back seat 
inventing such phrases as 

Soulful Owne** of the E^orbiant Largenial Develop 
ment ” Adam’s Apple being in question 
“ Earnest Joy ” 

Exultant, Urgent Loogoobuosity ” 

A manly young curate, marking and misunderstand- 
ing his preoccupied face and moving lips, came and sat 
by him and entered into conversation with the idea 
of making him feel more at home The conversation 
was awkward and disconnected for a minute or so, and 
then suddenly a memory of the Port Burdock Bazaar 
occurred to Mr Polly, and with a baffling whisper of 
Lill dog,” and a reassuring nod, he rose up and 
escaped, to wander out relieved and observant into the 
varied London streets 

He found the collection of men he met waiting about 
m wholesale establishments in Wood Street and St 
Paul’s Churchyard (where they interview the bu}ers who 
have come up from the country) interesting and stimu 
lating, but far too strongly charged with the suggestion 
of his own fate to be reallv joyful There were men 
in all degiees between confidence and distress, and in 
every stage between extiavagant smartness and the 
last stages of decay There were sunny young men 
full of an abounding and elbowing energy before whom 
the soul of Polly sank into hate and dismay “ Smart 
Juniors,” said Polly to himself, “ full of Smart Juniosity 
The Shoveacious Cult ” There were hungry-looking 
individuals of thirty-five or so, that he decided must 
be Proletelenans ” — he had often wanted to find 
soine one who fitted that attractive word Middle- 
aged men, " too old at Forty,” discoursed in the waiting- 
rooms on the outlook in the trade, it had never been 
so bad, they said, while Mr Polly wondered if ‘‘ De- 
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juiced” was a permissible epithet There were men 
with an o\erweening sense of their importance, mam 
featly annoyed and angry to find themselves still dis 
engaged, and inclined to suspect a plot, and men so 
faint hearted one was terrified to imagine then behaviour 
when It came to an interview There was a fresh-faced 
j'Oung man with an unintelligent face who seemed to 
think himself equipped against the world beyond all 
misadventure bj^ a collar of exceptional height, and 
another who introduced a note of gaiety by wearing a 
flannel shirt and a check suit of remarkable virulence 
Every day Mr Polly looked round to maik how many 
of the familiar faces had gone, and the deepening 
anxiety (reflecting his own) on the faces that remained, 
and every day some new type joined the drifting shoal 
He realised how small a chance h s poor letter from 
Easevood ran against this hungry cluster of competitors 
at the fountainhead 

At the back of Mr Polly’s mind while he made his 
obseivations vas the disagreeable flavour of the dentist’s 
parlour At any moment his name might be shouted, 
and he might have to haul himself into the presence 
of some fresh specimen of employer, and to repeat 
once more his paosionate protestation of interest in the 
business, his possession of capacity for zeal — ^zeal on 
behalf of any one who would pay him a salary of 
twenty-si^pounds a year 

The prospeeme employer would unfold his ideals 
of the employee “ I want a smait, willing young man, 
thoroughly willing, who won’t object to take trouble 
I don t want a slacker, the sort of fellow who has to 
be pushed up to his work and held there I’ve got 
no use for him 

At the back of Mr Polly’s mind, and quite beyond 
his control, the insubordinate phrasemaker would be 
proffering such combinations as ‘"Chubby Chops,” or 
Chubby Charmer,” as suitable for the gentleman, very 
much as a hat salesman proffers hats 
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‘‘ I don’t think you’d find much slackness about 
me Sir,” said Mr Polly bnghtlv, trying to disregard 
his deeper self 

“ I want a young man who means getting on ” 
Exactly, Sir Excelsior ” 

“ I beg your pardon 

“ I said excelsior, Sir It’s a sort of motto of mine 
From Longfellow Would you want me to serve 
through ?” 

The chubby gentleman explained and reveited to his 
ideals, with a faint air of suspicion “Do you mean 
getting on^*” he asked 

“ I hope so, Sir,” said Mr Polly 
“ Get on or get out, eh?” 

Mr Polly made a rapturous noise, nodded apprecia- 
tion, and said indistinctly, “ Quite my style ” 

“ Some of my people have been with me twenty 
years,” said the employer “My Manchester buyer 
came to me as a boy of twelve You’re a Christian ?” 

“ Church of England,” said Mr Polly 
“ H’m,” said the employer, a little checked “ For 
good all round business work, I should have preferred 
a Baptist Still ” 

He studied Mr Polly’s tie, which was severely neat 
and businesslike, as became an aspiring outfitter Mr 
Polly s conception of his own pose and expression was 
rendered by that uncontrollable phrase monger at the 
back as “ Obsequies Deference ” 

“ I am inclined,” said the prospective employer m a 
conclusive manner, “ to look up your references ” 

Mr Polly stood up abruptly 
Thank yon,” said the employer and dismissed him 
“Chump chops ^ How about chump chops?” said 
the phrasemonger with an air of inspiration 

“ I hope then to hear from you, Sir,” said Mr Polly 
in his best salesman manner 

If everything is satisfactory,” said the prospective 
employer 
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§2 

A man whose brain devotes its hinterland to making 
odd phrases and nicknames out of ill-conceived words, 
whose conception of life is a lump of auriferous rock 
to which all the value is given by rare veins of un- 
businesslike joy, who reads Boccaccio and Rabelais and 
Shakespear with gusto, and uses Stertoraneous Shover ” 
and “ Smart Junior ” as terms of bitterest opprobrium, 
IS not likely to make a great success under modern busi- 
ness conditions Mr Polly dreamt always of picturesque 
and mellow things, and had an instinctive hatred of the 
strenuous life He would have resisted the spell of 
ex-President Roosevelt, or General Baden Powell, or 
Mr Peter Keary, or the late Dr Samuel Smiles quite 
easily — I doubt if even Mr St Loe Strachey could have 
inspired him, and he loved FalstafF and Hudibras and 
coarse laughter, and the Old England of Washington 
Irving and the memory of Charles the Second’s courtly 
days His progress was necessarily slow He did not 
get rises, he lost situations, there was something in his 
eye employers did not like, he would have lost his places 
oftener if he had not been at times an exceptionally 
brilliant salesman, rather caiefully neat, and a slow 
but very fair window-dresser 

He went from situation to situation, he invented a 
great wealth of nicknames, he conceived enmities and 
made friends — but none so richly satisfying as Parsons 
He was frequently, but mildly and discursively, in love, 
and sometimes he thought of that girl who had given 
him a yellow-green apple He had an idea amounting 
to a flattering certainty whose youthful freshness it was 
had stirred her to self-forgetfulness And sometimes he 
thought of Fishbourne sleeping prosperously in the sun 
And he had moods of discomfort and lassitude and ill- 
temper, due to the beginnings of indigestion 

Various forces and suggestions came into his life and 
swayed him for longer and shorter periods 
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He went to Cantcrbur) ind came under the influence 
of Gothic aichitectuie There was a blood affinity 
between Mr Polly and the Gothic, m the Middle Ages 
he would, no doubt, have sat upon a scaffolding and 
carved out penetrating and none too flattering poi traits 
of church dignitaries upon the capitals, and when he 
strolled, with his hands behind his back, along the 
cloisters behind the cathedral, and looked at the rich 
grass plot in the centre, he had the stiangest sense of 
being at home — far moie than he had ever been at home 
before “Portly capons,” he used to mnrmui to himself, 
under the impression that he was namin^^ a chaiacteristic 
type of medieval churchman 

He liked to sit in the nave during the service, and 
look through the great gates at the candles and choristeis, 
and listen to the organ-sustained voices, but the transepts 
he never penetrated because of the charge for admission 
The music and the long vista of the fretted loof filled 
him with a vague and mystical happiness that he had 
no words, even mispronounced woids, to express But 
some of the smug monuments in the aisles got a wreath 
of epithets, “ metrorious urnfuls’ “ funererial claims,” 
“dejected angelositv,” for example He wandered about 
the precincts, and speculated about the people who Iwed 
in the ripe and cosy hoises of grey stone that cluster 
there so comfortabh Ihrongh green doors in high 
stone walls he caught glimpses of level lawns and blazing 
flower beds, mullioned windows revealed shaded lead 
ing-lamps and disciplined shelves of biown bound books 
Now and then a dignitary in gaiters would pass him 
(“ Portly capon ”), or a diift of v/hite robed choir-boys 
cross a distant arcade and vanish in a doorway or the 
pink and cream of some girlish dress flit like a butterfly 
across the cool still spaces of the place Particularly he 
responded to the ruined arches of the Benedictine’s 
Infirmary and the view of Bell Harry Tower from the 
school-building He was stirred to read the “ Canter 
bury Tales,” but he could not get on with Chaucer’s 
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old fashioned English, it fatigued his attention, and he 
would have gi\en all the story-telling very readily for 
a few adventures on the road He wanted these nice 
people to live more and yarn less He appreciated the 
wife of Bath very keenlj^ He would have 111 ed to have 
known that woman 

At Canteibury too, he first, to his knowledge, saw 
Americans 

His shop did a good class tiade in Westgate Street, 
and he would see them go by on the way to stare at 
Chaicers “Chequers’ and then turn down Merceiy 
Lane to Prior Goldstone’s gate It impressed him that 
they were always in a kind of quiet hurry, and very 
determined and methodical people — much more so than 
any English he knew 

“ Cultured Rapacacity,” he tried 

“ Vorocioi s Return to the Heritage ” 

He would expound them incidentally to his attendant 
apprentices He had overheard a little lady putting 
her view to a friend near the Christchurch gate The 
accent and intonation had hung in his memory, and 
he would reproduce them more or less accurately 
“Now, does this Marlowe monument really and truly 
matter V'* he had heard the little lady inquire “ WeVe 
no time foi sideshows and second-rate stunts, Mamie 
We w^ant just the Big Simple Things of the place, just 
the Broid Elemental Canterbury Prahposition What 
is it saying to us^ I want to get right hold of that, 
and then have tea in the very room where Chancer did, 
and hustle to get that four eighteen train back to 
London ” 

He would go over these specious phrases, finding 
them full of an indescribable flavour “Just the Broad 
Elemental Canterbury Prahposition,” he would re- 
peat 

He would try to imagine Parsons confronted with 
Americans For his own part, he knew himself to be 
altogether inadequate 
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Canterbury was the most congenial situation Mr 
Polly ever found during these wander years, albeit a 
very desert so far as companionship went 

§3 

It was after Canterbury that the universe became 
really disagreeable to Mr Polly It was brought home 
to him not so much vividly as with a harsh ungainly 
insistence that he was a failure in his trade It was not 
the trade he ought to have chosen, though what trade 
he ought to have chosen was by no means clear 

He made great but irregular efforts, and produced 
a forced smartness that, like a cheap dye, refused to 
stand sunshine He acquired a sort of parsimony also, 
in which acquisition he was helped by one or two 
phases of absolute impecuniositv But he was hope 
less m competition against the naturally gifted, the born 
hustlers, the young men who meant to get on 

He left the Canterbury place very regretfully He 
and another commercial gentleman took a boat one 
Sunday afternoon at Sturry-on-the-Stour,when the wind 
was in the west, and sailed it very happily eastward for 
an hour They had never sailed a boat before, and 
It seemed a simple and wonderful thing to do When 
they turned, they found the river too narrow for tack 
mg, and the tide running out like a sluice They battled 
back to Sturry in the course of six hours (at a shilling the 
first hour and sixpence for each hour afterwards), rowing 
a mile m an hour and a half or so, until the turn of the 
tide came to help them, and then they had a night 
walk to Canterbury, and found themselves remorselessly 
locked out 

The Canterbury employer was an amiable, religious 
spirited man, and he would probably not have dis- 
missed Mr Polly if that unfortunate tendency to phrase 
things had not shocked him “A Tide’s a Tide, Sir,” 
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said Mr Polly, feeling that things were not so bad 
‘‘ I’ve no lune-attic power to alter that ” 

It proved impossible to explain to the Canterbury 
employer that this was not a highly disrespectful and 
blasphemous remark 

“ And besides, what good are you to me this morning, 
do you think?” said the Canterbury employer, “with 
your arms pulled out of their sockets ?” 

So Mr Polly resumed his observations in the Wood 
Street warehouses <^ce more, and had some dismal times 
The shoal of fish waiting for the crumbs of employment 
seemed larger than ever 

He took counsel with himself Should he “ chuck ” 
the outfitting? It wasn’t any good for him now, and 
presently when he was older and his youthful smart- 
ness had passed into the dulness of middle age, it would 
be worse What else could he do? 

He could think of nothing He went one night to 
a music hall and developed a vague idea of a comic 
performance, the comic men seemed violent rowdies, 
and not at all funny, but when he thought of the 
gieat pit of the audience yawning before him, he 
realised that his was an altogether too delicate talent 
for such a use He was impressed by the charm of sell- 
ing vegetables by auction in one of those open shops near 
London Bridge, but admitted upon reflection his general 
want of technical knowledge He made some inquiries 
about emigration, but none of the colonies were in want 
of shop assistants without capital He kept up his 
attendance m Wood Street 

He subdued his ideal of salary by the sum of five 
pounds a year, and was taken into a driving establish- 
ment in Clapham, which dealt chiefly m ready made 
suits, fed its assistants in an underground dining-room, 
and kept open until twelve on Saturdays He found 
It hard to be cheerful there His fits of indigestion 
became worse, and he began to lie awake at night and 
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think Sunshine and laughter seemed things lost for 
ever, picnics, and shouting in the moonlight 

The chief shop-walker took a dislike to him and 
nagged him “Nar, then, Polly Look alive, 

Polly’” became the burden of his days “As Smart 
a chap as }ou could have, ’ said the chief shop walker, 
“but no 7 est No 7est^ No Ytvi^ What’s the 
matter with }ou?” 

During hio night vigils Mr Polly had a feeling 
A young rabbit must ha\e verv much the feeling when, 
after a youth of gambolling m sunny woods and furtive 
jolly raids upon the growing wheat and exciting tnum 
phant bolts before ineffectual casual dogs, it finds itself 
at last for a long night of floundeiing effort and per 
plexity in a net — for the rest of its life 

He could not grasp what was wrong with him He 
made enormous efforts to diagnose his case Was he 
really just a “lazy slacker” who ought to “buck up”? 
He couldn’t find it m him to belie\e it He blamed 
his father a good deal — it is what fathers are for — in 
putting him to a trade he wasn’t happy to follow, but 
he found it impossible to sa'v what he ought to have 
followed He felt there had been something stupid 
about his school, but just where that came in he couldn’t 
sav He made some perfectly sincere efforts to “buck 
up” and “shove” ruthlessly But that was infernal — 
impossible He had to admit himself miserable with 
all the misery of a social misfit, and with no clear 
prospect of moie than the most incidental happiness 
ahead of him And for all his attempts at self-reproach 
and self-discipline he felt at bottom that he wasn’t at 
fault 

As a matiei of fact all the elements of his troubles 
had been adequately diagnosed by a certain high browed, 
spectacled gentleman living at Highbury, wearing a 
gold pince nez, and writing for the most part m the 
beautiful library of the Climax Club This gentleman 
did not know Mr Polly personally, but he had dealt 
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with hjm generally as '‘one of those ill-adjusted units 
that abound in a society that has failed to develop a 
collective intelligence and a collective will for order 
commensurate with its complexities ” 

But phrases of that sort had no appeal for Mr Polly 
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Mr Polly 071 Orphan 


T 

JlHEN a great change was brought about in the 
life of Mr Polly by the death of his father His father 
died suddenly — the local practitioner still clung to his 
theory that it i\as imagination he suffered from, but 
compromised in the certificate with the appendicitis 
that was then so fashionable — and Mr Polly found 
himself heir to a debatable number of pieces of fuiniture 
in the house of his cousin near Easewood Junction, a 
family Bible, an engraved portrait of Garibaldi and a 
bust of Ml Gladstone, an invalid gold watch, a gold 
locket formerly belonging to his mother, some minor 
jewellery and bric-a brae, a quantity of nearly valueless 
old clothes, and an insurance policy and money in the 
bank amounting altogether to the sum of three hundred 
and fifty-five pounds 

Mr Polly had always regarded his father as an im 
mortal, as an eternal fact, and his father, being of a 
reserved nature in his declining years, had said nothing 
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about the insurance policy Both wealth and bereave- 
ment therefore took Mr Polly by surprise, and found 
him a little inadequate His mother’s death had been a 
childish grief and long forgotten, and the strongest affec- 
tion in his life had been for Paisons An only child of 
sociable tendencies turns his back a good deal upon 
home, and the aunt who had succeeded his mother was 
an economist and furniture polisher, a knuckle-rapper 
and sharp silencer no fnend for a slovenly little boy 
He had loved other little boys and girls transitorily, none 
had been frequent and familiar enough to strike deep 
roots in his heart, and he had grown up with a tattered 
and dissipated affectionateness that was becoming wildly 
shy His father had always been a stranger, an irritable 
stranger with exceptional powers of intervention and com 
ment, and an air of being disappointed about his off 
spring It was shocking to lose him, it was like an un 
expected hole in the universe, the writing of “ Death ” 
upon the sky, but it did not at first tear Mr Polly’s heart 
strings so much as rouse him to a pitch of vivid attention 
He came down to the cottage at Easewood in re- 
sponse to an urgent telegram, and found his father 
already dead His Cousin Johnson received him with 
much solemnity, and ushered him upstairs to look at 
a stiff, straight, shrouded form with a face unwontedly 
quiet and, it seemed by reason of its pinched nostrils, 
scornful 

‘‘Looks peaceful,” said Mr Polly, disregarding the 
scorn to the best of his ability 

“ It was a merciful relief,” said Mr Johnson 
There was a pause 

“ Second — second Departed I’ve ever seen — not 
counting mummies,” said Mr Polly, feeling it necessary 
to say something 

“We did all we could” 

“ No doubt of It, O’ Man,” said Mr Polly 
A ^second long pause followed, and then, to Mr 
Polly’s great relief, Johnson moved towards the door 
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Afterwards Mr Polly went for a solitary walk m 
the evening light, and as he walked, suddenly his dead 
father became real to him He thought of things far 
away down the perspective of memor}' — of jolly 
moments when hib father had skylarked with a wildly 
excited little boy, of a certain annual visit to the 
Crystal Palace pantominue, full of tiivial glittering m 
cidents and wonders, of his father’s dread back while 
customers weie in the old, minutely known shop It 
IS curious that the memory which seemed to link him 
neaiest to the dead man was the memory of a fit of 
passion His father had wanted to get a small sofa up 
the narrow winding staircase from the little room behind 
the shop to the bedroom above, and it had jammed For 
a time his father had coaxed, and then groaned like a 
soul m torment, and given way to blind fury, had 
swoin, kicl ed, and struck at the offending piece of 
furniture, and finally, with an immense effort, wrenched 
It upstairs, with considerable incidental damage to lath 
and plaster and one of the casters That moment when 
self-control was altogether torn aside, the shocked dis 
coverv of his father’s perfect humanity, had left a 
singular impression on Mr Polly’s queer mind It was 
as if something extrav^agantly vital had come out of his 
father and laid a warmly passionate hand upon his heart 
He rememoered that now very vividly, and it became a 
clue to endless other memories that had else been dis 
persed and confusmg 

A weakly, wilful being, stiugglmg to get obdurate 
things round impossible corners — in that symbol Mr 
Polly could recognise himself and all the trouble of 
humanity 

He hadn’t had a particularly good time, poor old 
chap, and now it was all over — finished 

Johnson was the sort of man who derives gieat satis 
faction from a funeral, a melancholy, serious, practical 
minded man of five-and thirty, with great powers of 
advice He was the np-line ticket clerk at Easewood 
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Junction, and felt the responsibilities of his position 
He was naturally thoughtful and reserved, and greatly 
sustained in that by an innate rectitude of bodv and an 
overhanging and forward inclination of the upper part 
of his face and head He was pale but free! led, and his 
dark grey eyes were deeply set His highest interest 
was cricket, but he did not take that lightly His chief 
holiday was to go to a cricket-match, which he did as 
if he was going to church, and he watched critically, 
applauded sparingly, and w«s darkly offended by any 
unorthodox play His convictions upon all subjects 
were taciturnly inflexible He was an obstinate player 
of draughts and chess, and an ea nest and persistent 
reader of the Bnttsh WeeJly His wife was a pink, 
short, wilfully smiling, managing, mgiatiating, talkative 
woman who was determined to be pleasant, and take a 
bright, hopeful view of everything, even when it was 
not really bright and hopeful She had large, blue, 
expressive eves and a round face, and she always spoke 
of her husband as Harold She addressed sympathetic 
and considerate remaiks about the deceased to Mr Polly 
m notes of brisk encouragement “ He was really quite 
cheerful at the end,” she said several times, with con- 
gratulatory gn to, “quite cheerful” 

She made dying seem almost agreeable 

Both these people were resolved to treat Mr Polly 
veiy well, and to help his exceptional incompetence m 
every possible way, and after a simple supper of ham 
and bread and cheese and pickles and cold apple tart 
and small beer had been cleared away, they put him 
into the armchair almost as though he was an invalid, 
and sat on chairs that made them look dowm upon him, 
and opened a directwe discussion of the arrangements 
for the funeral After all, a funeral is a distinct social 
opportunity, and rare when you have no family and 
few relations, and they did not want to see it spoiled 
and wasted 

“ You’ll have a hearse, of course,” said Mrs Johnson, 
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“not one of them combinationb with the driver sitting 
on the coffin Disrespectful, I think they are I can’t 
fancy how people can bring themsehes to be buried in 
combinations ” She flattened her voice m a manner she 
used to intimate aesthetic feeling “ I do like them glass 
hearses,” she said “ So refined and nice they are ’ 

“ Podgei’s hearse you’ll have,” said Johnson con 
clusively, “ it’s the best in Easewood ” 

“ Everything that’s right and proper,” said Mr Polly 
“ Podger s ready to come and measure at any time,” 
said Johnson 

“Then you’ll want a mourner’s carriage or two, 
according to whom you’re going to invite,” said Mr 
Johnson 

“ Didn’t think of inviting anyone,” said Mr Polly 
“Oh, you’ll have to ask a few fi lends,” said Mr 
Johnson “ You can’t let vour father go to his grave 
without asking a few friends ” 

“ Funenal baked meats, like,” said Mr Polly 
“Not baled, but of couise you’ll ha\e to give them 
something Ham and chicken’s very suitable You 
don’t want a lot of cooking, with the ceremony coming 
into the middle of it I wonder who Alfred ought to 
invite, Harold? Just the immediate relations One 
doesn’t want a Great Crowd of People, and one doesn’t 
want not to show respect ” 

“ But he hated our relations — most of them ” 

“ He’s not hating them nowj^ said Mr Johnson, 
“you may be sure of that It’s just because of that I 
think they ought to come, all of them — even your Aunt 
Mildred ” 

“ Bit vultnrial, isn’t it ?” said Mr Polly, unheeded 
“Wouldn’t be more than twelve or thiiteen people 
if they all came,” said Mi Johnson 

“We could have everything put out ready in the back 
room, and the gloves and whisky in the front room, and 
while we were all at the — ceremony, Bessie could bring 
It all into the front room on a tray, and put it out nice 
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and proper There’d have to be whisky, and sherry -or 
port for the Ldies ” 

“ Where 11 you get your mourning?” ctsl ed Johnson 
abruptly 

Mr Polly had not yet considered this by product of 
sorrow “ Haven’t thought of it yet. O’ Man ” 

A disagreeable feeling spread over his body, as though 
he was blackening as he sat He hated b’ack garments 
I suppose I must have mourning,” he said 
‘‘ V/ ell t ’ said Johnson, with a solemn smile 
Got to see it through, ’ said Mr Polly indistinctly 
‘‘ If I were you,’ said Johnson, “ I should get ready 
made trousers That’s all you really want And a black 
satin tie, and a top hat with a deep mourning band 
And gloves ” 

Jet cuff links he ought to have — as chief mourner,” 
said Mrs Johnson 

“ Not obligatory,” said Johnson 
It shows respect,” said Mrs Johnson 
It shows respect, of course,” said Johnson 
And then Mrs Johnson went on with the utmost 
gusto to the details of the casket,” while Mr Polly 
sat more and more deeply and droopinglv into the arm 
chair, assenting with a rote of protest to all they said 
After he had retired for the night he remained for a 
long time perched on the edge of the sofa, which was 
his bed, staring at the piospect before him Chasing 
the o man about to the last,” he said 

He hated the thought and elaboration of death is a 
healthy animal must hate it His mind struggled with 
unwonted social problems 

Got to put ’em away somehow, I suppose,” said 
Mr Polly “Wish I’d looked him up a bit more while 
he was alive ” 
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§2 

Bereavement came to Mr Pollv before the realisation 
of opulence and its anxieties and responsibilities That 
only dawned upon him on the morrow — which chanced 
to be Sunday — as he walked with Johnson before church 
time about the tangle of struggling building enterprise 
that constituted the n ing urban district of Easewood 
Johnson was off duty that morning, and devoted the 
time verv generouslv to the admonitory discussion of 
Mr Polh s woildl} outlook 

“ Don’t seem to get the hang of the business some 
how,” said Mr Polly “ Too much blooming humbug 
in It for my way of thinking ’ 

“ If I were you,” said Mr Johnson, ‘‘ I should push 
for a first class place in London — take almost nothing 
and live on ni/ reserves That’s v, hat I should do ” 
Come the Heavv,” said Mi Polh 
Get a better-class reference ” 

There was a pause ‘‘ T. hinl of investing your 
money?” asked Johnson 

‘‘ Hardly got used to the idea of having it yet, O’ 
Man ” 

“ You’ll have to do something with it Give you 
nearly twenty pounds a }ear if you in cst it 
properly ” 

Haven t seen it -yet in that light,” said Mr Polly 
defensively 

There’s no end of things you could put it into ’ 

It’s getting It out again I shouldn’t feel sure of 
I’m no sort of Fiancianier Sooner bad horses ” 

I wouldn’t do that if I were you ” 

Not my style, O’ Man ” 

It’s a nest-egg,” said Johnson 
Mr Polly made an indeterminate noise 
‘‘ There’s building societies,” Johnson threw out in 
a speculative tone Mr Polly, with detached brevity, 
admitted there were 
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“ You might lend it on mortgage,” said Johnson 
“Very safe form of in\estment” 

‘‘ Shan t thinl anything about it — not till the o’ 
man’s underground,” said Mr Polly, with an inspiration 
They turned a corner that led towards the junction 
Might do worse,’ said John on, “ than put it into 
a small shop ” 

At the moment this remark made very little appeal 
to Mr Polly But afterwards it developed It fell in o 
his mind like some obscure seed and germinated 

‘‘These shops aien’t in a bad position,” said Johnson 
The row he referred to gaped in the late painful stage 
in building before the healing touch of the plasterer 
assuages the roughness of the brickwork The space for 
the shop yawned an oblong gap below, framed above by 
an iron glider, “Windows and fittings to suit tenant,” 
a board at the end of the row promised, and behind was 
the door space and a glimpse of stairs eomg np to the 
In mg room above “Not a bad position,” said John- 
son, and led the w^ay into the establishment “ Room 
for fixtures theie,” he said, pointing to the blanl wall 
The two men went upstairs to the little sitting-room 
(or best bedroom it would have to be) above the shop 
Then they descended to the kitchen below 

“ Rooms in a new?' house always look a bit small,” said 
Johnson 

They came out of the house again by the prospective 
back door, and picked their way through builder’s litter 
across the yard space to the road again They drew 
nearer the junction to where a pavement and shops 
already open and active formed the commercial centre 
of Easewood On the opposite side of the way the side 
door of a flourishing little establishment opened, and a 
man and his wife and a small boy in a sailor suit came 
into the street The wife was a pretty woman in 
brown, with a floriferous straw hat and the group was 
altogether very Sundayfied and shiny and spic and span 
The shop itself had a large plate-glass window whose 
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contents weie now veiled by a buff blind on which was 
inscribed in scroll}' letteis “ Rymer, Poik Butcher and 
Provision Merchant,” and then with ■voluptuous elabora 
tions, “ The World Famed Easewood Sausage ” 

Greetings were exchanged between Mr Johnson and 
this distinguished comestible 

Off to chinch already?” said Johnson 
Walking across the fields to Little Donngton,” said 
Mr Rvmer 

“ Very pleasant walk,” said Johnson 
‘Wery,” said Mr Rvmer 
“ Hope you 11 enjoy it,” said Mr Johnson 
'^That chaps done well,” said Johnson, sotto zoct, 
as they went on “ Came here with nothing — prac 
tically, four -^ears ago And as thin as a lath Look 
at him now ’ 

He s worked hard, of course,” said Johnson, im 
proving the occasion 

Thought fell between the cousins for a space 
‘‘Some men can do one thing,” said Johnson, “and 
some another For a man who sticl s to it thereh 

a lot to be done in a shop ” 


§ 3 

All the preparations for the funeral ran easily and 
happily under Mis Johnson’s skilful hands On the 
eve of the sad occasion she produced a reseive of black 
sateen, the kitchen steps, and a box of tin tacks, and 
decorated the house with festoons and bows of black in 
the best possible taste She tied up the knocker with 
black crape, and put a large bow over the corner of the 
steel engraving of Garibaldi, and swathed the bust of 
Mr Gladstone that had belonged to the deceased with 
inky swathings She turned round the two vases that 
had views of Tivoli and the Bay of Naples, so that these 
rather brilliant landscapes were hidden and only the 
plain blue enamel showed, and she anticipated the long 
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contemplated purchase of a table-cloth for the front 
room, and substituted a violet-purple cover for the now 
very worn and faded laptures and roses in plushette that 
had hitherto done duty there E\erything that loving 
consideration could do to impart a dignified solemnity 
to her little home was done 

She had released Mr Polly from the irksome duty of 
issuing invitations, and as the moments of assembly drew 
near she sent him and Mr Johnson out into the narrow, 
long strip of garden at the back of the house, to be free 
to put a finishing touch or so to her preparations She 
sent them out together because she had a queer little 
persuasion at the back of her mind that Mr Polly 
wanted to bolt from his sacred duties, and there was no 
way out of the garden except through the house 

Mr Johnson was a steady, successful gardener, and 
particularly good with celery and peas He walked 
slowly along the narrow path down the centre, pointing 
out to Mr Polly a number of interesting points in the 
management of peas, wrinkles neatly applied and diffi- 
culties wisely overcome, and all that he did for the 
comfort and propitiation of that fitful but rewarding 
vegetable Presently a sound of nervous laughter and 
raised voices from the house proclaimed the arrival of 
the earlier guests, and the worst of that anticipatory 
tension was over 

When Mr Polly re-entered the house he found three 
entirely strange young women with pink faces, demon- 
strative manners, and emphatic mourning engaged in an 
incoherent conversation with Mrs Johnson All three 
kissed him with great gusto after the ancient English 
fashion “These are your Cousins Larkins,” said Mrs 
Johnson “ That’s Annie ” (unexpected hug and 
smack), “ that’s Miriam ” (resolute hug and smack), 

“ and that’s Minnie ” (prolonged hug and smack) 

“ Right-o,” said Mr Polly, emerging a little 
crumpled and breathless fiom the hearty introduction 
“ I see ” 
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‘‘ Here’b Aunt Larkins/’ said Mrs Johnson, as an 
elderly and stouter edition of the three young women 
appeared in the doorway 

Mr Polly backed rather faint heartedly, but Aunt 
Larkins was not to be denied Having hugged and 
kissed her nephew resoundingly, she gripped him by the 
wrists and scanned his features She had a round, 
sentimental, freckled face “I should ’ave known hm 
anywhere/ she said, with fervour 

“Hark at Mother’” said the cousin called Annie 
“ Why, she’s never set eyes on him before ” 

“I should ’ave known ’im an) where,” said Mrs 
Larkins, “ for Lizzie’s child You’ve got her e)es’ It’s 
a Resemblance’ And as for nevei seeing *im — I’ve 
dandled him. Miss Imperence I’ve dandled him ” 
“You couldn’t dandle him now, Ma’” Miss Annie 
remarked, with a shriek of laughter 

All the sisters laughed at that “ The things you 
say, Annie’” said Miriam, and foi a time the room was 
full of mirth 

Mr Polly felt it incumbent upon him to say some 
thing “ My dandling days are over,” he said 

The leception of this remark would have convinced 
a far more modest character than Mr Polly that it was 
extremely witty 

Mr Polly followed it up by another one almost 
equally good “My turn to dandle,” he said, with a 
sly look at his aunt, and convulsed eveiyone 

“Not me,” said Mrs larkins, taking his point, 
“ thank yon,” jnd achieved a climax 

but they s^med to be easy people to 
get on with anyhow They were still picking little 
ripples and giggles of mirth from the idea of Mr Polly 
dandling Aunt Larkins when Mr Johnson, who had 
answered the door, ushered in a stooping figure, who 
was at once hailed by Mrs Johnson as “Why’ Uncle 
Pentstemon’” Uncle Pentstemon was rather a shock 
His was an aged rather than venerable figure Time 
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had removed the hair from the top of his head and 
distributed a small dividend of the plunder in little 
bunches carelessly and impartially ovei the rest of his 
features, he was dressed in a very big, old frock coat 
and a long, cylindrical top-hat, which he had kept on, 
he was very much bent, and he carried a rush basket, 
from which protruded coy intimations of the lettuces 
and onions he had brought to grace the occasion He 
hobbled into the room, resi&ting the efiForts of Johnson 
to divest him of his various encumbrances, halted, and 
surveyed the company with an expression of profound 
hostility, breathing hard Recognition quickened in his 
eyes 

You here?” he said to Aunt Larkins, and then, 
You juould be These your gals?” 

They are,” said Aunt Larkins, ‘‘ and better 
galb ” 

“That Annie?” asked Uncle Pentstemon, pointing a 
horny thumb-nail 

“ Fancy your remembering her name ^ ” 

“ She mucked up my mushroom bed, the baggage ’ ” 
said Uncle Pentstemon ungenially, “ and I give it to 
her to rights Trounced her I did — fairly / re 
member her Here’s some green stuff for you, Grace 
Fresh it is, and wholesome I shall be wanting the 
basket back, and mind you let me have it Have 

you nailed him down yet? Ah’ You always was a bit 
in front of what was needful ” 

His attention was drawn inward by a troublesome 
tooth, and he sucked at it spitefully There was some 
thing potent about this man that stfShced every one 
for a moment or so He seemed a fragment from the 
ruder agricultural past of our race, like a lump of soil 
among things of paper He put his packet of earthy 
vegetables very deliberately on the new violet table 
cloth, removed his hat carefully, and dabbled his brow, 
and wiped out his hat brim with an abundant crimson 
and-yellow pocket-handkerchief 

15 
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** I m glad you were able to come, Uncle,’’ said Mrs 
Johnson 

“ Oh, I came,” said Uncle Pentstemon I camt ” 
He turned on Mrs Larkins “Gals in service r” he 

“ They aren’t, and they won t be, ’ said Mrs Lai kins 
“ No,” he said, with infinite meaning, and turned his 
eye on Mr Polly 

“ You Lizzie’s boy^” he said 

Mr Polly was spared much self exposition by the 
tumult occasioned by further arrivals 

“Ah’ here’s May Punt’” said Mrs Johnson, and 
a small woman dressed in the borrowed mourning of a 
large woman, and leading a very small, fair-haired, 
sharp-nosed, observant little boy — it was his first 
funeral — appeared, closely followed by several friends 
of Mrs Johnson, who had come to swell the display 
of respect, and who left only vague, confused impres 
sions upon Mr Polly’s mind (Aunt Mildred, who was 
an unexplained family scandal, had declined Mrs John 
son’s hospitality to the relief of every one who under 
stood — as Mrs Johnson intimated — though who 
understood, and what, as my head master used to say, 
Mr Polly could form no idea ) 

Everybody was in profound mourning, of course — 
mourning m the modern English style, with the dyer’s 
handiwork only too apparent, and hats and jackets of 
the current cut Ihere was very little crape, and the 
costumes had none of the goodness and specialisation 
and genuine eiyoyment of mourning for mourning’s 
sake that a sinlftar Continental gathering would have 
displayed Still that congestion of strangers in black 
sufficed to stun and confuse Mr Polly’s impressionable 
mind It seemed to him much more extraordinary 
than anything he had expected 

“ Now, gals,” said Mrs Larkins, “ see if you can 
help,” and the three daughters became confusingly 
active between the front room and the back 
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I hope every one’ll take a glass of sherry and a 
biscuit,’ said Mrs Johnson ‘‘We don’t stand on 
ceremony,” and a decanter appeared in the place of 
Uncle Pentstemon’s vegetables 

Uncle Pentstemon had refused to be relieved of his 
hat, he sat stiffly down on a chair against the wall, wi^-h 
that venerable head dress between his feet, watching the 
approach of any one jealously “ Don’t ]^ou go squash 
ing my hat,” he said Conversation became confused 
and general Uncle Pentstemon addressed himself to 
Mr Folly 

“You’re a little chap,” he said, “a puny little chap 
I never did agree to Lizzie marrying him, but I suppose 
bygones must be bygones now I suppose they made 
you a clerk or something ” 

“ Outfitter,” said Mr Polly 

“ I remember Them girls pretend to be dress 
makers ” 

“ They are dressmakers,” said Mrs Larkins across 
the room 

“I Will take a glass of sherry,” he remarked, and 
then mildly to Mr Polly, “They ’old to it, yon 
see ” 

He took the glass Mrs Johnson handed him, and 
poised It critically between a horny finger and thumb 
“You’ll be paying for this,” he said to Mr Polly 
“ Here’s io you Don’t you go treading on my 

hat young woman You brush your skirts against it 
and )Ou take a shillin’ off its value It ain’t the sort of 
’at you see nowadays ” 

He drank noisily 

The sherry presently loosened everj^ body’s tongue, 
and the opening coldness passed 

“ There ought to have been a fosUmortem^^ Polly 
heard Mrs Punt remarking to one of Mrs Johnson’s 
friends, and Miriam and another were lost in admira 
tion of Mrs Johnson’s decorations “ So very nice and 
refined,” they were both repeating at intervals 
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The sherry and biscuits were still being discussed 
when Mr Podger, the undertaker, arrived, a broad, 
cheerfully sorrowful, clean-shaven little man, accom 
panied bv a melancholv-faced assistant He conversed 
for a time with Johnson in the passage outside The 
sense of his business stilled the rising waves of chatter 
and carried off every one’s attention in the wal e of his 
heavy footsteps to the room above 

§4 

Things crowded upon Mr Polly Every one, he 
noticed, took sherry with a solemn avidity, and a small 
portion was administered sacramentally even to the Punt 
boy There followed a distribution of black kid gloves, 
and much trying-on and humouring of fingers “ Good 
gloves,” said one of Mrs Johnson’s friends ‘‘ There’s 
a little pair there for Wilhe,” said Mrs Johnson 
triumphantly Every one seemed gravely content with 
the amazing procedure of the occasion Presently Mr 
Podger was picking Mr Polly out as Chief Mourner to 
go with Mrs Johnson, Mrs Larkins, and Annie in the 
first mouining carnage 

Right-o,” said Mr Polly, and repented instantly of 
the alacrity of the phrase 

“There’ll have to be a walking-party,” said Mrs 
Johnson cheerfully “There’s only two coaches I 
dare say we can put in six in each, but that leaves three 
over ” 

There was a generous struggle to be pedestrian, and 
the two other Larkin girls, confessing coyly to tight 
new boots and displaying a certain eagerness, were 
added to the contents of the first carriage 
“ It’ll be a squeeze,” said Annie 
“ I don’t mind a squeeze,” said Mr Polly 
He decided privately that the proper phrase for the 
result of that remark was Hysterial catechunations ” 
Mr Podger re entered the room from a momentary 
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§5 

Mr Polly walked back to the house because he 
wanted to be alone Miriam and Minnie would have 
accompanied him, but finding Uncle Pentstemon beside 
the Chief Mourner they went on m front 
You’re wise,” said Uncle Pentstemon 
' Glad you think so,” said Mr Polly, rousing himself 
to talk 

I 111 es a bit of walking before a meal ” said Uncle 
Pentstemon, and made a kind of large hiccup “ That 
sherrv rises,” he remarked “ Grocer’s stuff, I expect ” 
He went on to ask how much the funeral might be 
costing, and seemed pleased to find Mr Polly didn’t 
know 

‘‘ In that case,” he said impressively, it’s pretty 
certain to cost mo’*e’n xou expect, my boy ” 

He meditated for a time I’ve seen a mort of 
undertakers,” he declared, a mort of undertakers ” 
The Larkins girls attracted his attention 
Lets lodgm’s ncl chars,” he commented Least 
wavs she goes out to cook dinners And loo/' at ’em * 
Dressed up to the nines If it ain’t borryd clothe^, that 
IS And they goes out to work at a factory 

“ Did you know mv father much, U ncle Pent 
stemon''” asked Mr Polly 

“Couldn’t stand Lizzie throwin’ herself aw a} like 
that,” said Uncle Pentstemon, and repeated his hiccup 
on a larger scale 

“That weren t good sherrv,” said Uncle Pentstemon, 
with the first note of pathos Mr Polly had detected in 
his qua\ ering voice 

The funeral in the rather cold wind had proved 
wonderfully appetising, and every eye brightened at 
the sight of the cold collation that was now spread in 
the front room Mrs Johnson was very brisk, and 
Mr Polly, when he re-entered the house, found the 
party sitting down 
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‘‘ Come along, Alfred,” cried the hostess cheerfully 
‘‘We can’t very well begin without you Have you 
got the bottled beer ready to open, Bessie? Uncle, 
you’ll have a drop of whisky, I expect ” 

“ Put It where I can mix for myself, I can’t bear 
wimmin’s mixing,” said Uncle Pertstemon, placing his 
hat very carefully out of harm’s way on the bookcase 
There were two cold boiled chickens, which Johnson 
carved with great care and justice, and a nice piece of 
ham, some brawn, and a steak-and kidney pie, a large 
bowl of salad and several sorts of pickles, and afterwards 
some cold apple tart, jam roll, and a good piece of 
Stilton cheese, lots of bottled beer, some lemonade for 
the ladies, and milk for Master Punt a very bright 
and satisfying meal Mr Polly found himself seated 
between Mrs Punt, who was much preoccupied with 
Master Punt’s table manners, and one of Mrs Johnson’s 
school fi lends, who was exchanging reminiscences with 
Mrs Johnson of school-days and news of how various 
common friends had changed and married Opposite 
him was Mirnm and another of the early Johnson circle, 
and also he had biawn to carve, and there was hardly 
room for the helpful Bessie to pass behind his chair, so 
that altogether his mind would have been amply dis 
tracted from any mortuary broodings, even if a wordy 
warfare about the education of the modern young 
woman had not sprung up between Uncle Pentstemon 
and Mrs Larkins, and threatened for a time, in spite of 
a word or so in season from Johnson, to wreck all the 
harmony of the sad occasion 

The general effect was after this fashion 
First an impression of Mrs Punt on the right, speak- 
ing in a refined undertone “You didn’t, I suppose, 
Mr Polly, think to ’ave your poor dear father •post 
moriemed 

Lady on the left side, breaking in “I was just re 
minding Grace of the dear dead days beyond recall ” 
Attempted reply to Mrs Punt “ Didn’t think of it 
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for a moment Can’t give jou a piece of tins brawn, 
can I?” 

Fngment from the left “ Grace and Beauty they 
used to call us, and we used to sit at the same desk ” 
Mrs Punt, breaking out suddenly Don’t swdUr 
vour fork, Willie — You see, Mr Polly, I used to have 

a young gentleman, a medical student, lodging with 
» 

me 

Voice from down the table witn a large softness 
’Am, Elfred ? I didn’t give you very much ’am ” 
Bessie became evident at the back of Mr Polly’s 
chair, struggling wildly to get past Mr Polly did his 
best to be helpful Can you get past ? Lemme sit 
forward a bit Urr-oo ^ Right-o’” 

Lady to the left going on valiantlj and speaking to 
every one who cared to listen, while Mrs Johnson 
beamed beside hei “There she used to sit as bold as 
brass, and the fun she used to make of things no one 
could believe — knowing her now She used to make 

faces at the mistress through the ” 

Mrs Punt, keeping steadily on “The contents of 
the stummik at any rate ought to be examined ” 

Voice of Mrs Johnson “ Elfrid, pas the mustid 
down ” 

Miriam, leaning across the table “ Elfrid 
“ Once she got us all 1 ept in The whole school 
Miriam, more insistently “ Elfrid 
Uncle Pentstemon, raising his voice defiantly 
“Trounce ’er again I would if she did as much now 
That I would Dratted mischief*” 

Miriam, catching Mr Polly’s eye “ Elfrid * This 
lady knows Canterbury I been telling her you been 
there ” 

Mr Polly “ Glad you know it ” 

The lady, shouting “ I like it ” 

Mrs Larkins, raising her voice “I won’t ’ave my 
girls spoken of, not by nobody, old or young ” 

POP * imperfectly located 
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Mr Johnson, at large AtrCt the beer up * It*s the 
’eated room ” 

Bessie ’Sense me, Sir, passing so soon again, but — ” 
Rest inaudible Mr Polly, accommodating himself 
‘‘Uir-00* Right? Right-o*” 

The knives and forks, probably by some secret 
common agreement, clash and clatter together, and 
drown every other sound 

“ Nobody ’ad the least idea ’ow ’E died — nobody 
Willie, don’t golp so You ain’t in a urry, are 
>ou? You don’t v^ant to ketch a train, or anything — 
golping like that’” 

' D’you remember, Grace, ’ow one day we ’ad writing 
lesion 

‘‘Nicer girls no one ever ’ad — though I say it who 
shouldn’t ” 

Mrs Johnson, in a shrill, clear, hospitable voice 
“ Haiold, won’t Mrs Larkins ’ave a teeny bit more 
fowl ?” 

Mr Polly was rising to the situation “ Or some 
brawn, Mrs Lari ms ?” Catching Uncle Pentstemon’s 
eye “ Can’t send you some brawn. Sir ?” 

“ Elfrid’” 

Loud hiccup from Uncle Pentstemon, momentary 
consternation, followed by giggle from Annie 

The narration at Mr Polly’s elbow pursued a quiet 
but relentless course “ Directly the new doctor came 
in, he said, ‘ Everything must be took out and put in 
spirits — everything ’ ” 

Willie — audible ingurgitation 

The narration on the left was flourishing up to a 
climax “ Ladies, she sez, dip their pens zn their ink 
and keep their noses out of it ” 

“ Elfrid persuasively 

“Certain people may cast snacks at other people’s; 
daughters, never having had anv of their own, though 
two poor souls of wives dead and buried hrough their 
goings on 
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Johnson, ruling the storm don^t want old 

scores dug up on such a day as this ” 

Old scores you may call them, but worth a dozen 
of them that put them to their rest, poor dears ” 
“Elfnd’” with a note of remonstrance 
If you choke yourself, my lord, not another mouth 
ful do you ’ave No nice puddm’ • Nothing*” 

“And kept us in, she did, every afternoon for a 
week*” 

It seemed to be the end, and Mr Polly replied, with 
an air of being piofoundly impressed, “Really*” 
“Elfrid*” a little disheartened 
“ And then they ’ad it * They found he’d swallowed 

the very key to unlock the draiver ” 

“Then don’t let people go casting snacks*” 

“ Who^s casting snacks?” 

“ Elfrid * This lady wants to know, ’ave the Prossers 
left Canterbury ?” 

“No wish to male mj'Self disagreeable, not to God’s 
’umblest worm 

“Alf, you aren’t very busy with that brawn up 
there*” 

And so on for the hour 

The general effect upon Mr Polly at the time was at 
once confusing and exhilarating, but it led him to eat 
copiously and carelessly, and long before the end, when 
after an hour and a quaiter a movement took the party, 
and It pushed away its cheese plates and rose sighing 
and stretching from the remains of the repast, little 
streaks and bands of dyspeptic irritation and melancholy 
were darkening the serenity of his mind 

He stood between the mantel-shelf and the window 
— the blinds were up now — and the Larkins sisters 
clustered about him He battled with the oncoming 
depression, and forced himself to be extremely facetious 
about two noticeable rings on Annie’s hand “They 
ain’t real,” said Annie coquettishly “ Got ’em out of 
a prize packet ” 
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“ Prize packet in trousers I expect,” said Mr Polly, 
and awakened inextinguishable laughter 

'‘Oh, the Things you say*” said Minnie, slapping 
his shoulder 

Something he had quite extraordinaril} forgotten 
came into his head 

" Bless my heart*” he cried, suddenly serious 
"What’s the matter?” asked Johnson 
" Ought to ha\ e gone back to shop three days ago 
They’ll make no end of a row*” 

" Lor’, you are a treat * ’ said Cousin Annie and 
screamed with laughter at a delicious idea ' You’ll get 
the Chuck,” she said 

Mr Polly made a convulsive grimace at her 
"I’ll die*” she said "I don’t believe you care a 
bit ” 

Feeling a little disorganised by her hihntv and a 
shocked expression that had come to the face of Cousin 
Miriam, he made some indistinct excuse and went out 
through the back room and scullery into the little 
garden The cool air and a very slight drizzle of rain 
uas a relief — anyhow But the black mood of the 
replete dyspeptic had come upon him His soul 
darkened hopelessly He walked with his hands m his 
pockets down the path between the rows of exception- 
ally cultured peas, and unreasonably, oyerwhelmingly, 
he was smitten by sorrow for his father The heady 
noise and muddle and confused excitement of the feast 
passed from him like a curtain drawn away He thought 
of that hot and angry and struggling creature who had 
tugged and sworn so foolishlv at the sofa upon the 
twisted staircase, and who was now lying still and 
hidden at the bottom of a wall sided, oblong pit, 
beside the heaped gravel that would presently cover 
him The stillness of it * the wonder of it * the infinite 
reproach * Hatred for all these people— all of them— 
possessed Mr Polly’s soul 

" Hen-witted gigglers ” said Mr Polly 
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He went down to the fence, and stood with his 
hands on it, staring away at nothing He stayed there 
for what seemed a long time From the house came a 
sound of raised voices that subsided, and then Mrs 
Johnson calling for Bessie 

Gowlish gusto,” said Mr Polly ‘‘ Jumping it in 
Funeraial Games Don’t hurt him, of course Doesn’t 
matter to him ” 

Nobody missed Mr Polly for a long time 

When at last he reappeared among them his eye was 
almost grim, but nobody noticed his eye They were 
looking at watches, and Johnson was being omniscient 
about trains They seemed to discover Mr Polly afresh 
just at the moment of parting, and said a number of 
more or less appropriate things But Uncle Pentstemon 
was far too worried about his rush basket, which had 
been carelessly mislaid, he seemed to think with 
larcenous intentions, to remember Mr Polly at all 
Mrs Johnson had tried to fob him off with a similar 
but inferior basket — ^his own had one handle mended 
with string according to a method of peculiar virtue and 
inimitable distinction known only to himself — and the 
old gentleman had taken her attempt as the gravest 
reflection upon his years and intelligence Mr Polly 
was left very largely to the Larkins trio Cousin Minnie 
became shameless, and kept kissing him good-bye — and 
then finding out it wasn’t time to go Cousin Miriam 
seemed to think her silly, and caught Mr Polly’s eye 
sympathetically Cousin Annie ceased to giggle, and 
lapsed into a nearly sentimental state She said with 
real feeling that she had enjoyed the funeral more than 
words could tell 




FIFTH 


Rommtce 


Mr POLLY returned to Clapham from the 
funeral celebrations prepared for trouble, and took his 
dismissal m a manly spirit 

‘‘You’ve merely antjseparated me by a hair,” he said 
politely 

And he told them in the dormitory that he meant 
to take a little holiday before his next crib, though a 
certain inherited reticence suppressed the fact of the 
legacy 

“ You’ll do that all right,” said Ascough, the head 
of the boot-shop “ It’s quite the fashion just at 
present Six Weeks m Wonderful Wood Street 
They’re running excursions ” 

“ A little holiday ” , that was the form his sense of 
wealth took first — it made a little holiday possible 
Holidays were his life, and the rest merely adulterated 
living And now he might take a little holiday and 
have money for railway fares and money for meals, and 
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money for inns But — He wanted someone to take 

the holiday with 

For a time he cherished a design of hunting up 
Parsons, getting him to throw up his situation, and 
going with him to Stratford-on Avon and Shrewsbury, 
and the Welsh mountains and the Wye, and a lot of 
places like that, for a really gorgeous, careless, illimit 
able old holiday of a month But, alas ’ Parsons had 
gone from the St PauFs Churchyard outfitter’s long 
ago, and left no address 

Polly tiled to think he would be almost as happy 
wandering alone, but he knew bettei He had dreamt 
of casual encounteis with delightfully interesting people 
by the wayside — even romantic encounters Such 
things happened in Chaucer and ‘‘ Bocashiew ” , they 
happened with extreme facility in Mi Richard le 
Gallienne’s veiy detiimental book, “The Quest of the 
Golden Girl,” which he had read at Canterburj , but 
he had no confidence they would happen in England — 
to him 

When, a month later, he came out of the Clapham 
side dooi at last into the bright sunshine of a fine 
London dav, with a dazzling sense of limitle s freedom 
upon him, he did nothing more adventurous than order 
the cabin m to dri\e to Waterloo, and there take a ticket 
to Easewood 

He wanted — what did he want most in life ? I think 
his distinctive craving is best expiessed as fun — fun in 
companionship He had already spent a pound or two 
upon three select feasts to his fellow assistants, sprat 
suppers they were, and there had been a great and very 
successful Sunday pilgrimage to Richmond, by Wands 
worth and Wimbledon’s open common, a trailing 
garrulous company walking about a solemnly happy 
host, to wonderful cold meat and salad at the Roebuck, 
a bowl of punch, punch* and a bill to correspond but 
now It was a week dav, and he went down to Ease- 
wood with his bag and portmanteau in a solitarv com- 
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partment, and looked out of the window upon a world 
m which every possible congenial seemed either toiling 
in a situation or else looking for one with a gnawing 
and hopelessly preoccupying anxiety He stared out of 
the window at the exploitation roads of suburbs and 
rows of houses all very much alike, either emphatically 
and impatiently TO LET, or full of rather busy un 
social people Near Wimbledon he had a glimpse of 
golf-links, and saw two elderly gentlemen, who, had 
the) chosen, might have been gentlemen of grace and 
leisure, addressing themselves to smite hunted little 
white balls great distances with the utmost bitterness 
and dexterity Mr Polly could not understand them 
Every road, he remarked as freshly as though he had 
never observed it before, was bordered by inflexible 
palings or iron fences or severely disciplined hedges 
He wondered if perhaps abroad there might be beauti 
fully careless, unenclosed highroads Perhaps after all 
the best way of taking a holiday is to go abroad 
He was haunted by the memory of what was either 
a half-forgotten picture or a dream, a carriage was 
drawn up by the wajside and four beautiful people, 
two men and two women graciously dressed, were 
dancing a formal ceremonious dance, full of bows and 
curtseys, to the music of a wandering fiddler they had 
encountered They had been driven one way and he 
walking another — a happy encounter wnith this obvious 
result They might have come straight out of happy 
Theleme, whose motto is “ Do what thou wilt ” The 
driver had taken his two sleek horses out, they grazed 
unchallenged, and he sat on a stone clapping time with 
his hands while the fiddler played The shade of the 
trees did not altogether shut out the sunshine, the grass 
in the wood was lush and full of still daffodils, the turf 
they danced on was starred with daisies 

Mr Polly, dear heart ^ firmly believed that things 
like that could and did happen — somewhere Only it 
puzzled him that morning that he never saw them 
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happening Perhaps they happened south of Guildford * 
Perhaps they happened m Italy Perhaps they ceased 
to happen a hundred years ago Perhaps they happened 
just round the cornei — on week-days when ail good 
Mr Pollys are safely shut up in shops And so dream 
ing of delightful impossibilities until his heart ached 
for them, he was rattled along in the suburban tr«in 
to Johnson’s discreet home and the briskly stimulating 
welcome of Mrs Johnson 


§2 

Ml Polly translated his restless craving for joy and 
leisure into Harold Johnsonese by saying that he meant 
to look about him for a bit before going into another 
situation It was a decision Johnson very warmly 

approved It was arranged that Mr Polly should 

occupy his former room and board with the Johnsons 
in considei*»tion of a weekly payment of eighteen 
shillings And the next moining Mr Polly went out 
eaily and reappeared with a purchase, a safety bicacle 
which he proposed to study and master in the sandy 
lane below the Johnsons’ house But over the struggles 
that pieceded his mastery it is humane to diaw a veil 
And also Mr Polly bouo-ht a number of books, 
Rabelais for his own, and “The Arabian Nights,” the 
works of Sterne, a pile of “Tales from Blackwood,” 
cheap m a second-hand book shop, the plays of William 
Shakespear, a second-hand copy of Belloc’s “ Path to 
Rome,” an odd volume of “ Purchas his Pilgrimes ” and 
“ The Life and Death of Jason ” 

“Better get yourself a good book on bookkeeping,” 
said Johnson, turning over perplexing pages 

A belated spring, to make up for lost time, was now 
ad\ancing with great strides Sunshine and a stirring 
wind were poured out over the land, fleets of towering 
clouds sailed upon urgent tremendous missions across 
the blue sea of heaven, and presently Mr Polly was 
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ndmg a little unstably along unfamiliar Surrey roads, 
wondering always what was round the next corner, and 
marking the blackthorn and looking out for the first 
white fiower-buds of the may He was perplexed and 
distressed, as indeed are all nght-thinking souls, that 
there is no may in early May 

He did not ride at the even pace sensible people 
use, who have marked out a journey from one place to 
another, and settled what time it will take them He 
rode at variable speeds, and always as though he was 
looking for something that missing left life attractive 
still, but a little wanting in significance And some- 
times he was so unreasonably happy he had to whistle 
and sing and sometimes he was incredibly, but not at 
all painfully, sad His indigestion vanished with air 
and exercise, and it was, quite pleasant in the evening 
to stroll about the gaiden with Johnson and discuss 
plans for the future Johnson was full of ideas More 
over, Mr Polly had marked the load that led to Stamton, 
that rising popular suburb, and as his bicycle legs grew 
strong his wheel, with a sort of inevitableness, carried 
him towards a row of houses in a back stree in which 
his Larkins cousins made their home together 
He was received with great enthusiasm 
The stieet was a dingy little street, a cul de sac of 
very small houses in a low, each with an almost flattened 
bow window and a blistered brown door with a black 
knocker He poised ms bright new bicycle against the 
window, and knocked and stood waiting, and felt him 
self in his straw hat and black serge suit a very pleasant 
and prosperous-looking figure The door was opened 
by Cousin Miriam She was wearing a bluish print 
dress that bi ought out a kind of sallow warmth in her 
skin, and although it was nearl} four o’clock m the 
afternoon her sleeves were tucked up, as if for some 
domestic task, above her elbows, showing her rather 
slender but very shapely j^ellowish arms The loosely 
pinned bodice confessed a delicately roinded neck 
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For a moment she regarded him with suspicion and a 
faint hostility, and then recognition dawned in her eyes 
“ Whv she said, “ it’s Cousin Flfrid 
Thought Fd look you up,” he said 
‘‘Fancy you coming to see us like this’” she 
answered 

They stood confronting one another for a moment, 
while Miriam collected her&elf for the unexpected 

emergency 

“ Explorations menanderings,” said Mr Polly, indi 
eating the bicycle 

Miriam’s face betrayed no appreciation of the remark 
“Wait a moment,” she said, coming to a rapid 
decision, “ and I’ll tell Ma ” 

She closed the door on him abruptly, leaving him a 
little surprised in the street “Ma’” he heard her 
calling, and a swift speech followed, the import of 
which he didn’t catch Then she reappeared It 

seemed but an instant, but she was changed, the arms 
had vanished into sleeves, the apron had gone, a certain 
pleasing disorder of the hair had been at least reproved 
“ I didn’t mean to shut you out,” she said, coming 
out upon the step “ I just told Ma How are yon, 
Elfrid? You are looking well I didn’t know you rode 
a bicycle Is it a new one?” 

She leaned upon his bicycle “Bright it is’” she 

said “ What a trouble you must have to keep it 

clean ’” 

Mr Polly was aware of a rustling transit along the 
passage, and of the house suddenly full of hushed but 
strenuous movement 

“ It’s plated mostly,” said Mr Polly 
“What d’you carry m that little bag thing?” she 
asked, and then branched off to “We’re all in a mess 
to day, you know It’s my cleaning-up day to-day I’m 
not a bit tidy, I know, but I do like to ’ave a go in at 
things now and then They*d leave everything, I 

believe If I let ’em You got to take us as you 
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find us, Elfnd Mercy we wasn’t all oul ” She paused 
She was talking against time “ I am glad to see j'OU 
again,” she repeated 

" Couldn’t keep away,” said Mr Polly gallantly 
“ Had to come over and see my pretty cousins 
again ” 

Miriam did not answer for a moment She coloured 
deeply '‘You do say things*” she said 

She stared at Mr Polly, and his unfortunate sense of 
fitness made h^m nod his head towards her, regard her 
firmly with a round brown eye, and add impressively 
“ I don t sav johich of them ” 

Her answering expression made him realise for an 
instant the teirible dangers he trifled with A\idity 
flared up in her eyes Minnie’s voice came happily to 
dissolve the situation 

^’Ello, Elfnd*” she said from the door-step 
Her hair was just passably tid}, and she was a little 
effaced by a red blouse, but there was no mistaking the 
genuine brightness of her welcome 

He was to come in to tea, and Mrs Lad ms, erubei- 
antly genial in a floriferous but dingy flannel dressing- 
gown appeared to confirm that He brought in hi 
bicycle and put it in a narrow, empty, dingy passage, 
and every one crowded into a small, untidy kitchen, 
whose table had been hastily cleared of the debris of 
the midday repast 

“You must come in ’ere,’ said Mrs Larkins “for 
Miriam’s turning out the front room I never did see 
such a girl for cleanin’ up Miriam’s ’Oliday’s a scrub 
You’ve caught us on the ’Op, as the sayin’ is, but 
Welcome all the same Pitv Annie’s at work to-day 
she won’t be ’ome till seven ” 

Miriam put chairs and attended to the fire, Minnie 
edged up to Mr Polly and said, “ I am glad to see you 
again, Elfnd,” with a warm contiguous intimacy that 
betrayed a broken tooth Mrs Larkins got out tea- 
things, and descanted on the noble simplicity of their 
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lives, and how he ‘ mustn’t mind oi r simple ways ” 
The} enveloped Mr Polly with a geniality that in 
toxicated his amiable nature, he insisted upon helping 
to lay the things, and cieated enormous laughta by 
pretending not to know vhere plates and knives and 
cups ought to go “ Who m I going to sit next he 
said, and developed voluminous amusement by attempts 
to arrange the plates so that he could lub elbo\\s with 
all three Mrs Larkirs had to sit down in the Windsor 
chair by the grandfather clock (which was dark with 
dirt, and not going) to laugh at her ease at his well 
acted perplexity 

They got seated at last, and Mr Polly struck a vein 
of humour in telling them how he learned to iide the 
bicycle He found the mere repetition of the word 
“wabble” sufficient to produce almost inextinguishable 
mirth 

*No foreseeing little «ccidentulous misadventures,” 
he said, “ none whatever ” 

(Giggle from Minnie) 

“ Stout elderly gentleman — shut sleeves — large straw 
waste-paper billet sort of hat — stirts to cross the road 
— going to the oil shop — prod c refreshment of oil 
can ” 

“Don’t say }ou run ’im down,” said Mr lari ins, 
gasping “Don’t sav }ou run ’im down, Elfiid’” 

“Run ’im down* Not me. Madam, I never run 
anything down Wabble Ring the bell Wabble, 
wabble ’ 

(I aughter and tears ) 

“ No one’s going to run him down Hears the bell ’ 
Wabble Gust of wind Off comes the hat smack into 
the wheel Wabble Lord! juhafs going to happen? 
Hat across the road, old gentleman after it, bell shriek 
He ran into me Didn’t ring his bell, hadn’t got a 
bell — ^just ran into me Over I went clinging to his 
veneiable head Down he went with me clinging to 
him Oil-can blump, blump into the road ” 
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(Interlude while Minnie is attended to for crumb in 
the windpipe ) 

‘‘Well, what happened to the old man with the oil 
can?” said Mrs Larkins 

“We sat about among the debreece and had a bit of 
an argument I told him he oughtn’t to come out 
wearing such a dangerous hat — ^flying at things Said 
if he couldn’t control his hat, he ought to leave it at 
home High old jawbacious argument we had, I tell 
you ‘ I tell you. Sir — ’ ‘ I tell you. Sir ’ Waw-waw- 
waw Infuriacious But that’s the sort of thing that’s 
constantly happening, you know — on a bicycle People 
run into you, hens, and cats, and dogs, and things 
Everything seems to have its mark on you, everything ” 

“ You never run into anything ” 

“ Never, Swelpme,” said Mi Polly very solemnly 

“ Never, ’E say ’ ’ squealed Minnie “ Hark at ’im 
and relapsed into a condition that urgently demanded 
back-thumping “ Don’t be so silly,” said Miriam, 
thumping hard 

Mr Polly had never been such a social success before 
They hung upon his ever) woid — and laughed What 
a family they were for laughter* And he loved 
laughter The background he apprehended dimlv, it 
was very much the sort of background his life had 
always had There was a threadbare table cloth on the 
table, and the slop-basin and teapot did not go with the 
cups and saucers, the plates were different again, the 
knives worn down, the butter lived in a greenish glass 
dish of Its own Behind was a dresser hung with spare 
and miscellaneous crockerv, with a work-box and an 
untidy work-basket, there was an ailing musi plant m 
the window and the tattered and blotched wall-paper 
was covered by bright coloured grocers’ almanacs 
Feminine wrappings hung from pegs upon the door, 
and the floor was covered with a varied collection of 
fragments of oilcloth The Windsor chair he sat in was 
unstable — and presently afforded material for humour 
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‘‘Stead) old nag,” he said, “Whoa, mv friskiacious 
palfrey* ’ 

“The things he says* You never know what he 
won’t say ne\t*” 

§3 

“You ain’t tailin’ of goin’*” cried Mrs Larkins 

“ Supper at eight ” 

“Stay to supper with us now }ou ^ave come over,” 
said Mrs Lari ins, with conoborating cues from l^linnie 
‘ ’Ave a bit of a walk with the gals, and then come 
back to supper You might all go and meet Annie 
while I straighten up, and lay things out ” 

“You re not to go touching the front loom, mind,” 
said Miriam 

‘ 'Vi/Jid*s going to touch yer front room*^” said Mrs 
Larkins, apparently forgetful for the moment of Mr 
Polly 

Both girls dressed with some care while Mrs Larkins 
sketched the better side of their characters, and then 
the three >oung people went out to see something of 
Stamton In the streets their risible mood gave way to a 
self conscious propriety that was particularly evident in 
Miriam’s bearing They took Mr Polly to the Stamton 
wrcckery-ation ground — that at least was what they 
called It — ^with its handsome custodian’s cottage, its 
asphalt paths, its Jubilee drmking-fountain, its clumps 
of wallflowers and daffodils its charmingly artistic 
notice boaids with green bordeis and “art” lettering, 
and so to the new cemetery and a distant view of the 
Surrey hills, and round by the gas-worl s to the canal, 
to the factory that presently disgorged a surprised and 
radiant Annie 

“ ’E1-/(7 /” said Annie 

It is verv pleasant to every properly constituted mind 
to be a centre of amiable interest for one’s fellow 
creatures, and when one is a young man conscious of 
becoming mourning and a certain wit, and the fellow 
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creatuies are three young and ardent and sufficiently 
expressive young women who dispute for the honour of 
walking by one’s side, one may be excused a secret 
exaltation They did dispute 

“ Fm going to ’ave hm now,” said Annie ‘‘ You 
two’ve been ’aving hm all the safternoon Besides, 
Fve got something to say to ’im ” 

She had something to say to him It came presently 
“ I say,” she said abruptly, I dtd get them rings 
out of a prize paclet ’ 

‘‘ What rings ?” asked Mr Polly 
‘‘What you saw at your poor father’s funeral You 
made out they meant something They didn’t — 
straight ” 

Then some people have been very remiss about 
their chanceb, said Mr Polly, understanding 

“ They haven’t had any chances,” said Annie ** I 
don’t believe in making oneself too free with people ” 
Nor me,” said Mr Polly 

“ I may be a bit larky and cheerful in my manner,” 
Annie admitted But it don’t mean anything I ain’t 
that sort ” 

“ Right o,” said Mr Polly 

§4 

It was past ten when Mr Polly found himself riding 
back towards Easewood in a broad moonlight and with 
a little Japanese lantern dangling from his handle-bar, 
making a fiery circle of pinkish light on and round- 
about his front wheel He was mightily pleased with 
himself and the day There had been four ale to 
drink at supper mixed with ginger beer, very free and 
jolly in a jug No shadow fell upon the agreeable 
excitement of his mind until he faced the anxious and 
reproachful face of Johnson, who had been sitting up 
for him, smoking and trying to read the odd volume 
of “ Purchas his Pilgnmes ” — about the monk who went 
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into Sarmatia and saw those limitless Tartar carts that 
carried tents 

‘‘Not had an accident, Elfrid?” said Johnson 

The weakness of Mr Pollv’s character came out m 
his reply 

“ Not much,” he said “ Pedal got a bit loo e m 
Stamton, O’ Man Couldn’t ride it, so I looked up 
the cousins while I waited ” 

“ Not the Lari ms lot 

“ Yes ” 

Johnson yawned hugel}, and asked for and \\as given 
friendly particulars 

“ Well,” he said, “ better get to bed I been reading 
that book of yoiiis rum sti ff Can’t make it out 
quite Quite out of date, I should say, if j^ou asked 
me ” 

“ Th«t’s all right, O’ Man,” said Mr Poll) 

“ Not a bit of Uae for anything that I can see ” 

“ Not a bit ” 

“ See any shops in Stamton ?” 

“ Nothing to speak of,” said Mr Polly “ Goo’ 
night, O’ Man ” 

Before and after this brief conversation his mind 
ran on his cousins very warmly and prettily in the 
vein of high spring Mr Polly had been drinking at 
the poisoned fountains of English literature, fountains 
so unsinted to the needs of a decent cleik or shopman, 
fountains chaiged with the dangerous suggestion that 
It becomes a man of gaiety and spirit to make love 
gallantly and rathei caielessly It seemed to him that 
evening to be handsome and humorous and practicable 
to mal e love to all his cousins It wasn’t that he liked 
any of them particularly, but he liked something about 
them He liked their youth and femininity, their 
reaolute high spirits, and their interest in him 

They laughed at nothing and knew nothing, and 
Minnie had lost a tooth, and Annie screamed and 
shouted, but they were interesting, intensely interesting 
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And Miriam wasn’t so bad as the others He had 
kissed them all, and had been kissed in addition several 
times by Minnie — ‘ oscoolatorv exercises ” 

He buried his nose in his pillow and went to leep 
— to dream of anything rather than getting on in the 
world, as a sensible young man in his position ought to 
have done 

§5 

And now Mr Polly began to lead a double life 
With the Johnsons he professed to be inclined, but 
not so conclusively inclined as to be inconvenient, to 
get a shop for himself — to be, to use the phrase he 
preferred, looking for an opening ” He would ride 
off m the afternoon upon that research, remarking that 
he was going to “ cast a strategical eye ” on Chertsey 
or Weybridge But if not all roads, still a great majority 
of them led by however devious wavs to Stamton, and 
to laughter and increasing familiarity Relations 
developed with Annie and Minnie and Miriam Their 
various characters were increasingly interesting The 
laughter became perceptibly less abundant, something of 
the fi27 had gone from the first opening, still these 
visits remained wonderfully friendly and upholding 
Then back he would come to giave and evasive dis- 
cussions with Johnson 

Johnson was really anxious to get Mr Polly ‘‘into 
something ” His was a reserved, honest character, and 
he would really have preferred to see his lodger doing 
things for himself than receiving his money for house- 
keeping He hated waste, anybody’s waste, much more 
than he desired profit But Mrs Johnson was all for 
Mr Polly’s loitering She seemed much the more 
human and likeable of the two to Mr Polly 

He tried at times to work up enthusiasm for the 
various avenues to well-being his discussion with Johnson 
opened But they remained disheartening prospects He 
imagined himself wonderfully smartened up, acquiring 
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style and value m a London shop, but the picture was 
stiff and unconvincing He tried to rouse himself to 
enthusiasm by the idea of his property inci easing by 
leaps and bounds, by twenty pounds a year or so, let us 
say, each year, in a well-placed little shop, the corner 
shop Johnson favoured 1 here was a certain picturesque 
interest in imagining cutthroat economics, but his heart 
told him there would be little in practising them 
And then it happened to Mr Polly that real Romance 
came out of dreamland into his life, intoxicated and 
gladdened him with sweet beautiful suggestions — and 
left him She came and left him as that dear lady 
leaves so many of us, alas ’ not sparing him one jot or 
one tittle of the hollowness of her retreating aspect 
It was all the more to Mr Polly’s taste that the 
thing should happen as things happen in bool 

In a resolute attempt not to get to S tarn ton that dav, 
he had turned due southward from Easewood towards 
a country where the abundance of bracken jungles, 
lady’s smock, stitchwort, bluebells, and grassy stretches 
by the wayside under shady trees does much to com 
pensate the lighter type of mind for the absence of 
promising openings ” He turned aside from the road, 
wheeled his machine along a faintly marked attractive 
trail through bracken until he came to a heap of logs 
against a high old stone wall with a damaged coping 
and wallflower plants already gone to seed He sat 
down, balanced the straw hat on a convenient lump of 
wood, lit a cigarette, and abandoned himself to agree 
able musings and the friendly observation of a cheerful 
little brown and-grey bird his stillness presently en 
couraged to approach him 

This is All Right,” said Mr Polly softly to the 
little brown and-grey bird Business — later ” 

He reflected that he might go on in this way for 
four or five years, and then be scarcely worse off than 
he had been in his father’s lifetime 
Vile Business,” said Mr Polly 
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Then Romance appeared Or to be exact, Romance 
became audible 

Romance began as a senes of small but increasingly 
vigorous movements on the other side of the wall, then 
a voice murmuring, then as a falling of little fragments 
on the other side and as ten pink finger-tips, scarcely 
apprehended before Romance became startlingly and 
emphatically a leg, remained for a time a fine, slender, 
actively struggling limb, brown-stockinged, and wearing 
a brown toe worn shoe, and then A handsome, 

red haired giil wearing a short dress of blue linen was 
sitting astride the wall, panting, considerably disarranged 
by her climbing, and as yet unaware of Mr Polly 
His fine instincts made him turn his head away and 
assume an attiti de of negligent contemplation, with his 
ears and mind alue to eveiy sound behind him 

“Goodness’” said a voice, with a sharp note of 
surprise 

Mr Polly was on his feet in an instant “ Dear me ’ 
Can I be of any assistance^” he said, with deferential 
gallantry 

“ I don’t know,” said the young ladv, and regarded 
him calmly with clear blue eyes “ I didn’t know there 
was any one here,” she added 

“ Sorry,” said Mr Polly, “ if I am intrudacious I 
didn’t know you didn’t want me to be here ” 

She reflected for a moment on the word 
“ It isn’t that,” she said, surveying him “ I oughtn’t 
to get over the wall,” she explained *Mt’s out of 
bounds, at least in term time But this being holi- 
days ” 

Her manner placed the matter before him 
“ Holidays is different,” said Mr Polly 
“ I don’t want to actually hreak the rules,” she said 
“ Leave them behind you,” said Mr Polly, with a 
catch of the breath, “ where they are safe ” And 
marvelling at his own wit and daring, and indeed 
trembling within himself, he held out a hand for her 
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She brought another brown leg from the unknown, 
and arranged her skirt with a dexterity altogether 
feminine 

think ril stay on the wall,” she decided So 

long as some of me’s in bounds ” 

She continued to regard him with an irresistible smile 
of satisfaction Mr Polly smiled in leturn 
‘'‘You bicycle?” she said 

Mr Polly admitted the fact, and she said she did too 
All my people are in Indn,” she explained “It’s 
bea tly rot — I meant it’s frightfully dull being left here 
alone ” 

“ All my people,” said Mr Polly, “ are in heaven 
“I sayJ” 

“ Fact,” said Mi Polly “ Got nobody ” 

“ And that’s why — She checked her artless com 
ment on his mourning “ I say,” she said in a sym 
pathetic voice, “I am sorrv I really am Was it a 
fire, or a ship — or something?” 

Her sympathy was very delightful He shook his 
head “The ordinary tables of mortality,” he said 
“ First one, and then another ” 

Behind his outward melancholy, delight was dancing 
wildl} 

“Aie you lonely?” asked the girl 
Mr Polly nodded 

“I was just sitting there in melancholic recti ospect 
atiousness,” he said, indicating the logs, and again a 
swift thoughtfulness swept acioss her face 

“ There’s no harm in our talking,” she reflected 
“It’s a kindness Won’t you get down?” 

She reflected, and surveyed the turf below and the 
scene around, and him 

“ I’ll stay on the wall,” she said, “ if only for bounds’ 
sake ” 

She certainly looked quite adorable on the wall She 
had a fine neck and pointed chin that was particularly 
admirable from below, and pretty eves and fine eye 
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brows are never so pretty as when they look down upon 
one But no calculation of that sort, thank Heaven, 
was going on beneath her ruddy shock of hair 

§6 

“ Let’s talk,” she said, and for a time they were both 
tongue-tied 

Mr Polly’s liteiary proclivities had taught him that 
under such circumstances a strain of gallantry was de- 
manded And something in his blood repeated that 
lesson 

'‘You make me feel like one of those old knights,” 
he said, "who rode about the country looking for 
dragons and beautiful maidens and chivalresque adven- 
tures ” 

"Oh»” she said "Why?” 

" Beautiful maiden,” he said 

She flushed under her freckles with the quick bright 
flush those pretty red-haired people ha% e " Nonsense 
she said 

"You are I’m not the first to tell you that A 
beautiful maiden imprisoned in an enchanted school ” 

" You wouldn’t think it enchanted ” 

"And here am I — clad in steel Well, not exactly, 
but my fiery war-horse is, anyhow Ready to absquatu- 
late all the dragons, and rescue you ” 

She laughed, a jolly laugh, that showed delightfully 
gleaming teeth " I wish you could see the dragons,” 
she said, with great enjoyment Mr Polly felt they 
were a sun’s distance from the world of every day 

"Fly with me*” he dared 

She stared for a moment, and then went off into 
peals of laughter " You are funny *” she said " Why, 
I haven’t known you five minutes ” 

"One doesn’t — in this medevial world My mind 
IS made up, anyhow ” 

He was proud and pleased with his joke, and quick 
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to change his key neatly “ I wish one could,” he 
said 

I wonder if people e\ er did ” 
there were people like you ” 

^^We don’t even know each other’s names,” she 
remarked, with a descent to matteis of fact 
Yours IS the prettiest name in the world ” 

^^How do you know?” 

‘Mt must be — anyhow ” 

It ts rather pretty, you know It’s Christabel ” 
^‘What did I tell you?” 

‘‘And yours?” 

“ Poorer than I deserve It’s Mfied ” 

“ 7 can’t call you Alfred ” 

“Well, Polly ” 

“It’s a girl’s name^” 

For a moment he went out of tune “ I wish it 
was,” he said, and could have bitten out his tongue 
at the Larkins sound of it 

“ I shan’t forget it,” she remarked consolingly 
“ I say,” she said, in the pause that followed, “ why 
are you riding about the country on a bicycle?” 

“ I’m doing It because I like it ” 

She sought to estimate his social status on her limited 
basis of expeiience He stood leaning with one hand 
against the wall, lool ing up at her and tingling with 
daring thoughts He was a littleish man, you must 
remember, but neither mean looking nor unhandsome 
m those days, sunburnt by his holiday and now warmly 
flushed Pie had an inspiration to simple speech that 
no practised trifler with love could have bettered 
“ There ts love at first sight,” he said, and said it 
sincerely 

She stared at him with eyes round and big with 
excitement 

“ I think,” she said slowly, and without any signs 
of fear or retreat, “ I ought to get back over the wall ” 
“It needn’t matter to you,” he said, “I’m just a 
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nobody But I know you are the best and most beauti 
ful thing Tve ever spoken to ” His breath caught 
against something “No harm in telling you that,” he 
said 

“ I should have to go back if I thought you were 
serious, ’ she said after a pause, and they both smiled 
together 

After that they talked in a fragmentary way for 
some time The blue eyes surveyed Mr Polly with 
kindly curiosity from under a broad, finely modelled 
bro^v, much as an exceptionally intelligent cat might 
survey a new sort of dog She meant to find out ail 
about him She asked questions that riddled the honest 
knight in armour below, and probed ever nearer to the 
hateful secret of the shop and his normal servitude And 
when he made a flourish and mispronounced a word, 
a thoughtful shade passed like the shadow of a cloud 
across her face 

“ Boom ’ ” came the sound of a gong 
“Lordy^” ciied the girl, and flashed a pair of brown 
legs at him and was gone 

Then her pink finger-tips reappeared, and the top of 
her red hair “ Knight, ’ she cried from the other side 
of the wall “ Knight there’” 

“Lady’” he answered 
“ Come again to-morrow ” 

“ At your command But ” 

“ Yes?” 

“Just one finger” 

“What do you mean?” 

“To kiss ” 

The rustle of retreating footsteps and silence 
But after he had waited next day for twenty minutes 
she reappeaied, a little out of breath with the effort 
to surmount the wall, and head first this time And 
It seemed to him she was lighter and more daring and 
altogether prettier than the dreams and enchanted 
memories that had filled the interval 
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§7 

From the first to last their acquaintance lasted ten 
days, but into that time Mr Polly packed ten years of 
dreams 

He don’t seem,” said Johnson, “ to take a serious 
interest in anything That shop at the corner’s bound 
to be snapped up if he don’t look out ” 

The girl and Mi Polly did not meet on every one 
of those ten days, one was Sunday and she could not 
come, and on the eighth the school reassembled and 
she made vague excuses All their meetings amounted 
to this, that she sat on the wall, moie or less in bounds 
as she expressed it, and let Mr Polly fall m lo\e with 
her and try to express it below She sat in a state of 
irresponsible exaltation, watching him, and at intervals 
prodding a vivisecting point of encouragement into him, 
with that strange passive cruelty which is natural and 
proper in her sex and age 

And Mr Polly fell m love, as though the world had 
given way beneath him and he had dropped through 
into another, into a world of luminous clouds and of a 
desolate, hopeless wilderness of desiring and of wild 
valleys of unreasonable ecstas}, a world whose infinite 
miseries were finer and in some inexplicable way sweeter 
than the purest gold of the daih life, whose joys— 
they were indeed but the merest i emote glimpses of joy 
— ^were brightei than a dying martyi’s vision of heaven 
Her smiling face looked down upon him out of the 
sky, her careless pose was the living body of life It 
was senseless, it was utterly foolish, but all that was 
best and richest in Mr Polly’s nature broke like a wave 
and foamed up at the girl’s feet, and died, and never 
touched her And she sat on the wall and marvelled 
at him, and was amused, and once, suddenly moved and 
wrung by his pleading, she bent down rather shame 
facedlv and gave him a freckled, tennis-blistered little 
paw to kiss And she looked into his eyes and suddenly 
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felt a perplexity, a curious swimming of the mind that 
made her recoil and stiffen, and wonder afterwards and 
dream 

And then with some instinct of self-protection she 
went and told her three best friends, great students 
of character all, of this remarkable phenomenon she 
had discovered on the other side of the wall 

“ Look here,” said Mr Polly, Fm wild for the 
love of you • I can’t keep up this gesticulatious game 
any more Fm not a Knight Treat me as a human 
man You may sit up there smiling, but Fd die in 
torments to have you mine for an hour I’m nobody 
and nothing But look here’ Will you wait for me 
five years'* You’re just a girl yet, and it wouldn’t be 
hard ” 

“ Shut up ’ ” said Christabel, in an aside he did 
not hear, and something he did not see touched her 
hand 

‘‘ I’ve always been just dilletentytating about till 
now, but I could work I’ve just woke up Wait till 
Fve got a chance with the money I’ve got ” 

“But you haven’t got much money’” 

“ Fve got enough to take a chance with, some sort of 
chance Fd find a chance I’ll do that, anyhow 
I’ll go away I mean what I say I’ll stop trifling 
and shirking If I don’t come back it won’t matter 
If I do ” 

Her expression had become uneasy Suddenly she 
bent down towards him 

“Don’t’” she said in an undertone 
“Don’t— what?” 

“ Don’t go on like this ’ You’re different Go on 
being the knight who wants to kiss my hand as his — 
what did you call it?” The ghost of a smile curved 
her face “ Gurdrum ’ ” 

‘-'But 

Then through a pause they both stared at each other, 
listening 

i6 
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A muffled tumult on the other side of the wall asserted 
Itself 

‘‘ Shut u'p, Rosie said a voice 
** I tell you I will see ’ I can’t half hear Give me 
a leg up 

"‘You Idiot’ He’ll see you You’re spoiling every 
thing ” 

The bottom dropped out of Mr Polly’s world He 
felt as people must feel who are going to faint 
“ You’ve got some one — ” he said, aghast 
She found life inexpressible to Mr Polly She 
addressed some unseen hearers “You filthy little 
Beasts’” she cried, with a sharp note of agony in her 
voice, and swung herself back over the wall and vanished 
There was a squeal of pain and fear, and a swift, fierce 
altercation 

For a couple of seconds he stood agape. 

Then a wild resolve to confirm his worse sense of 
what was on the other side of the wall made him seize 
a log, put It against the stones, clutch the parapet 
with insecure fingers, and lug himself to a momentary 
balance on the wall 

Romance and his goddess had vanished 
A red-haired girl with a pigtail was wringing the wrist 
of a schoolfellow, who shrieked with pain and cried, 
“ Mercy ’ mercy ’ O-o o ’ Christabel ’ ” 

“You Idiot’” cried Christabel “You giggling 
Idiot’” 

Two other young ladies made off through the beech 
trees from this outburst of savagery 

Then the grip of Mr Polly’s fingers gave, and he 
hit his chin against the stones and slipped clumsily to 
the ground again, scraping his cheek against the wall, 
and hurting his shin against the log by which he had 
reached the top Just for a moment he crouched against 
the wall 

He swore, staggered to the pile of logs, and sat down 
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He remained very still for some time, with his lips 
pressed together 

*‘Fool’” he said at last “You Blithering Fool*” 
and began to rub his shin as though he had just dis 
covered his bruises 

Afterwards he found his face was wet with blood 
— which was none the less red stuf from the heart 
because it came from slight abrasions 
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JlT IS an illogical consequence of one human being’s 
ill-treatment that we should fly immediately to another, 
but that IS the wav with us It seemed to Mr Polly 
that only a human touch could assuage the smart of 
his humiliation Moreover, it had, for some undefined 
reason, to be a feminine touch, and the number of 
women in his world was limited 

He thought of the Larkins family — the Larkins whom 
he had not been near now for ten long days Healing 
people they seemed to him now — healing, simple people 
Thev had good hearts, and he had neglected them for 
a mirage If he rode over to them he would be able to 
talk bosh, and laugh, and forget the whirl of memories 
and thoughts that was spinning round and round so un 
endurably in his brain 

Law said Mrs Larkins, come in ^ You’re quite 
a stranger, Elfiid’” 

Been seeing to business,” said the unveracious 
Polly 
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“None of ’em ain’t at ’ome, but Miriam’s just out 
to do a bit of shopping Won’t let me shop, she 
won’t, because I’m so keerless She’s a wonderful 
manager, that girl Minnie’s got some work at the 
carpet place ’Ope it won’t make *er ill again She’s 
the loving delikit sort, is Minnie Come into the 

front parlour It’s a bit untidy, but you got to take us 
as you find us Wot you been doing to your face?” 

“ Bit of a scraze with the bicj cle,” said Mr Polly 
“ ’Ow?” 

“Trying to pass a carriage on the wrong side, and 
he drew up and ran me against a wall ” 

Mrs Larkins scrutinised it “You ought to ’ave 
some one look after your scrazes,” she said “That’s 
all red and rough It ought to be cold creamed Bring 
your bicvcle into the passage and come in ” 

She “ straightened up a bit ” That is to say, she 
increased the dislocation of a number of scattered 
articles, put a work-basket on the top of several books, 
swept two or three dogs’-eared numbers of The Lady*s 
Own Novehst from the table into the broken armchair, 
and proceeded to sketch together the tea-things with 
various such interpolations as “ Law, if I ain’t forgot 
the butter’” All the while she talked of Annie’s good 
spirits and cleverness with her millinery, and of Minnie’s 
affection, and Miriam’s relative love of order and manage 
ment Mr Polly stood by the window uneasily, and 
thought how good and sincere was the Larkins’ tone 
It was well to be back again 

“You’re a long time finding that shop of yours,’ 
said Mrs Larkins 

“ Don’t do to be too precipitous,” said Mr Polly 
“ No,” said Mrs Larkins, “ once you got it you got 
It Like choosing a ’usband You better see you got it 
good I kept Larkins ’esitating two years, I did, until 
I felt sure of him A ’ansom man ’e was, as you can 
see by the looks of the girls, but ’ansom is as ’ansom 
does You’d like a bit of jam to your tea, I expect? 
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I ’ope they’ll keep their men waiting when the time 
comes I tell them if they think of marrying, it only 
shows they don’t know when they’re well off Here’s 
Miriam ' ” 

Miriam entered with several parcels in a net, and a 
peevish expression “ Mother,” she said, you might 
’ave prevented my going out with the net with the 
broken handle I’ve been cutting my fingers with the 
string all the way ’ome ” Then she discovered Mr 
Polly and her face brightened 

^‘’Ello, Elfrid’” she said ‘‘Where you been all 
this time?” 

“ Looking round,” said Mr Polly 
“ Found a shop ?” 

“ One or two likely ones But it takes time ” 

“ You’ve got the wrong cups. Mother ” 

She went into the kitchen, disposed of her purchases, 
and returned with the right cups “ What you done to 
your face. Elf rid?” she asked, and came and scrutinised 
his scratches “ All rough it is ” 

He repeated his story of the accident, and she was 
sympathetic in a pleasant, homely way 

“ You are quiet to day,” she said, as they sat down 
to tea 

“ Meditations,” said Mr Polly 
Quite by accident he touched her hand on the table, 
and she answered his touch 

“ Why not ?” thought Mr Polly, and looking up, 
caught Mrs Larkins’ eye and hushed guiltily But 
Mrs Larkins, with unusual restraint, said nothing She 
made a grimace, enigmatical, but in its essence friendly 
Presently Minnie came in with some vague grievance 
against the manager of the carpet-making place aboiit 
his method of estimating piece-work Her account was 
redundant, defective, and highly technical, but re 
deemed by a certain earnestness “ I’m never within 
sixpence of what I reckon to be,” she said “ It’s a 
bit too ’ot ” Then Mr Polly, feeling that he was 
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being conspicuously dull, launched into a description of 
the shop he was looking for and the shops he had seen 
His mind warmed up as he talked 

Found your tongue again,” said Mrs Larkins 
He had He began to embroider the subject and 
work upon it For the first time it assumed picturesque 
and desirable qualities in his mind It stimulated him 
to see how readily and willingly they accepted his 
sketches Bright ideas appeared in his mind from no 
where He was suddenly enthusiastic 

" When I get this shop of mine I shall have a cat 
Must make a home for a cat, you know ” 

“What, to catch the mice?” said Mrs Larkins 
“ No — sleep in the window A venerable signor of a 
cat Tabby Cat’s no good if it isn’t a tabby Cat I’m 
going to have, and a canary ’ Didn’t think of that before, 
but a cat and a canary seem to go, you know Summer 
weather I shall sit at breakfast in the little room behind 
the shop, sun streaming in the window to rights, cat on 
a chair, canary singing, and — Mrs Polly ” 
“’Elio’” said Mrs Larkins 

“ Mrs Polly frying an extra bit of bacon Bacon 
singing, cat singing, canary singing, kettle singing 
Mrs Pollv ” 

“ But who’s Mrs Polly going to be ?” said Mrs 
Larkins 

“ Figment of imagination, M’am,” said Mr Polly 
“ Put in to fill up picture No face to figure — as yet 
Still, that’s how it will be, I can assure you I think I 
must have a bit of garden Johnson’s the man for a 
garden, of course,” he said, going off at a tangent, but 
I don’t mean a fierce sort of garden Earnest industry 
Anxious moments Fervous digging Shan’t go in for 
that sort of garden, M’am No ’ Too much Backache 
for me My garden will be just a patch of ’sturtmms 
and sweetpea Red-bricked yard, clothes-line Trellis 
put up m odd time Humorous wind-vane Creeper 
up the back of the house ” 
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‘‘Viiginia creeper?” asked Miriam 
Canary creeper,” said Mr Polly 
You will ’ave it nice,” said Miriam desirously 
Rather,” said Mr Polly “ Ting-a4ing-a4ing 
Shop 

He straightened himself up, and they all laughed 
** Smart little shop,” he said “ Counter Desk 
All complete Umbrella-stand Carpet on the floor 
Cat asleep on the counter Ties and hose on a rail 
over the counter All right ” 

“ I wonder you don’t set about it right off,” said 
Miriam 

“ Mean to get it exactly right, M’am,” said Mr 
Polly 

** Have to have a Tom-cat,” said Mr Polly, and 
paused for an expectant moment Wouldn’t do to 
open shop one morning, you know, and find the window 
full of kittens Can’t sell kittens ” 

When tea was over he was left alone with Minnie 
for a few minutes, and an odd intimation of an incident 
occurred that left Mr Polly rather scared and shaken 
A silence fell between them — an uneasy silence He 
sat with his elbows on the table looking at her All the 
way from Easewood to Stamton his erratic imagination 
had been running upon neat ways of proposing 
marriage I don’t know why it should have done, but 
It had It was a kind of secret exercise that had not 
had any definite aim at the time, but which now re 
curred to him with extraordinary force He couldn’t 
think of anything in the world that wasn’t the gambit 
to a proposal It was almost irresistibly fascinating to 
think how immensely a few words from him would 
excite and revolutionise Minnie She was sitting at the 
table with a work-basket among the tea-things, mending 
a glove in order to avoid her share of clearing away 
*‘1 like cats,” said Minnie, after a thoughtful pause 
*‘rm always saying to Mother, I wish we ’ad a cat 
But we couldn’t ’ave a cat ’ere — not with no yard ” 
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‘‘ Never had a cat myself,” said Mr Polly 
“No’” 

“ Tm fond of them,” said Minnie 
“ I like the look of them,” said Mr Polly “ Can’t 
exactly call myself fond ” 

“ I expect I shall get one some day When about 
you get your shop ” 

“I shall have my shop all right before long,” said 
Mr Polly “ Trust me Canary-bird and all ” 

She shook her head I shall get a cat first,” she 
said You never mean anything you say ” 

“ Might get ’em together,” said Mr Polly, with his 
sense of a neat thing outrunning his discretion 

“Why' ’ow do you meani^” said Minnie, suddenly 
alert 

“Shop and cat thrown in,” said Mr Polly in spite 
of himself, and his head swam, and he broke out into 
a cold sweat as he said it 

He found her eyes fixed on him witr an eager ex 
pression ‘‘Mean to say — ?” she began, a^, if for veri 
fication He sprang to his feet, and turned to the 
window “ Little dog ’ ” he said, and moved doorward 
hastily ‘Eating my bicycle tyre, I believe,” he ex 
plained And so escaped 

He saw his bic) cle in the hall and cut it dead 
He heard Mrs Larkins in the passage behind him as 
he opened the front door 

He turned to her “Thought my bicycle was on 
file,” he said “Outside Funny fancy’ All right 
reelv Little dog outside Miriam ready 

“What for?” 

“To go and meet Annie” 

Mrs I arkins stared at him “ You’re stopping for a 
bit of supper’” 

“ If I may,” said Mr Polly 

“You’re a rum ’un,” said Mrs Larkins, and called 
“Miriam’” 

Minnie appeared at the door of the room looking 

16* 
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infinitely perplexed ‘‘There ain’t a little dog any- 
where, Elfrid,” she said 

Mr Pollv passed his hand over his brow “ I had a 
most curious sensation Felt exactly as though some- 
thing was up somewhere That’s why I said I ittle Dog 
All right now ” 

He bent down and pinched his bicycle tyre 
“ You was saying something about a cat, Elfrid,” said 
Minnie 

“ Give vou one,” he answered, without looking up 
“ The very dav my shop is opened ” 

He straightened himself up and smiled reassuringly 
“Trust me,” he said 


§2 

When, after imperceptible manoeuvres by Mrs 
Larkins, he found himself starting circuitously through 
the inevitable recreation-ground with Miriam to meet 
Annie, he found himself quite unable to avoid the 
topic of the shop that had now taken such a grip upon 
him A sense of danger only increased the attraction 
Minnie’s persistent disposition to accompany them had 
been crushed by a novel and violent and pungently 
expressed desire on the part of Mrs Larkins to see her 
do something in the house sometimes 

“ You really think vou’ll open a shop ?” said Miriam 

“ I hate cribs,” said Mr Polly, adopting a moderate 
tone “ In a shop there’s this drawback and that, but 
one ts one’s own Master ” 

“That wasn’t all talk?’ 

“Not a bit of It” 

“After all,” he went on, “a little shop needn’t be 
so bad ” 

“It’s a ’ome,” said Miriam 
It’s a home ” 

Pause 

“There’s no need to keep accounts and that sort of 
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thing if there’s no assistant I dare say I could run a 
shop all right if I wasn’t interfered with ” 

“ I should like to see you in your shop,” said Miriam 
“ I expect you’d keep everything tremendously neat ” 
The conversation flagged 

‘‘ Let’s sit down on one of those seats over there past 
that notice-board,” said Miriam, “where we can see 
those blue flowers ” 

They did as she suggested, and sat down in a corner 
where a triangular bed of stock and delphinium 
brightened the asphalted traceries of the recreation- 
ground 

“ I wonder what they call those flowers,” she said 
“ I always like them They’re handsome ” 

“ Delphicums and larkspurs,” said Mr Polly 
“They used to be in the park at Port Burdock 
“ Floriferous corner,” he added approvingly 
He put an arm over the back of the seat, and 
assumed a more comfortable attitude He glanced at 
Miriam, who was sitting in a lax, thoughtful pose, 
with her eyes on the flowers ^he was wearing her old 
dress She had not had time to change, and the blue 
tones of her old dress brought out a certain warmth in 
her skin, and her pose exaggerated whatever was 
feminine in her rather lean and insufficient body, and 
rounded her flat chest delusively A little line of light 
lay across her profile The afternoon was full of trans 
figuring sunshine, children were playing noisily in the 
adjacent sand-pit, some Judas-trees were abloom in the 
villa gardens that bordered the recreation-ground, and 
all the place was bright with touches of young summer 
colour It all merged with the effect of Miriam m Mr 
Polly’s mind 

Her thought found speech “ One did ought to be 
happy in a shop,” she said, with a note of unusual 
softness in her voice 

It seemed to him that she was right One did ought 
to be happy in a shop Folly not to banish dreams that 
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made one ache of townless woods and bracken tangles 
and red-haired linen-clad figures sitting in dappled sun- 
shine upon grey and crumbling walls and looking 
queenly down on one with clear blue eyes Cruel and 
foolish dreams they were, that ended in oner's being 
laughed at and made a mock of There was no 
mockery here 

A shop’s such a respectable thing to be,” said 
Miriam thoughtfully 

could be happy in a shop,” he said 
His sense of effect had made him pause 
‘Hf I had the right company, ’ he added 
She became very still 

Mr Polly swerved a little from the conversational 
ice run upon which he had embarked 

“ I’m not such a blooming Geezer,” he said, “ as not 
to be able to sell goods a bit One has to be nosey over 
one’s buying, of course But I shall do all right ” 

He stopped, and felt falling, falling through the 
aching silence that followed 

*Hf you get the riglg company,” said Miriam 
“I shall get that all’^ight ” 

“You don’t mean you’ve got someone ?” 

He found himself plunging 

“I’ve got someone in my eye this minute,” he said 
“Elfnd’” she said, turning to him “You don’t 
mean ” 

Well, did he mean? “I do*” he said 

“Not reely’” She clenched her hands to keep still 

He took the conclusive step 

“Well, you and me, Miriam, in a little shop, with 
a cat and a canary — He tried too late to get back to 
a hypothetical note “Just suppose it*” 

“ You mean,” said Miriam, “ you’re m love with me, 
Elfrid?” 

What possible answer can a man give to such a 
question but “Yes*” 

Regardless of the public park, the children m the 
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sand-pit, and every one, she bent forward and seized 
his shoulder and kissed him on the lips Something lit 
up in Mr Polly at the touch He put an arm about 
her and kissed her back, and felt an irrevocable act was 
sealed He had a curious feeling that it would be very 
satisfying to marry and have a wife— only somehow he 
wished It wasn’t Miriam Her lips were very pleasant 
to him, and the feel of her in his arm 

They recoiled a little from each other, and sat for a 
moment flushed and awkwardly silent His mind was 
altogether incapable of controlling its confusions 

“ I didn t dream,” said Miriam, you cared — 
Sometimes I thought it was Annie, sometimes 
Minnie ” 

‘‘ Always I liked you better than them,” said Mr 
Polly 

“ I loved you, Elfrid,” said Miriam, since ever we 
met at your poor father’s funeral Leastways I would 
have done if I had thought — You didn’t seem to 
mean anything you said 

“ I can’t believe it ’ ’ she ad8ed 
Nor I,” said Mr Polly 

“ You mean to marry me and start that little 
shop 

Soon as ever I find it,” said Mr Polly 
“ I had no more idea when I came out with 

you 

“Nor me” 

“ It’s like a dream ” 

They said no more for a little while 
“ I got to pinch myself to think it’s real,” said 
Miriam “ What they’ll do without me at ’ome I can’t 

imagine When I tell them 

For the life of him Mr Polly could not tell whether 
he was fullest of tender anticipations or regretful panic 
“ Mother’s no good at managing — not a bit Annie 
don’t care for housework, and Minnie’s got no ’ead for 
It What they’ll do without me I can’t imagine ’ 
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"‘They’ll have to do without you,” said Mr Polly, 
sticking to his guns 

A clock in the town began striking 
“ Lor’ * ” said Miriam, “ we shall miss Annie, sitting 
’ere and love-making” 

She rose and made as if to take Mr Polly’s arm But 
Mr Polly felt that their condition must be nakedly 
exposed to the ridicule of the world by such a linking, 
and evaded her movement 

Annie was already m sight before a flood of hesitation 
and terrors assailed Mr Polly 

“ Don’t tell any one yet a bit,” he said 
“Only Mother,” said Miriam firmly 

§3 

Figures are the most shocking things in the world 
The pettiest little squiggles of black, looked at in the 
right light, and yet consider the blow they can give you 
upon the heart You return from a careless holiday 
abroad, and turn over \hc page of a newspaper, and 
against the name of the distant, vague conceived railway, 
in mortgages upon which you have embarked the bulk 
of your capital, you see, instead of the familiar, per- 
sistent 95-6 (varying at most to 93 ex dw ), this slightly 
richer arrangement of marks 76|— 78J 

It IS like the opening of a pit just under your feet 
So, too, Mr Polly’s happy sense of limitless resources 
was obliterated suddenly by a vision of this tracery 

“ 298 ” 

instead of the 


he had come to regard as the fixed symbol of his 
affluence 

It gave him a disagreeable feeling about the 
diaphragm, akin in a remote degree to the sensation 
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he had when the perfidy of the red-haired schoolgirl 
became plain to him It made his brow moist 
“ Going down a Vorterex,” he whispered 
By a characteristic feat of subtraction he decided that 
he must have spent sixtv-two pounds 

“ Funererial baked meats,” he said, recalling possible 
Items 

The happy dream in which he had been living, of 
long, warm days, of open roads, of limitless, unchecked 
hours, of infinite time to look about him, vanished like 
a thing enchanted He was suddenly back in the hard 
old economic world, that exacts work, that limits range, 
that discourages phrasing and dispels laughter He saw 
Wood Street and its fearful suspenses yawning beneath 
his feet 

And also he had promised to marry Miriam, and on 
the whole rather wanted to 

He was distraught at supper Afterwards, when Mrs 
Johnson had gone to bed with a slight headache, he 
opened a conversation with Johnson 

‘‘ It’s about time, O Man, I saw about doing some- 
thing,” he said Riding about and looking at shops 
all very debonairious, O’ Man, but it’s time I took one 
for keeps ” 

‘‘What did I tell you^’ said Johnson 
“ How do you think that corner shop of yours will 
figure out?” Mr Polly asked 
“You’re really meaning it?” 

“If It’s a practable proposition, O’ Man Assuming 
It’s practable, what’s your idea of the figures?” 

Johnson went to the chiffonier, got out a letter, and 
tore off the back sheet “Let’s figure it out,” he said, 
with solemn satisfaction “ Let’s see the lowest you 
could do it on ” 

He squared himself to the task, and Mr Polly sat 
beside him like a pupil, watching the evolution of the 
grey, distasteful figures that were to dispose of his little 
hoard 
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“ What running expenses have 'we got to provide 
for said Johnson, wetting his pencil Let’s have 
them first Rent? ” 

At the end of an hour of hideous speculations, 
Johnson decided, “ It’s close, but you’ll have a chance ” 
M’m,” said Mr P0II7 ‘‘ What more does a brave 
man wanti*” 

^‘One thing you can do quite easily I’ve asked 
about It” 

‘‘What’s that, O’ Man?” said Mr Polly 
“ Take the shop without the house above it ” 

“ I suppose I might put my head in to mind it,” said 
Mr Polly, and get a job with my body ” 

“Not exactly that But I thought you’d save a lot 
if vou stayed on here — ^being all alone, as you are ” 
“Never thought of that. O’ Man,” said Mr Polly, 
and reflected silently upon the needlessness of Miriam 
“We were talking of eighty pounds for stock,” said 
Johnson “Of course seventy five is five pounds less, 
isn’t It? Not much else we can cut” 

“No,” s.id Mr Polly 

“It’s \ery interesting, all this,” said Johnson, folding 
up the half-sheet of paper and unfolding it “ I wish 
sometimes I had a business of my own instead of a fixed 
salary You’ll have to keep books, of course ” 

“ One wants to know where one is ” 

“I should do It all by double entry,” said Johnson 
“ A. little troublesome at first, but far the best in the 
end ” 

“Lemme see that paper,” said Mr Polly, and took 
It with the feeling of a man who takes a nauseating 
medicine, and scrutinised his cousin’s neat figures with 
listless eyes 

“Well,” said Johnson, rising and stretching, “Bed^ 
Better sleep on it. O’ Man ” 

“ Right o^” said Mr Polly, without moving, but 
indeed he could as well have slept upon a bed of thorns 
He had a dreadful night It was like the end of the 
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annual holiday, only infinitely worse It was like a 
newly arrived prisoner’s backward glance at the trees 
and heather through the prison gates He had to go 
back to harness, and he was as fitted to go in harness as 
the ordinary domestic cat All night Fate, with the 
quiet complacency, and indeed at times the very face 
and gestures, of Johnson, guided him towards that un 
desired establishment at the corner near the station 
‘‘O Lord’” he cried, “ Fd rather go back to cribs I 
should keep my money, anyhow ” Fate never winced 
‘‘ Run away to sea,” whispered Mr Polly, but he 
knew he wasn’t man enough “ Cut my blooming 
throat ” 

Some braver strain urged him to think of Miriam, 
and for a little while he lay still 

'‘Well, O’ Man?’ said Johnson, when Mr Polly 
came down to breakfast, and Mrs Johnson looked up 
brightly Mr Polly had never felt breakfast so un- 
attractive before 

" Just a day or so more. O’ Man, to turn it over in 
my mind,” he said 

“You’ll get the place snapped up,” said Johnson 
There were times in those last few days of coyness 
with his destiny when his engagement seemed the most 
negligible of circumstances, and times — and these hap- 
pened for the most part at nights, after Mrs Johnson 
had indulged everybody in a Welsh rarebit — ^when it 
assumed so sinister and portentous an appearance as to 
make him think of suicide And there were times too 
when he very distinctly desired to be married, now that 
the idea had got into his head, at any cost Also he 
tried to recall all the circumstances of his proposal time 
after time, and never quite succeeded in recalling what 
had brought the thing off He went over to Stamton 
with a becoming frequency, and kissed all his cousins, 
and Miriam especially, a great deal, and found it very 
stirring and refreshing They all appeared to know, 
and Minnie was tearful but resigned Mrs Larkins met 
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him, and indeed enveloped him, with unwonted 
warmth, and there was a big pot of household jam for 
tea And he could not make up his mind to sign his 
name to anything about the shop, though it crawled 
nearer and nearer to him, though the project had 
materialised now to the extent of a draft agreement, 
with the place for his signature indicated in pencil 
One morning, just after Mr Johnson had gone to 
the station, Mr Polly wheeled his bicycle out into the 
road, went up to his bedroom, packed his long white 
night-dress, a comb, and a tooth brush in a manner that 
was as offhand as he could make it, informed Mrs 
Johnson, who was manifestly curious, that he was “ off 
for a day or two to clear his head,” and fled forthright 
into the road, and mounting, turned his wheel towards 
the tropics and the equator and the south coast of 
England, and indeed more particularly to where the 
little village of Fishbourne slumbers and sleeps 

When he returned, four days later, he astonished 
Johnson beyond measure by remarking, so soon as the 
shop project was reopened, “ IVe took a little contrap- 
tion at Fishbourne, O’ Man, that I fancy suits me 
better ” 

He paused, and then added in a manner if possible 
even more offhand, Oh, and I’m going to have a bit 
of a nuptial over at Stamton — ^with one of the Larkins 
cousins ” 

“Nuptial’” said Johnson 

“Wedding-bells, O’ Man Benedictine '•ollapse ” 

On the whole Johnson showed great self-control 
“ It’s your own affair. O’ Man,” he said, when things 
had been more clearly explained, “and I hope you 
won’t feel sorry when it’s too late ” 

But Mrs Johnson was first of all angrily silent, and 
then reproachful “ I don’t see what we’ve done to be 
made fools of like this,” she said “After all the 
trouble we’ve ’ad to make you comfortable and see after 
you — out late, and sitting up, and everything, «nd then 
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you go off as sly as sly, without a word, an’ get a shop 
behind our backs, as though you thought we meant to 
steal your money I ’aven’t patience with such deceit- 
fulness, and I didn’t think it of you, Elfrid And now 
the letting season’s ’arf gone by, and what I shall do 
with that room of yours I’ve no idea Frank is frank, 
and fair play fair play, so / was told, any’ow, when I 
was a girl Just as long as it suits you to stay ’ere you 
stay ’ere, and then it’s off and no thank you whether 
we like It or not Johnson’s too easy with you ’E 
sits there and doesn’t say a word, and night after night 
’e’s been adding up and subtracting, and multiplying 
and dividing, and suggesting and thinkin’ for you, 
instead of seeing to his own affairs ” 

She paused for breath 

“ Unfortunate amoor,” said Mr Polly apologetically 
and indistinctly Didn’t expect it myself ” 

§4 

Mr Polly’s marriage followed with a certain in- 
evitableness 

He tried to assure himself that he was acting upon 
his own forceful initiative, but at the back of his mind 
was the completest realisation of his powerlessness to 
resist the gigantic social forces he had set in motion 
He had got to marry under the will of society, even 
as in times past it had been appointed for other sunny 
souls under the will of society that they should be led 
out by serious and unavoidable fellow creatures and 
ceremoniously drowned or burnt or hanged He would 
have preferred infinitely a more observant and less con- 
spicuous role, but the choice was no longer open to him 
He did his best to play his part, and he procured some 
particularly neat check trousers to do it in The rest 
of his costume, except for some bright yellow gloves, a 
grey-and-blue mixture tie, and that the broad crape 
band was changed for a livelier piece of silk, were the 
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things he had worn at the funeral of his father So 
nearly akin are human joy and sorrow 

The Larkins sisters had done wonders with grey 
sateen The idea of orange-blossom and white veils 
had been abandoned reluctantly on account of the 
expense of the cabs A novelette m which the heroine 
had stood at the altar in “ a modest going-away dress 
had materially assisted this decision Miriam was frankly 
tearful, and so, indeed, was Annie, but with laughter 
as well to carry it off Mr Polly heard Annie say 
something vague about never getting a chance because 
of Miriam always sticking about at home like a cat at 
a mouse hole, that became, as people say, food for 
thought Mrs Larkins was from the first flushed, 
garrulous, and wet and smeared by copious weeping, 
an incredibly soaked and crumpled and used-up pocket- 
handkerchief never left the clutch of her plump red 
hand “ Goo’ girls all of them,” she kept on saying 
in a tremulous voice, ^Such Goo’-Goo’ Goo’ girls’” 
She wetted Mr Polly dreadfully when she kissed him 
Her emotion affected the buttons down the back of her 
bodice, and almost the last filial duty Miriam did before 
entering on her new life was to close that gaping orifice 
for the eleventh time Her bonnet was small and ill- 
balanced, black adorned with red roses, and first it got 
over her right eye until Annie told her of it, and then 
she pushed it over her left eye and looked ferocious for 
a space, and after that baptismal kissing of Mr Polly 
the delicate millinery took fright and climbed right up 
to the back part of her head and hung on there by a 
pm, and flapped piteously at all the larger waves of 
emotion that filled the gathering Mr Polly became 
more and more aware of that bonnet as time went on, 
until he felt for it like a thing alive Towards the end 
it had yawning fits 

The company did not include Mrs Johnson, but 
Johnson came with a pervading surreptitiousness and 
backed against walls and watched Mr Polly with doubt 
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and speculation in his large grey eye, and whistled 
noiselessly and doubtfully on the edge of things He 
was, so to speak, to be best man voce A sprinkling 
of girls in gay hats from Miriam’s place of business 
appeared in church, great nudgers all of them, but only 
two came on afterwards to the house Mrs Punt 
brought her son with his ever-widening mind — it was 
his first wedding, and a Larkins uncle, a Mr Voules, a 
licensed victualler, very kindly drove over in a high-hung 
dog-cart from Sommershill with a plump, well dressed 
wife, to give the bride away One or two total strangers 
drifted into the church and sat down observantly in 
distant seats 

This sprinkling of people seemed only to enhance the 
cool brown emptiness of the church, the rows and rows 
of empty pews, disengaged Prayer-Books, and abandoned 
hassocks It had the effect of a preposterous misfit 
Johnson consulted with a thin-1 egged short skirted 
verger about the disposition of the party The officiating 
clergy appeared distantly in the doorway of the vestry 
putting on his surplice, and relapsed into a contemplative 
cheek scratching that was manifestly habitual Before 
the bride arrived, Mr Polly’s sense of the chuich found 
an outlet in whispered criticisms of ecclesiastical archi 
tectuie with Johnson ‘‘ Early Norman arches, eh?” he 
said, ‘‘ or Perpendicular ” 

“ Can’t say,” said Johnson 
Telessated pavements all right ” 

It’s well laid anyhow ” 

Can’t say I admire the altar Scrappy rather with 
those flowers ” 

He coughed behind his hand and cleared his throat 
At the back of his mind he was speculating whether 
flight at this eleventh hour would be criminal or merely 
reprehensible bad taste A murmur from the nudgers 
announced the arrival of the bridal party 

The little procession from the remote door became 
one of the enduring memories of Mr Polly’s life The 
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verger had bustled to meet it and arrange it according 
to tradition and morality In spite of Mrs Larkins' 
impassioned Don’t take her from me yet’” he made 
Miriam go first with Mr Voules, the bridesmaids fol- 
lowed, and then himself, hopelessly unable to dis- 
entangle himself from the whispering maternal anguish 
of Mrs Larkins Mrs Voules, a compact, rounded 
woman with a square, expressionless face, imperturbable 
dignity, and a dress of considerable fashion, completed 
the procession 

Mr Polly’s eyes fell first upon the bride, the sight 
of her filled him with a curious stir of emotion Alarm, 
desire, affection, respect — ^and a queer element of re- 
luctant dislike, all played their part in that complex 
eddy The grey dress made her a stranger to him, 
made her stiff and commonplace, she was not even 
the rather drooping form that had caught his facile 
sense of beauty when he had proposed to her in the 
recreation-ground There was something, too, that did 
not please him in the angle of her hat, it was, indeed, 
an ill conceived hat with large, aimless rosettes of pink 
and grey Then his mind passed to Mrs Larkins and 
the bonnet that was to gam such a hold upon him, it 
seemed to be fla^-signalling as she advanced, and to the 
two eager, unrefined sisters he was acquiring 

A freak of fancy set him wondering where and when 
in the future a beautiful girl with red hair might march 
along some splendid aisle — Never mind ’ He became 
aware of Mr Voules 

He became aware of Mr Voules as a watchful, blue 
eye of intense forcefulness It was the eye of a man 
who has got hold of a situation He was a fat, short, 
red-faced man, clad in tight-fitting tail-coat of black- 
and-white check, with a coquettish bow tie under the 
lowest of a number of crisp little red chins He held 
the bride under his arm with an air of invincible 
championship, and his free arm flourished a grey top-hat 
of an equestrian type Mr Polly instantly learnt from 
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that eye that Mr Voules knew all about his longing for 
flight Its azure-nmmed pupil glowed with disciplined 
resolution It said Tve come to give this girl away, 
and give her away I will I’m here now, and things 
have to go on all right So don’t think of it any more ” 
— and Mr Polly didn’t A faint phantom of a certain 
** lill dog ” that had hovered just beneath the threshold 
of consciousness vanished into black impossibility Until 
the conclusive moment of the service was attained the 
eye of Mr Voules watched Mr Polly relentlessly, and 
then instantly he relieved guard, and blew his nose 
into a voluminous and richly patterned handkerchief, 
and sighed and looked round for the approval and sym- 
pathy of Mrs Voules, and nodded to her brightly, like 
one who has always foretold a successful issue to things 
Mr Polly felt at last like a marionette that has dropped 
off Its wire But it was long before that release arrived 
He became aware of Miriam breathing close to him 
‘‘Hallo’” he said, and feeling that was clumsy and 
would meet the eye’s disapproval “ Grey dress — suits 
you no end ” 

Miriam’s eyes shone under her hat-brim 
“Not reely'” she whispered 

“ You’re all right,” he said, with the feeling of the 
eye’s observation and criticism stiffening his lips He 
cleared his throat 

The verger’s hand pushed at him from behind 
Some one was driving Miriam towards the altar-rail 
and the clergyman “We’re in for it,” said Mr Polly 
to her sympathetically “Where? Here? Right-o” 
He was interested for a moment or so in something 
indescribably habitual m the clergyman’s pose What 
a lot of weddings he must have seen ’ Sick he must be 
of them’ 

“ Don’t let your attention wander,” said the eye 
“ Got the ring ?” whispered Johnson 
“ Pawned it yesterday,” answered Mr Polly, with 
an attempt at lightness, and then had a dreadful moment 
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under that pitiless scrutiny while he felt in the wrong 
waistcoat pocket 

The officiating clergy sighed deeply, began, and 
married them wearily and without any hitch 

“D’bloved we gath’d gether sighto* Gard ’n face 
this con gation join gather Man Worn Ho Mat’mony 
whichis on’bl state stooted by Gard in times mans 
in’cency ” 

Mr Polly’s thoughts wandered wide and far, and 
once again something like a cold hand touched his 
heart, and he saw a sweet face in sunshine under the 
shadow of trees 

Some one was nudging him It was Johnson’s finger 
diverting his eyes to the crucial place in the Praj-er- 
Book to which they had come 

“Wiltou lover, cumfer, oner keeper sickness and 
health ? ” 

V wzir** 

Mr Polly moistened his lips “I will,” he said 
hoarsely 

Miriam, nearly inaudible, answered some similar 
demand 

Then the clergyman said ‘‘ Who gi’s Worn mad’ this 
man 

‘"Well, rm doing that,” said Mr Voules in a re- 
freshingly full voice, and looking round the church 
“ Pete arf me,” said the clergyman to Mr Polly 

“Take thee Mirum wed wife ” 

“ Take thee Mi’m wed’ wife,” said Mr Polly 
“ Have hold this day ford ” 

“ Have hold this day ford ” 

“ Betworse, nchypoo’ ” 

“ Bet worse, nchypoo’ ” 

Then came Miriam’s turn 

“ Lego hands,” said the clergyman, “ gothering ? No ^ 
^^^book So' Here' Pete arf me ‘wis ring Ivy 

“Wis ring Ivy wed——” 
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So It went on, blurred and hurried, like the momen 
tary vision of a very beautiful thing seen through the 
smoke of a passing tram 

‘‘Now, my boy,” said Mr Voules at last, gripping 
Mr Polly’s elbow tightly, “you’ve got to sign the 
registry and there you are* Done*” 

Before him stood Miriam, a little stifBy, the hat 
with a slight rake across her forehead, and a kind of 
questioning hesitation in her face Mr Voules urged 
him past her 

It was astounding She was his wife * 

And for some reason Miriam and Mrs Larkins were 
sobbing, and Annie was looking grave Hadn’t they, 
after all, wanted him to marry her ? Because if that was 
the case * 

He became aware for the first time of the presence 
of Uncle Pentstemon in the background but approach 
ing, wearing a tie of a light mineral-blue colour, and 
grinning and sucking enigmatically and judicially round 
his principal tooth 


§5 

It was in the vestry that the force of Mr Voules* 
personality began to show at its true value He seemed 
to open out, like the fisherman’s Ginn from the pot, 
and spiead over everything directly the restraints of the 
ceremony were at an end 

“ Ceremony,” he said to the clergyman, “ excellent, 
excellent ” He also shook hands with Mrs Larkins, 
who clung to him for a space, and kissed Miriam on the 
cheek “ First kiss for me,” he said, “ anyhow ” 

He led Mr Polly to the register by the arm, and 
then got chairs for Mrs Larkins and his wife He 
then turned on Miriam “ Now, young people,” he 
said “ One * or / shall again ” 

“That’s right,” said Mr Voules “Same again, 
Miss ” 
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Mr Polly was overcome with modest confusion, and 
turning, found a refuge from this publicity m the arms 
of Mrs Larkins Then in a state of profuse moisture he 
was assaulted and kissed by Annie and Minnie, who were 
immediately kissed upon some indistinctly stated grounds 
by Mr Voules, who then kissed the entirely impassive 
Mrs Voules, and smacked his lips and remarked, “ Home 
again safe and sound ’’ Then, with a strange harrowing 
cry Mrs Larkins seized upon and bedewed Miriam with 
kisses Annie and Minnie kissed each other, and Johnson 
went abruptly to the door of the vestry and stared into 
the church, no doubt with ideas of sanctuary in his 
mind ‘"Like a bit of a kiss round sometimes,” said 
Mr Voules, and made a kind of hissing noise with his 
teeth, and suddenly smacked his hands together with 
great eclat several times Meanwhile the clergyman 
scratched his cheek with one hand and fiddled the pen 
with the other, and the verger coughed protestiij^ly 
“The dog-cartes just outside, said Mr Voules 
“No walking home to day for the bride, M’am 
“ Not going to drive us cried Annie 
“ The happy pair, Miss Your turn soon 
“ Get out*” said Annie “ I shan't marry — ever ” 

“ You won’t be able to help it You’ll have to do 
It, just to disperse the crowd ” Mr Voules laid his 
hand on Mr Polly’s shoulder “ The bridegroom gives 
his arm to the bride Hands across, and down the 
middle Prump, Prump, Perump-pump-pump-pump- 
perump ” 

Mr Pollv found himself and the bride leading the 
way towards the western door 

Mrs Larkins passed close to Uncle Pentstemon, sob- 
ing too earnestly to be aware of him “ Such a goo’- 
goo’-goo’ girl,” she sobbed 

“Didn’t think I’d come, did you?” said Uncle 
Pentstemon, but she swept past him, too busy with 
the expression of her feelings to observe him 

“She didn’t think I’d come, I lay,” said Uncle 
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Pentstemon, a little foiled, but effecting an auditory 
lodgment upon Johnson 

I don’t know,” said Johnson, uncomfortable I 
suppose you were asked How are you getting on?” 

I was arsi ” said Uncle Pentstemon, and brooded 
for a moment 

I goes about seeing wonders,” he added, and then 
in a sort of enhanced undertone “ One of ’er girls 
gettin’ married That’s what I means by wonders 
Lord’s goodness* Wow*” 

“Nothing the matter?” asked Johnson 

Got it in the back for a moment Going to be a 
change of weather, I suppose,” said Uncle Pentstemon 
“ I brought ’er a nice present, too, what I got in this 
passel Vallyble old tea caddy that uset’ be my 
mother’s What I kep’ my baccy in for years and yeais 
— till the hinge at the back got broke It ain’t been 
no use to me particular since, so thinks I, drat it* I 
may as well give it to ’er as not ” 

Mr Polly found himself emerging from the western 
door 

Outside, a crowd of half a dozen adults and about 
fifty children had collected, and hailed the approach 
of the newly wedded couple with a faint, indeterminate 
cheer All the children were holding something in 
little bags, and his attention was caught by the expres 
sion of vindictive concentration upon the face of a 
small, big-eared boy m the foreground He didn’t for 
the moment realise what these things might import 
Then he received a stinging handful of rice in the ear, 
and a great light shone 

“ Not yet, you young fool,” he heard Mr Voules 
saying behind him, and then a second handful spoke 
against his hat 

“ Not yet,” said Mr Voules, with increasing em- 
phasis, and Mr Polly became aware that he and Miriam 
were the focus of two crescents of small boys, each with 
the light of massacre in his eyes and a grubby fist clutch- 
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ing into a paper bag for ncc, and that Mr Voules was 
warding off probable discharges with a large red hand 

The dog-cart was in charge of a loafer, and the horse 
and the whip were adorned with white favours, and 
the back seat was confused, but not untenable, with 
hampers “ Up we go,” said Mr Voules Old birds 
m front and young ones behind ” An ominous group 
of ill restrained nce-throwers followed them up as they 
mounted 

“ Get your handkerchief for your face,” said Mr 
Polly to his bride, and took the place next the pave- 
ment with considerable heroism, held on, gripped his 
hat, shut his eyes, and prepared for the worst Off ’ ” 
said Mr Voules, and a concentrated fire came stinging 
Mr Polly’s face 

The horse shied, and when the bridegroom could look 
at the world again it was manifest the dog-cart had just 
missed an electric tram by a hair’s breadth, and far away 
outside the church railings the verger and Johnson were 
battling with an active crowd of small boys for the life 
of the rest of the Larkins family Mrs Punt and her 
son had escaped across the roa^ the son trailing and 
stumbling at the end of a remorseless arm, but Uncle 
Pentstemon, encumbered by the tea-caddy, was the centre 
of a little circle of his own, and appeared to be dratting 
them all very heartily Remoter, a policeman approached 
with an air of tranquil unconsciousness 

‘‘Steady, jou idiot, stead-y>” cried Mr Voules, 
and then over his shoulder, “I brought that rice I 
like old customs — ^Whoa * stead-y ” 

The dog cart swerved violently, and then, evoking a 
shout of groundless alarm from a cyclist, took a corner, 
and the rest of the wedding-party was hidden from Mr 
Polly s eyes 
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§6 

“We’ll get the stuff into the house before the old 
gal comes along,” said Mr Voules, *‘if you’ll hold the 
boss ” 

“ How about the key ?” asked Mr Pollv 

“ I got the key, coming ” 

And while Mr Polly held the sweating horse and 
dodged the foam that dripped from its bit, the house 
absorbed Miriam and Mr Voules altogether Mr 
Voules carried in the various hampers he had brought 
with him and finally closed the door behind him 

For some time Mr Polly remained alone with his 
charge in the little blind alley outside the Larkins’ house, 
while the neighbours scrutinised him from behind their 
blinds He reflected that he was a married man, that 
he must look very like a fool, that the head of a horse 
IS a silly shape and its eye a bulger, he wondered what 
the horse thought of him, and whether it really liked 
being held and patted on the neck, or whether it only 
submitted out of contempt Did it know he was 
married? Then he wondered if the clergyman had 
thought him much of an ass, and whether the individual 
lurking behind the lace curtains of the front room next 
door was a man or a woman A door opened over the 
way, and an elderly gentleman in a kind of embroidered 
fez appeared smoking a pipe, with a quiet, satisfied 
expression He regarded Mr Polly for some time with 
mild but sustained curiosity Finally he called “ Hi 

“Hallo’” said Mr Polly 

“You needn’t ’old that ’orse,” said the old gentle 
man 

“ Spirited beast,” said Mr Polly “ And ” — ^with 
some faint analogy to ginger beer in his mind — “he’s 
up to-day ” 

“’E won’t turn ’isself round,” said the old gentle 
man, “any’ow And there ain’t no way through for 
him to go ” 
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Terhum sap ” said Mr Polly, and abandoned the 
horse and turned to the door It opened to him just 
as Mrs Larkins, on the arm of Johnson, followed by 
Annie, Minnie, two friends, Mrs Punt and her son, 
and at a slight distance Uncle Pentstemon, appeared 
round the corner 

“They’re coming,” he said to Miriam, and put an 
arm about her and gave her a kiss 

She was kissing him back, when they were startled 
violently by the shying of two empty hampers into 
the passage Then Mr Voules appeared holding a 
third 

“ Here ’ you’ll have plenty of time for that presently,” 
he said, ‘^get these hampers away before the old girl 
comes I got a cold collation here to make her sit up 
My eye’” 

Miriam took the hampers, and Mr Polly, under com 
pulsion from Mr Voules, went into the little front 
room A profuse pie and a large ham had been added 
to the modest provision of Mrs Larkins, and a number 
of select-looking bottles shouldered the bottle of sherry 
and the bottle of port she had got to grace the feast 
They certainly went better with the iced wedding- 
cake in the middle Mrs Voules, still impassive, stood 
by the window regarding these things with faint 
approval 

“Makes it look a bit thicker, eh?” said Mr Voules, 
and blew out both his cheeks, and smacked his hands 
together violently several times “ Surprise the old girl 
no end ” 

He stood back and smiled and bowed with arms 
extended as the others came clustering at the door 

“Why, Un-cle Voules’” cried Annie, with a rising 
note 

It was his reward 

And then came a great wedging and squeezing and 
crowding into the little room Nearly every one was 
hungry, and eyes brightened at the sight of the pie and 
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the ham and the convivial array of bottles “ Sit down, 
every one,” cried Mr Voules Leaning against any 
thing counts as sitting, and makes it easier to shake 
down the grub 

The two friends from Miriam’s place of business came 
into the room among the first, and then wedged them 
selves so hopelessly against Johnson in an attempt to get 
out again to take off their things up stairs, that they 
abandoned the attempt Amid the struggle Mr Polly 
saw Uncle Pentstemon relieve himself of his parcel bv 
giving It to the bride ^'Here’” he said, and handed 
It to her Weddin’-present,” he explained, and added 
with a confidential chuckle, never thought I’d ’ave 
to give one — ever ” 

‘‘Who says steak-and-kidney pie?” bawled Mr 
Voules “Who says steak-and-kidney pie? You ’ave 
a drop of old Tommy, Martha That’s what you want 
to steady you 

“ Sit down, every one, and don’t all speak at once 
Who says steak-and-kidney pie? ” 

“ Vocificeratious,” whispered Mr Polly “Convivial 
vocificerations ” 

“ Bit of ’am with it,” shouted Mr Voules, poising 
a slice of ham on his knife “Any one ’ave a bit of 
’am with It? Won’t that little man of yours, Mrs Punt 
— won’t ’e ’ave a bit of ’am ? 

“ And now, ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr Voules, 
still standing and dominating the crammed roomful, 
“ now you got your plates filled, and something I can 
warrant you good in your glasses, wot about drinking 
the ’ealth of the bride?” 

“ Eat a bit fust,” said Uncle Pentstemon, speaking 
with his mouth full, amidst murmurs of applause “ Eat 
a bit fust ” 

So they did, and the plates clattered and the glasses 
clinked 

Mr Polly stood shoulder to shoulder with Johnson 
for a moment “ In for it,” said Mr Polly cheermgly 
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“ Cheer up, O’ Man, and peck a bit No reason why 
you shouldn’t eat, you know ” 

The Punt boy stood on Mr Polly’s boots for a 
minute, struggling violently against the compunction of 
Mrs Punt’s grip 

“ Pie,” said the Punt boy, ‘‘ Pie ’ ” 

“ You sit ’ere and ’ave ’am, my lord •” said Mrs Punt, 
prevailing “ Pie you can’t ’ave and you won’t ” 

“Lor’ bless my heart, Mrs Punt’” protested Mr 
Voules, “ let the boy ’ave a bit if he wants it — ^wedding 
and all’” 

“ You ’aven’t ’ad ’im sick on your ’ands, Uncle 
Voules,” said Mrs Punt “ Else you wouldn’t want 
to humour his fancies as you do ” 

“ I can’t help feeling it’s a mistake. O’ Man,” said 
Johnson, in a confidential undertone “ I can’t help 
feeling you’ve been Rash Let’s hope for the best ” 
“Always glad of good wishes, O’ Man,” said Mr 
Polly “ You’d better have a drink or something Any 
how, sit down to it ” 

Johnson subsided gloomily, and Mr Polly secured 
some ham and carried it off, and sat himself down on 
the sewing-machine on the floor in the corner to de- 
vour It He was hungry, and a little cut off fiom the 
rest of the company by Mrs Voules’ hat and back, and 
he occupied himself for a time with ham and his own 
thoughts He became aware of a series of jangling con- 
cussions on the table He craned his neck, and dis- 
covered that Mr Voules was standing up and leaning 
forward over the table in the manner distinctive of 
after-dinner speeches, tapping upon the table with a 
black bottle “ Ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr Voules, 
raising his glass solemnly in the empty desert of sound 
he had made, and paused for a second or so “ Ladies 
and gentlemen — the Bride ” He searched his mind for 
some suitable wreath of speech, and brightened at last 
with discovery “Here’s luck to her’” he said at last 
“Here’s Luck’” said Johnson hopelessly but reso- 
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lutelv, and raised his glass Everybody murmured, 
“ Here’s Luck ” 

“ Luck said Mr Polly, unseen in his corner, lifting 
a forkful of ham 

^‘That’s all right,” said Mr Voules, with a sigh of 
relief at having brought off a difficult operation And 
now, who’s for a bit more pie 

For a time conversation was fragmentary again But 
presently Mr Voules rose from his chair again, and 
produced a silence by renewed hammering, he had sub- 
sided with a contented smile after his first oratorical 
effort “ Ladies and gents,” he said, " fill up for a 
second toast the happy Bride^^om’” He stood for 
half a minute searching his mind for the apt phrase that 
came at last m a rush Here’s (hic) luck to said 

Mr Voules 

Luck to him’” said every one, and Mr Polly, 
standing up behind Mrs Voules, bowed amiably, amidst 
enthusiasm 

“ He may say what he likes,” said Mrs Larkins, “ he’s 
got luck That girl’s a treasure of treasures, and always 
has been ever since she tried to nurse her own little 
sister being but three at the time and fell the full flight 
of stairs from top to bottom, no hurt that any outward 
eye ’as ever seen but always ready and helping, always 
tidying and busy A treasure I must say, and a treasure 
I will say, giving no more than her due ” 

She was silenced altogether by a rapping sound that 
would not be denied Mr Voules had been struck by 
a fresh idea, and was standing up and hammering with 
the bottle again 

“The third Toast, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, 
“ fill up, please The Mother of the Bride I — er 
Uoo ’Ere ’ Ladies and gem, ’Ere’s Luck to 

’er’ 
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§7 

The dingy little room was stuffy and crowded to its 
utmost limit, and Mr Polly's skies were dark with the 
sense of irreparable acts Everybody seemed noisy and 
greedy, and doing foolish things Miriam, still in that 
unbecoming hat — for presently they had to start off to 
the station together — sat just beyond Mrs Punt and her 
son, doing her share in the hospitalities, and ever and 
again glancing at him with a deliberately encouraging 
smile Once she leant over the back of the chair to him 
and whispered cheenngly, ‘‘ Soon be together now ” 
Next to her sat Johnson, profoundly silent, and then 
Annie, talking vigorously to a friend Uncle Pentstemon 
was eating voraciously opposite, but with a kindling eye 
for Annie Mrs Larkins sat next Mr Voules She 
was unable to eat a mouthful, she declared, it would 
choke her, but ever and again Mr Voules wooed her to 
swallow a little drop of liquid refreshment 
There seemed a lot of nee upon everybody, in their 
hats and hair and the folds of their garments 
Presently Mr Voules was hammering the table for 
the fourth time in the interests of the Best Man 
All feasts come to an end at last, and the break up 
of things was precipitated by alarming symptoms on 
the part of Master Punt He was taken out hastily 
after a whispered consultation, and since he had got 
into the corner between the fireplace and the cup 
board, that meant every one moving to make way for 
him Johnson took the opportunity to say, Well, 
so long," to any one who might be listening, and dis- 
appeared Mr Polly found himself smoking a cigar- 
ette and walking up and down outside in the company 
of Uncle Pentstemon, while Mr Voules replaced 
bottles m hampers, and prepared for departure, and 
the womenkind of the party crowded up-stairs with 
the bride Mr Polly felt taciturn, but the events of 
the day had stirred the mind of Uncle Pentstemon to 
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speech And so he spoke, discursively and discon- 
nectedly, a little heedless of his listener, as wise old 
men will 

‘‘They do say,” said Uncle Pentstemon, “one 
funeral makes many This time it’s a wedding But 
It’s all very much of a muchness 

“ ’Am do get in my teeth nowadays,” said Uncle 
Pentstemon, “ I can’t understand it ’Tisn’t like there 
was nubblicks or strings or such in ’am It’s a plain 
food, sure-ly 

“You got to get married,” said Uncle Pentstemon, 
resuming his discourse “That’s the way of it Some 
has Some hain’t I done it long before I was your 
age It hain’t for me to blame you You can’t ’elp 
being the marrying sort any more than me It’s 
nat ral — like poaching, or drinking, or wind on the 
stummik You can’t ’elp it, and there you are ’ As 
for the good of it, there ain’t no particular good in it 
as I can see It’s a toss-up The hotter come, the 
sooner cold, but they all gets tired of it sooner or 
later I hain’t no grounds to complain Two 

I’ve ’ad and buried, and might ’ave ’ad a third, and 
never no worrit with kids — never 

“You done well not to ’ave the big gal I will say 
that for ye She’s a gad-about grinny, she is, if ever 
was A gad about grinny Mucked up my mush- 
room-bed to rights, she did, and I ’aven’t forgot it 
Got the feet of a centipede, she ’as — all over every- 
thing, and neither with your leave nor by your leave 
Like a stray ’en in a pea-patch Cluck’ cluck’ Try- 
ing to laugh It off I laughed ’er off, I did Dratted 
lumpin’ baggage ’ ” 

For a while he mused malevolently upon Annie, 
and routed out a reluctant crumb from some coy 
sitting-out place in his tooth 

“Wimmm’s a toss-up,” said Uncle Pentstemon 
“ Prize packets they are, and you can’t tell what’s m 
’em till you took ’em ’ome and undone ’em Never 
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was a bachelor married yet that didn’t buy a pig in a 
poke Never* Marriage seems to change the very 
natures in ’em through and through You can’t tell 
what they won’t turn into — nohow 

“ I seen the nicest girls go wrong,” said Uncle Pent- 
stemon, and added with unusual thoughtfulness, Not 
that I mean you got one of that sort ” 

He sent another crumb on to its long home with a 
sucking, encouraging noise 

"The wust sort’s the gnzzler,” Uncle Pentstemon 
resumed "If ever I’d ’ad a gnzzler. I’d up and 
’it ’er on the ’ead with sumpthin’ pretty quick I 
don’t think I could abide a gnzzler,” said Uncle Pent 
stemon " I’d liefer ’ave a lump about like that other 
gal I would indeed I lay I’d make ’er stop laugh- 
ing after a bit for all ’er airs And mind where her 
clumsy great feet went 

"A man’s got to tackle ’em, whatever they be,” 
said Uncle Pentstemon, summing up the shrewd 
observation of an old-world lifetime " Good or bad,” 
said Uncle Pentstemon, raising his voice fearlessly, "a 
man’s got to tackle ’em ” 


§8 

At last It was time for the two young people to 
^tch the tram for Waterloo en route for Fishbourne 
They had to hurry, and as a concluding glory of 
nwtrimony they travelled second class, and were seen 
off by all the rest of the party except the Punts, Master 
i^unt being now beyond any question unwell 
moved out of the station 

Mr Polly remained waving his hat and Mrs Polly 
her handUrchief until they were hidden under the 

V r Tr'' figure to the last was Mr 

Voules He had followed them along the platform, 
waving the equestrian grey hat and kissing his hand to 
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They subsided into their seats 

“ Got a compartment to ourselves, anyhow,*’ said 
Mrs Polly, after a pause 
Silence for a moment 

The rice *e must *ave bought Pounds and 
pounds ’ ** 

Mr Polly felt round his collar at the thought 
Ain’t you going to kiss me, Elf rid, now we’re 
alone together?” 

He roused himself to sit forward, hands on knees, 
cocked his hat over one eye, and assumed an expression 
of avidity becoming to the occasion 

“Never’” he said “Ever’” and feigned to be 
selecting a place to kiss with great discrimination 
“ Come here,” he said, and drew her to him 
“ Be careful of my ’at,” said Mrs Polly, yielding 
awkwardly 
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JL OR fifteen years Mr Polly was a respectable shop 
keeper in Fishbourne 

Years they were in which every day was tedious, 
and when they were gone it was as if they had gone in 
a flash But now Mr Polly had good looks no more 
He was, as I have described him in the beginning of 
this story, thirty-seven, and fattish in a not very healthy 
way, dull and jellowish about the complexion, and 
with discontented wrinkles round his eyes He sat on 
the stile above Fishbourne and cried to the heavens 
above him ‘‘Oh, Robotten Bee^astly Silly Hole’"’ 
And he wore a rather shabby black morning coat and 
vest, and his tie was richly splendid, being from stock, 
and his golf cap aslant over one eye 

Fifteen years ago, and it might have seemed to you 
that the (jueer little flower of Mr Polly’s imagination 
might be altogether withered and dead, and with no 
living seed left in any part of him But, indeed, it 
still lived as an insatiable hunger for bright and delight- 
ful experiences for the gracious aspect of things, for 
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beauty He still read books when he had a chance — 
books that told of glorious places abroad and glorious 
times, that wrung a rich humour from life, and con 
tamed the delight of words freshly and expressively 
grouped But, alas' there are not many such books, 
and for the newspapers and the cheap fiction that 
abounded more and more in the world, Mr Polly had 
little taste There was no epithet in them And 
there was no one to talk to, as he loved to talk And 
he had to mind his shop 

It was a reluctant little shop from the beginning 

He had taken it to escape the doom of Johnson’s 
choice, and because Fishbourne had a hold upon his 
imagination He had disregarded the ill built, cramped 
rooms behind it in which he would have to lurk and 
live, and the relentless limitations of its dimensions, 
the inconvenience of an underground kitchen that must 
necessarily be the living room in winter — the narrow 
yard behind giving upon the yard of the Royal Fish- 
bourne Hotel — the tiresome sitting and waiting for 
custom, the restricted prospects of trade He had 
visualised himself and Miriam first as at breakfast on 
a clear, bright, winter morning, amidst a tremendous 
smell of bacon, and then as having muffins for tea 
He had also thought of sitting on the beach on Sunday 
afternoons, and of going for a walk in the country 
behind the town and picking marguerites and poppies 
But, in fact, Miriam and he were usually extremely 
cross at breakfast, and it did not run to muffins at tea 
And she didn’t think it looked well, she said, to go 
trapesing about the country on Sundays 

It was unfortunate that Miriam never took to the 
house from the first She did not like it when she 
saw It, and liked it less as she explored it ^‘There’s 
too many stairs,” she said, “ and the coal being indoors 
will make a lot of work ” 

Didn’t think of that,” said Mr Polly, following 
her round 



5i8 the history OF MR POLLY 

** It^ll be a hard house to keep clean,*' said Miriam 
** White paint's all very well in its way,'* said 
Miriam, ‘‘but it shows the dirt something fearful 
Better *ave *ad it nicely grained ** 

“There's a kind of place here," said Mr Polly, 
“ where we might have some flowers in pots " 

“ Not me," said Miriam “ I've 'ad trouble enough 
with Minnie and 'er musk " 

They stayed for a week in a cheap boarding house 
before they moved in They had bought some furni- 
ture in Stamton, mostly second-hand, but with new 
cheap cutlery and china and linen, and they supple- 
mented this from the Fishbourne shops Miriam, 
relieved from the hilarious associations of home, 
developed a meagre and serious quality of her own, 
and went about with knitted brows pursuing some 
ideal of “ 'aving everything right " Mr Polly gave 
himself to the arrangement of the shop with a certain 
zest, and whistled a great deal, until Miriam appeared 
and said that it went through her head So soon as 
he had taken the shop he had filled the window with 
aggressive posters, announcing in no measured terms 
that he was going to open, and, now he was getting 
his stuff put out, he was resolved to show Fishbourne 
what window-dressing could do He meant to give 
them boater straws, imitation Panamas, bathing dresses 
with novelties in stripes, light flannel shirts, summer 
ties, and ready made flannel trousers for men, youths, 
and boys Incidentally he watched the small fishmonger 
over the way, and had a glimpse of the china dealer 
next door, and wondered if a friendly nod would be 
out of place And on the first Sunday in this new 
life he and Miriam arrayed themselves with great care, 
he in his wedding-funeral hat and coat and she in her 
going-away dress, and went processionally to church — 
a more respectable-looking couple you could hardly 
imagine — ^and looked about them 
Things began to settle down next week into their 
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places A few customers came, chiefly for bathing- 
suits and hat-guards, and on Saturday night the cheapest 
straw hats and ties, and Mr Polly found himself more 
and more drawn towards the shop door and the social 
charm of the street He found the china-dealer un- 
packing a crate at the edge of the pavement, and 
remarked that it was a fine day The china-dealer gave 
a reluctant assent, and plunged into the crate in a 
manner that presented no encouragement to a loquacious 
neighbour 

‘‘ Zealacious commerciality,” whispered Mr Polly to 
that unfriendly back view 


§ 2 

Miriam combined earnestness of spirit with great 
practical incapacity The house was never clean nor 
tidy, but always being frightfully disarranged for clean- 
ing or tidying up, and she cooked because food had to 
be cooked, and with a sound moralist’s entire disregard 
of the quality or the consequences The food came 
from her hands done rather than improved, and look- 
ing as uncomfortable as savages clothed under duress by 
a missionary with a stock of out-sizes Such food is 
too apt to behave resentfully, rebel, and work Obi 
She ceased to listen to her husband’s talk from the day 
she married him, and ceased to unwnnkle the kmk in 
her brow at his presence, giving herself up to mental 
states that had a quality of preoccupation And she 
developed an idea, for which, perhaps, there was legiti- 
mate excuse, that he was lazy He seemed to stand 
about a great deal, to read — an indolent habit — and 
presently to seek company for talking He began to 
attend the bar-parlour of the God’s Providence Inn 
with some frequency, and would have done so regularly 
in the evening if cards, which bored him to death, had 
not arrested conversation But the perpetual foolish 
variation of the permutations and combinations of two- 

17* 
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and fifty cards taken five at a time, and the meagre sur- 
prises and excitements that ensue, had no charm for 
Mr Polly’s mind, which was at once too vivid in its 
impressions and too easily fatigued 

It was soon manifest the shop paid only in the most 
exacting sense, and Miriam did not conceal her opinion 
that he ought to bestir himself and “ do things,” though 
what he was to do was hard to say You see, when 
you have once sunken your capital in a shop you do 
not very easily get it out again If customers will not 
come to you cheerfully and freely, the law sets limits 
upon the compulsion you may exercise You cannot 
pursue people about the streets of a watering place, com 
pelling them either by threats or importunity to buy 
flannel trousers Additional sources of income for a 
tradesman are not always easy to find Wintershed, at 
the bicycle and gramophone shop to the right, played 
the organ in the church, and Clamp of the toy-shop 
was pew-opener and so forth, Gambell, the greengrocer, 
waited at table and his wife cooked, and Carter, the 
watchmaker, left things to his wife while he went about 
the world winding clocks, but Mr Polly had none of 
these arts, and wouldn’t, in spite of Miriam’s quietly 
persistent protests, get any other And on summer 
evenings he would ride his bicycle about the country, 
and if he discovered a sale where there were books, he 
would as often as not waste half the next day in going 
again to acquire a job lot of them haphazard, and bring 
them home tied about with string, and hide them from 
Miriam under the counter in the shop That is a 
heart-breaking thing for any wife with a serious investi 
gatory turn of mind to discover She was always think- 
ing of burning these finds, but her natural turn for 
economy prevailed with her 
The books he read during those fifteen years ^ He 
read everything he got except theology, and, as he 
read, his little unsuccessful circumstances vanished and 
the wonder of life returned to him, the routine of 
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reluctant getting up, opening shop, pretending to dust 
It with zest, breakfasting with a shop egg underdone 
or overdone, or a herring raw or charred, and coffee 
made Miriam’s way, and full of little particles, the 
return to the shop, the morning paper, the standing, 
standing at the door saying ^^How do*” to passers-by, 
or getting a bit of gossip, or watching unusual visitors, 
all these things vanished as the auditorium of a theatre 
vanishes when the stage is lit He acquired hundreds 
of books at last — old, dusty books, books with torn 
covers and broken covers, fat books whose backs were 
naked string and glue — an mimical litter to Miriam 
There was, for example, the voyages of La Perouse, 
with many careful, explicit woodcuts and the frankest 
revelations of the ways of the eighteenth-century sailor- 
man, homely, adventurous, drunken, incontinent, and 
delightful, until he floated, smooth and slow, with all 
sails set and mirrored in the glassy water, until his 
head was full of the thought of shining, kindly, brown- 
skinned women, who smiled at him and wreathed his 
head with unfamiliar flowers He had, too, a piece of 
a book about the lost palaces of Yucatan, those vast 
terraces buried in primordial forest, of whose makers 
there is now no human memory With La Perouse he 
linked ‘‘The Island Nights’ Entertainments,” and it 
never palled upon him that m the dusky stabbing of 
the “ Island of Voices ” something poured over the 
stabber’s hands “ like warm tea ” Queer, incom- 
municable joy It IS, the joy of the vivid phrase that 
turns the statement of the horridest fact to beauty 
And another book which had no beginning for him 
was the second volume of the travels of the Abbes Hue 
and Gabet He followed those two sweet souls from 
their lessons in Thibetan under Sandura the Bearded 
(who called them donkeys, to their infinite benefit, and 
stole their store of butter) through a hundred mis- 
adventures to the very heart of Lhasa, and it was a 
thirst in him that was never quenched to find the other 
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volume and whence they came, and who in fact they 
were He read Femmore Cooper and ‘‘ Tom Cringle’s 
Log ” side by side with Joseph Conrad, and dreamt of 
the many-hued humanity of the East and West Indies 
until his heart ached to see those sun-soaked lands 
before he died Conrad’s prose had a pleasure for him 
that he was never able to define, a peculiar, deep- 
coloured effect He found, too, one day, among a pile 
of soiled sixpenny books at Port Burdock, to which 
place he sometimes rode on his aging bicycle, Bart 
Kennedy’s “A Sailor Tramp,” all written in vivid 
jerks, and had for ever after a kindlier and more under- 
standing eye for every burly rough who slouched through 
Fishbourne High Street Sterne he read with a waver- 
ing appreciation and some perplexity, but except for 
the “Pickwick Papers,” for some reason that I do not 
understand, he never took at all kindly to Dickens Yet 
he liked Lever, and Thackeray’s “ Catherine,” and all 
Dumas until he got to the “ Vicomte de Bragelonne ” 
I am puzzled by his insensibility to Dickens, and I 
record it, as a good historian should, with an admission 
of my perplexity It is much more understandable that 
he had no love for Scott And I suppose it was 
because of his ignorance of the proper pronunciation 
of words that he infinitely preferred any prose to any 
metrical writing 

A book he browsed over with a recurrent pleasure 
was Waterton’s “Wanderings in South America” He 
would even amuse himself by inventing descriptions of 
other birds in the Watertonian manner, new birds that 
he invented, birds with peculiarities that made him 
chuckle when they occurred to him He tried to make 
Rusper, the ironmonger, share this joy with him He 
read Bates, too, about the Amazon, but when he dis- 
covered that you could not see one bank from the other, 
he lost, through some mysterious action of the soul that 
again I cannot understand, at least a tithe of the 
pleasure he had taken in that river But he read all 
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sorts of things, a book of old Keltic stones collected by 
Joyce charmed him, and Mitford’s “Tales of Old 
Japan,” and a number of paper-covered volumes, 
“ Tales from Blackwood,” he had acquired at Easewood, 
remained a stand by He developed a quite consider- 
able acquaintance with the plays of William Shakespear, 
and in his dreams he wore cinque cento or Elizabethan 
clothes, and walked about a stormy, ruffling, taverning, 
teeming world Great land of sublimated things, thou 
World of Books, happy asylum, refreshment, and refuge 
from the world of every day’ 

The essential thing of those fifteen long years of 
shopkeeping is Mr Polly, well athwart the counter of 
his rather ill-lit shop, lost in a book, or rousing him- 
self with a sigh to attend to business 

And meanwhile he got little exercise, indigestion 
grew with him until it ruled all his moods, he fattened 
and deteriorated physically, great moods of distress 
invaded and darkened his skies, little things irritated 
him more and more, and casual laughter ceased in him 
His hair began to come off until he had a large bald 
space at the back of his head Suddenly, one day it 
came to him — forgetful of those books and all he had 
lived and seen through them — that he had been in his 
shop for exactly fifteen years, that he would soon be 
forty, and that his life during that time had not been 
worth living, that it had been in apathetic and feebly 
hostile and critical company, ugly in detail and mean 
in scope, and that it had brought him at last to an 
outlook utterly hopeless and grey 

§ 3 

I have already had occasion to mention, indeed I 
have quoted, a certain high browed gentleman living 
at Highbury, wearing a golden '^tnce-nez, and writing 
for the most part in that very beautiful room, the 
library of the Climax Club There he wrestles with 
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what he calls social problems in a bloodless but at 
times, I think one must admit, an extremely illuminat- 
ing manner He has a fixed idea that something called 
a collective “intelligence” is wanted in the world, 
which means in practice that you and I and every one 
have to think about things frightfully hard and pool 
the results, and obliged ourselves to be shamelessly and 
persistently clear and truthful, and support and respect 
(I suppose) a perfect horde of professors and writers 
and artists and ill-groomed, difficult people, instead of 
using our brains in a moderate and sensible manner to 
play golf and bridge (pretending a sense of humour 
prevents our doing anything else with them), and 
generally taking life in a nice, easy, gentlemanly way, 
confound him’ Well, this dome-headed monster of 
intellect alleges that Mr Polly was unhappy entirely 
through that 

“ A rapidly complicating society,” he writes, “ which, 
as a whole, declines to contemplate its future or face 
the intricate problems of its organisation, is in exactly 
the position of a man who takes no thought of dietary 
or regimen, who abstains from baths and exercise and 
gives his appetites free play It accumulates useless 
and aimless lives, as a man accumulates fat and morbid 
products in his blood, it declines in its collective 
efficiency and vigour, and secretes discomfort and 
misery Every phase of its evolution is accompanied 
by a maximum of avoidable distress and inconvenience 
and human waste 

“ Nothing can better demonstrate the collective dul- 
ness of our community, the crying need for a strenuous, 
intellectual renewal, than the consideration of that vast 
mass of useless, uncomfortable, under-educated, under- 
trained, and altogether pitiable people we contemplate 
when we use that inaccurate and misleading term, the 
Lower Middle Class A great proportion of the lower 
middle class should properly be assigned to the unem- 
ployed and the unemployable They are only not 
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that, because the possession of some small hoard of 
money, savings during a period of wage-earning, an 
insurance policy or such like capital, prevents a direct 
appeal to the rates But they are doing little or 
nothing for the community in return for what they 
consume, they have no understanding of any relation 
of service to the community, they have never been 
trained nor their imaginations touched to any social 
purpose A great proportion of small shopkeepers, for 
example, are people who have, through the inefficiency 
that comes from inadequate training and sheer aimless- 
ness, or through improvements in machinery or the 
drift of trade, been thrown out of employment, and 
who set up in needless shops as a method of eking 
out the savings upon which they count They con- 
trive to make sixty or seventy per cent of their expen- 
diture, the rest is drawn from the shrinking capital 
Essentially their lives are failures, not the sharp and 
tragic failure of the labourer who gets out of work and 
starves, but a slow, chronic process of consecutive small 
losses which may end, if the individual is exceptionally 
fortunate, in an impoverished deathbed before actual 
bankruptcy or destitution supervenes Their chances 
of ascendant means are less in their shops than in any 
lottery that was ever planned The secular develop- 
ment of transit and communications has made the 
organisation of distributing businesses upon large and 
economical lines inevitable, except in the chaotic con- 
fusions of newly opened countries, the day when a man 
might earn an independent living by unskilled, or 
practically unskilled, retailing has gone for ever Yet 
every year sees the melancholy procession towards petty 
bankruptcy and imprisonment for debt go on, and there 
is no statesmanship in us to avert it Every issue of 
every trade journal has its four or five columns of 
abridged bankruptcy proceedings, nearly every item m 
which means the final collapse of another struggling 
family upon the resources of the community, and con- 
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demanding now evil and unsuitable internal satisfac 
tions such as pickles and vinegar and the crackling on 
pork, and now vindictive external expressions such as 
war and bloodshed throughout the world So that Mr 
Polly had been led into hatred and a senes of dis- 
agreeable quarrels with his landlord, his wholesalers, and 
most of his neighbours 

Rumbold, the china-dealer next door, seemed hostile 
from the first for no apparent reason, and always un- 
packed his crates with a full back to his new neigh 
hour, and from the first Mr Polly resented and hated 
that uncivil breadth of expressionless humanity, wanted 
to prod it, kick It, satirise But you cannot satirise a 
back, if you have no friend to nudge while you do it 
At last Mr Polly could stand it no longer He 
approached and prodded Rumbold 

‘‘’Elio*’* said Rumbold, suddenly erect and turned 
about 

“Can’t we have some other point of view?” said 
Mr Polly “ I’m tired of the end elevation ” 

“ Eh?” said Mr Rumbold, fianUy puzzled 
“Of all the vertebracious animals man alone raises 
his face to the sky, O’ Man Well, why avert it?” 
Rumbold shook his head with a helpless expression 
“ Don’t like so much Arreary Pensy ” 

Rumbold, distressed, in utter obscurity 
“ In fact, I’m sick of your turning your back on me, 
see?” 

A great light shone on Rumbold “ ThaCs what 
you’re talking about*” he said 
“That’s it,” said Polly 

Rumbold scratched his ear with the three strawy 
jampots he held in his hand “Way the wind blows, 

I expect,” he said “But what’s the fuss?” 

“No fuss*” said Mr Polly “Passing remark I 
don’t like it, O’ Man, that’s all ” 

“ Can’t help it, if the wind blows my stror,” said 
Mr Rumbold, still far from clear about it 
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isn’t ordinary civility,” said Mr Polly 
“ Got to unpack ’ow it suits me Can’t unpack with 
the stror blowing into one’s eyes ” 

‘‘ Needn’t unpack like a pig rooting for truffles, need 
you?’ 

“Truffles?” 

“ Needn’t unpack like a pig ” 

Mr Rumbold apprehended something 

“Pig’” he said, impressed “You calling me a 

“ It’s the side I seem to get of you ” 

“’Ere,” said Mr Rumbold, suddenly fierce, and 
shouting and making his points with gesticulated jam 
pots, “ you go indoors I don’t want no row with you, 
and I don’t want you to row with me I don’t know 
what you’re after, but I’m a peaceful man — teetotaller, 
too, and a good thing if }0U was See? You go 
indoors ’ ” 

“You mean to say — I’m asking you civilly to stop 
unpacking — ^with your back to me ” 

“ Pig ain’t civil and you ain’t sober You go indoors 
and lemme go on unpacking You — ^you’re excited ” 

“ D’you mean Mr Polly was foiled 

He perceived an immense solidity about Rumbold 
“ Get back to your shop and lemme get on with my 
business,” said Mr Rumbold “ Stop calling me pig 
See ? Sweep your pavemint ” 

“ I came here to make a civil request ” 

“ You came ’ere to make a row I don’t want no 
truck with you See? I don’t like the looks of you 
See? And I can’t stand ’ere all day arguing See?” 
Pause of mutual inspection 

It occurred to Mr Polly that probably he was to 
some extent in the wrong 

Mr Rumbold, blowing heavily, walked past him, 
deposited the jampots in his shop with an immense 
affectation that there was no Mr Polly in the world, 
returned, turned a scornful back on Mr Polly, and 
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dived to the interior of the crate Mr Polly stood 
bafHed Should he kick this solid mass before him? 
Should he administer a resounding kick ? 

No* 

He plunged his hands deeply into his trousers pockets, 
began to ivhistle, and returned to his own doorstep 
with an air of profound unconcern There, for a time, 
to the tune of Men of Harlech,” he contemplated the 
receding possibility of kicking Mr Rumbold hard It 
would be splendid — ^and for the moment satisfying 
But he decided not to do it For indefinable reasons he 
could not do it He went indoors and straightened up 
his dress ties very slowly and thoughtfully Presenth 
he went to the window and regarded Mr Rumbold 
obliquely Mr Rumbold was still unpacking 

Mr Polly had no human intercourse thereafter with 
Rumbold for fifteen years He kept up a Hate 

There was a time when it seemed as if Rumbold 
might go, but he had a meeting of his creditors and 
then went on unpacking as before, obtusely as e\er 

§5 

Hinks, the saddler, two shops farther down the street, 
was a different case Hmks vas the aggressor — 
practically 

Hmks was a sporting man in his way, with that taste 
for checks in costume and tight trousers which is, under 
Providence, so mysteriously and invariably associated 
with equestrian proclivities At first Mr Poll} took to 
him as a character, became frequent in the God’s 
Providence Inn under his guidance, stood and was stood 
drinks, and concealed a great ignorance of horses until 
Hmks became urgent for him to play billiards or bet 

Then Mr Polly took to evading him, and Hinkb 
ceased to conceal his opinion that Mr Polly was 111 
reality a softish sort of flat 

He did not, however, discontinue conversation with 
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Mr Polly He would come along to him whenever he 
appeared at his door and converse about sport and 
women and fisticuffs and the pride of life with an air 
of extreme initiation, until Mr Polly felt himself the 
faintest underdeveloped simulacrum of man that had 
ever hovered on the verge of non-existence 

So he invented phrases for Hinks* clothes, and took 
Rusper, the ironmonger, into his confidence upon the 
weaknesses of Hinks He called him the chequered 
Caieenst,” and spoke of his patterned legs as shivery 
shakys ” Good things of this sort are apt to get round 
to people 

He was standing at his door one day, feeling bored, 
when Hinks appeared down the street, stood still, and 
regarded him with a strange, malignant expression for a 
space 

Mr Polly waved a hand in a rather belated salutation 
Mr Hinks spat on the pavement and appeared to 
reflect Then he came towards Mr Polly portentously 
and paused, and spoke between his teeth in an earnest, 
confidential tone 

You been flapping your mouth about me, Vm told, 
he said 

Mr Polly felt suddenly spiritless ‘‘Not that I 
know of,” he answered 

“ Not that you know of, be blowed ’ You been 
flapping your mouth ” 

“ Don’t see it,” said Mr Polly 
“Don’t see it, be blowed^ You go flapping your 
silly mouth about me, and I’ll give you a poke in the 
eye See ?” 

Mr Hinks regarded the effect of this coldly but 
firmly, and spat again 
“tJnderstand me?” he inquired 
“ Don’t recollect,” began Mr Polly 
“ Don’t recollect, be blowed ^ You flap your mouth 
a damn sight too much This place gets more of your 
mouth than it wants Seen this ?” 
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And Mr Hinks, having displayed a freckled fist of 
extraordinary size and pngginess in an ostentatiously 
familiar manner to Mr Polly’s close inspection by sight 
or smell, turned it about this wav and that shaking it 
gently for a moment or so, replaced it carefully in his 
pocket as if for future use, receded slowly and watch 
fully for a pace, and then turned away as if to other 
matters, and ceased to be, even in outward seeming, a 
friend 

§6 

Mr Polly’s intercourse with all his fellow tradesmen 
was tarnished sooner or later by some such adverse 
incident, until not a friend remained to him, and lone 
liness made even the shop door terrible Shops bank 
rupted all about him, and fresh people came, and nev 
acquaintances sprang up, but sooner or later a discord 
was inevitable — the tension under which the^e badh 
fed, poorly-housed, bored and bothered neighbours lived 
made it inevitable The mere fact that Mr Polly had 
to see them every day, that there was no getting away 
from them, was in itself sufficient to make them almost 
unendurable to his frettingly active mind 

Among other shopkeepers in the High Street there 
was Chuffles, the grocer, a small, hairy, silently intent 
polygamist, who was given rough music by the youth of 
the neighbourhood because of a scandal about his wife’s 
sister, and who was nevertheless totally uninteresting, 
and Tonks, the second grocer, an old man with an 
older, very enfeebled wife, both submerged by piety 
Tonks went bankrupt, and was succeeded by a branch 
of the National Provision Company, with a young 
manager exactly like a fox, except that he barked The 
toy and sweetstuff shop was kept by an old woman of 
repellent manners, and so was the little fish shop at the 
end of the street The Berlinwool shop, having gone 
bankrupt, became a newspaper shop, then fell to a 
haberdasher in consumption, and finally to a stationer, 
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the three shops at the end of the street wallowed in and 
out of insolvency in the hands of a bicycle repairer and 
dealer, a gramophone dealer, a tobacconist, a six-penny 
halfpenny bazaar keeper, a shoemaker, a greengrocer, 
and the exploiter of a cinematograph peep show — but 
none of them supplied friendship to Mr Polly 

These adventurers in commerce were all more or less 
distraught souls, driving without intelligible comment 
before the gale of fate The two milkmen of Fish 
bourne were brothers who had quarrelled about their 
father’s will and started m opposition to each other 
One was stone deaf and no use to Mr Polly, and the 
other was a sporting man with a natural dread of 
epithet, who sided with Hinks So it was all about 
him, on every hand, it seemed, were uncongenial people, 
uninteresting people, or people who conceived the 
deepest distrust and hostility towards him — a magic 
circle of suspicious, preoccupied, and dehumanised 
humanity So the poison in his system poisoned the 
world without 

But Boomer, the wine merchant, and Tashmgford, 
the chemist, be it noted, were fraught with pride, and 
held themselves to be a cut above Mr Polly They 
never quarrelled with him, preferring to bear themselves 
from the outset as though they had already done so 

As his internal malady grew upon Mr Polly, and he 
became more and more a battle ground of fermenting 
foods and warring juices, he came to hate the very sight, 
as people say, of every one of these neighbours There 
they were, every day and all the days, just the same, 
echoing his own stagnation They pained him all round 
the top and back of his head, they made his legs and 
arms weary and spiritless The air was tasteless by reason 
of them He lost his human kindliness 

In the afternoons he would hover in the shop, bored 
to death with his business and his home and Miriam, 
and yet afraid to go out because of his inflamed and 
magnified dislike and dread of these neighbours He 
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could not bring himself to go out and run the gauntlet 
of the observant windows and the cold and estranged 
eyes 

One of his last friendships was with Rusper, the iron 
monger Rusper took over Worthington’s shop about 
three years after Mr Polly opened He was a tall, 
lean, nervous, convulsive man, with an upturned, back 
thrown, oval head, who read newspapers and the Review 
of Reviews assiduously, had belonged to a Literarv 
Society somewhere once, and had some defect of the 
palate that at first gave his lightest word a charm and 
interest for Mr Polly It caused a peculiar clinking 
sound, as though he had something bemeen a giggle 
and a gas-meter at work in his neck 

His literary admirations were not precisely Mr 
Polly’s literary admirations, he thought books were 
written to enshrine Great Thoughts, and that art was 
pedagogy in fancy dress, he had no sense of phrase or 
epithet or richness of texture, but still he knew there 
were books He did know there were books, and he 
was full of large, windy ideas of the sort he called 
Modern (kik) Thought,” and seemed needlessl}' and 
helplessly concerned about (kik) the Welfare of the 
Race ” 

Mr Polly would dream about that (kik) at nights 
It seemed to that undesirable mind of his that 
Rusper’s head was the most egg-shaped head he had 
ever seen, the similarity weighed upon him, and when 
he found an argument growing warm with Rusper he 
would say, ‘"Boil it some more. O’ Man, boil it 
harder or “Six minutes at least,’ allusions Rusper 
could never make head or tail of, and got at last to 
disregard as a part of Mr Polly’s general eccentricity 
For a long time that little tendency threw no shadow 
over their intercourse, but it contained within it the 
seeds of an ultimate disruption 

Often during the days of this friendship Mr Polly 
would leave his shop and walk over to Mr Rusper s 
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establishment and stand in his doorway and inquire, 
Well, O* Man, how’s the Mind of the Age working?’* 
and get quite an hour of it, and sometimes Mr Rusper 
would come into the outfitter’s shop with Heard the 
(kik) latest?” and spend the rest of the morning 
Then Mr Rusper married, and he married, very in 
considerately, a woman who was totally uninteresting 
to Mr Polly A coolness grew between them from the 
first intimation of her advent Mr Polly couldn’t help 
thinking when he saw her that she drew her hair back 
from her forehead a great deal too tightly, and that 
her elbows were angular His desire not to mention 
these things in the apt terms that welled up so richly in 
his mind made him awkward in her presence, and that 
gave her an impression that he was hiding some guilty 
secret from her She decided he must have a bad 
influence upon her husband, and she made it a point to 
appear whenever she heard him talking to Rusper 
One day they became a little heated about the 
German peril 

** I lay (kik) they’ll invade us,” said Rusper 
^^Not a bit of it William’s not the Xerxiacious 
sort ” 

You’ll see. O’ Man ” 

“ Just what I shan’t do ” 

Before (kik) five years are out ” 

‘^Not It” 

^"Yes ” 

^^No” 

«Yes ” 

‘‘Oh, boil It hard*” said Mr Polly 
Then he looked up and saw Mrs Rusper standing 
behind the counter, half hidden by a trophy of spades 
and garden shears and a knife cleaning machine, and 
by her expression he knew instantly that she under- 
stood 

The conversation paled, and presently Mr Polly 
withdrew 
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After that estrangement increased steadily 
Mr Rusper ceased altogether to come over to the 
outfitter’s, and Mr Polly called upon the ironmonger 
only with the completest air of casualty And every- 
thing they said to each other led now to flat contradic- 
tion and raised voices Rusper had been warned in 
vague and alarming terms that Mr Polly insulted and 
made game of him, he couldn’t discover exactly where, 
and so it appeared to him now that every word of 
Mr Polly’s might be an insult meriting his resentment, 
meriting it none the less because it was masked and 
cloaked 

Soon Mr Polly’s calls upon Mr Rusper ceased also, 
and then Mr Rusper, pursuing incomprehensible lines 
of thought, became afflicted with a specialised short- 
sightedness that applied only to Mr Polly He would 
look in other directions when Mr Polly appeared, and 
his large, oval face assumed an exnression of conscious 
serenity and deliberate happy unawareness that would 
have maddened a far less irritable person than Mr 
Polly It evoked a strong desire to mock and ape, and 
produced in his throat a cough of singular scornfulness, 
more particularly when Mr Rusper also assisted with 
an assumed unconsciousness that was all his own 
Then one day Mr Polly had a bicycle accident 
His bicycle was now very old, and it is one of the 
concomitants of a bicycle’s senility that its free wheel 
should one day obstinately cease to be free It corre 
sponds to that epoch in human decay when an old 
gentleman loses an incisor tooth It happened just as 
Mr Polly was approaching Mr Rusper’s shop, and the 
untoward chance of a motor-car trying to pass a wagon 
on the wrong side gave Mr Polly no choice but to get 
on to the pavement and dismount He was always 
accustomed to take his time and step off his left pedal 
at Its lowest point, but the jamming of the free wheel 
gear made that lowest moment a transitory one, and the 
pedal was lifting his foot for another revolution before 
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he realised what had happened Before he could dis 
mount according to his habit the pedal had to make a 
revolution, and before it could make a revolution Mr 
Polly found himself among the various sonorous things 
with which Mr Rusper adorned the front of his shop 
— zinc dustbins, household pails, lawn mowers, rakes, 
spades, and all manner of clattering things Before 
he got among them he had one of those agonising 
moments of helpless wrath and suspense that seem to 
last ages, in which one seems to perceive everything 
and think of nothing but words that are better for 
gotten He sent a column of pails thundering across 
the doorway, and dismounted with one foot in a sanitary 
dustbin, amidst an enormous uproar of falling iron- 
mongery 

Put all over the place’” he cried, and found Mr 
Rusper emerging from his shop with the large tran- 
quillities of his countenance puckered to anger, like 
the frowns in the brow of a reefing sail He gesticu 
lated speechlessly for a moment 
^‘(kik) Jer doing?” he said at last 
‘*Tin mantraps’” said Mr Polly 
fer (kik) doing?” 

Dressing all over the pavement as though the 
blessed town belonged to you’ Ugh’” 

And Mr Polly, in attempting a dignified movement, 
realised his entanglement with the dustbin for the 
first time With a low, embittering expression, he 
kicked his foot about in it for a moment very noisily, 
and finally sent it thundering to the kerb On its way 
It struck a pail or so Then Mr Polly picked up his 
bicycle and proposed to resume his homeward way 
But the hand of Mr Rusper arrested him 
Put It (kik) all (kik) back (kik) ” 

Put It (kik) back yourself ” 

“ You got (kik) put It back ” 

*‘Get out of the (kik) way” 

Mr Rusper laid one hand on the bicycle handle, 
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and the other gi ipped Mr Polly’s collar urgently 
Whereupon Mr Polly said Leggo ’ ” and again 
“D’you hear'i Leggo’” and then drove his elbow with 
considerable force into the region of Mr Rusper’s mid- 
riff Whereupon Mr Rusper, with a loud, impassioned 
cry resembling Woo kik ” more than anv other com- 
bination of letters, released the bicycle handles, seized 
Mr Polly by the cap and hair, and bore his head and 
shoulders downwards Thereat Mr Poll}', emitting 
such words as every one knows and nobody prints, 
butted his utmost into the concavity of Mr Rusper, 
entwined a leg about him, and, after terrific moments 
of swaying instability, fell headlong beneath him amidst 
the bicycle and pails There on the pavement these 
inexpert children of a pacific age, untrained in arms 
and uninured to violence, abandoned themselves to 
amateurish and absurd efforts to hurt and injure one 
another — of which the most palpable consequences were 
dusty backs, ru filed hair, and torn and twisted collars 
Mr Polly by accident got his finger into Mr Rusper’s 
mouth, and strove earnestly for some time to prolong 
that aperture in the direction of Mr Rusper s ear before 
It occurred to Mr Rusper to bite him (and even then 
he didn’t bite very hard), while Mr Rusper concen 
trated his mind almost entirely on an effort to rub Mr 
Polly’s face on the pavement (And their positions 
bristled with chances of the deadliest sort’) The^ 
didn’t, from first to last, draw blood 

Then it seemed to each of them that the other had 
become endowed with many hands and several voices 
and great accessions of strength They submitted to 
fate and ceased to struggle They found themselves 
torn apart and held up by outwardly scandalised and 
inwardly delighted neighbours, and invited to explain 
what It was all about 

Got to (kik) puttem all back,” panted Mr Rusper, 
in the expert grasp of Hmks Merely asked him to 
(kik) puttem all back ” 
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Mr Polly was under restraint of little Clamp of the 
toyshop, who was holding his hands in a complex and 
uncomfortable manner that he afterwards explained to 
Wintershed was a combination of something romantic 
called Jiu-jitsu ” and something else still more 
romantic called the Police Grip ” 

Pails,” explained Mr Polly, m breathless frag- 
ments ^*A11 over the road Pails Bungs up the 
street with his pails Look at them ’ ” 

“ Deliber (kik) lib (kik) liberately rode into my 
goods (kik) Constantly (kik) annoying me (kik) said 
Mr Rusper 

They were both tremendously earnest and reasonable 
in their manner They wished every one to regard 
them as responsible and intellectual men acting for the 
love of right and the enduring good of the world 
They felt they must treat this business as a profound 
and publicly significant affair They wanted to explain 
and orate and show the entire necessity of everything 
they had done Mr Polly was convinced he had never 
been so absolutely correct in all his life as when he 
planted his foot in the sanitary dustbin, and Mr Rusper 
considered his clutch at Mr Polly’s hair as the one 
faultless impulse in an otherwise undistinguished career 
But It was clear in their minds they might easily become 
ridiculous if they were not careful, if for a second they 
stepped over the edge of the high spirit and pitiless 
dignity they had hitherto maintained At any cost they 
perceived they must not become ridiculous 

Mr Chuffles, the scandalous grocer, joined the 
throng about the principal combatants, mutely, as be- 
came an outcast, and with a sad, distressed, helpful ex- 
pression picked up Mr Polly’s bicycle Gambell’s 
summer errand boy, moved by example, restored the 
dustbin and pails to their self-respect 

ought — ^*0 ought (kik) pick them up,” protested 
Mr Rusper 

What’s It all about said Mr Hinks for the third 
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time, shaking Mr Rusper gently “ ’As ’e been calling 
you names?” 

‘‘ Simply ran into his pails — ^as any one might,” said 
Mr Polly, ‘‘ and out he comes and scrags me ” 

(kik) Assault ^ ” said Mr Rusper 
He assaulted mep said Mr Polly 
^‘Jumped (kik) into my dus’bin,” said Mr Rusper 
“ That assault ? Or isn’t it ?” 

^‘You better drop it,” said Mr Hinks 
Great pity they can’t be’ave better, both of ’em,” 
said Mr Chuffles, glad for once to find himself morally 
unassailable 

‘‘Any one see it begin?” said Mr Wmtershed 
“/ was in the shop,” said Mrs Rusper suddenly, 
from the doorstep, piercing the little group of men and 
boys with the sharp horror of a woman’s voice “If a 
witness is wanted, I suppose I’ve got a tongue I 
suppose I got a voice in seeing my own husband injured 
My husband went out and spoke to Mr Polly, who 
was jumping off and on his bicycle all among our pails 
and things, and immediately ’E butted him in the 
stomach — ^immediately — most savagely — ^butted him 

Just after his dinner, too, and him far from strong 
I could have screamed But Rusper caught hold of him 

right away, I will say that for Rusper ” 

“ I’m going, ’ said Mr Polly suddenly, releasing 
himself from the Anglo-Japanese grip and holding out 
his hands for his bicycle 

“Teach you (kik) to leave things alone,” said Mr 
Rusper, with an air of one who has given a lesson 
The testimony of Mrs Rasper continued relentlessly 
in the background 

“You’ll hear of me through a summons,” said Mr 
Polly, preparing to wheel his bicycle 
“(kik) Me too,” said Mr Rusper 
Some one handed Mr Polly a collar “This yours 
Mr Polly investigated his neck “I suppose it is 
Any one seen a tie?” 
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A small boy produced a grimy strip of spotted blue 
silk 

“ Human life isn't safe with you," said Mr Polly as 
a parting shot 

‘^(kik) Yours isn't," said Mr Rusper 

And they got small satisfaction out of the Bench, 
which refused altogether to perceive the relentless cor- 
rectitude of the behaviour of either party, and reproved 
the eagerness of Mrs Rusper — speaking to her gently, 
firmly but exasperatingly as '‘My Good Woman," and 
telling her to "Answer the Question’ Answer the 
Question 

" Seems a Pity,” said the chairman, when binding 
them over to keep the peace, "you can’t behave like 
Respectable Tradesmen Seems a Great Pity Bad 
Example to the Young and all that Don’t do any 
Good to the town, don't do any Good to yourselves, 
don’t do any manner of Good, to have all the Trades- 
men in the Place scrapping about the Pavement of an 
Afternoon Think we're letting j^ou off very easily 
this time, and hope it will be a Warning to you Don’t 
expect men of your position to come up before us 
Very Regrettable Affair Eh?" 

He addressed the latter enquiry to his two col 
leagues 

" Exactly, exactly," said the colleague to the right 

" Err (kik),” said Mr Rusper 

§7 

But the disgust that overshadowed Mr Polly’s being 
as he sat upon the stile had other and profounder 
justification than his quarrel with Rusper and the indig 
nity of appearing before the county bench He was, for 
the first time in his business career, short with his rent 
for the approaching quarter day, and, so far as he could 
trust his own handling of figures, he was sixty or seventy 
pounds on the wrong side of solvency And that was 
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the outcome of fifteen years of passive endurance of dul- 
ness throughout the best years of his life What would 
Miriam say when she learned this, and was invited to 
face the prospect of exile — Heaven knows what sort of 
exile — from their present home? She would grumble 
and scold and become limply unhelpful, he knew, and 
none the less so because he could not help things She 
would say he ought to have worked harder, and a 
hundred such exasperating, pointless things Such 
thoughts as these require no aid from undigested cold 
pork and cold potatoes and pickles to darken the soul, 
and with these aids his soul was black indeed 

May as well have a bit of a walk,” said Mr Polly 
at last, after nearly intolerable meditations, and sat 
round and put a leg over the stile 

He remained still for some time before he brought 
over the other leg 

“ Kill myself,” he murmured «t last 
It was an idea that came back to his mind nowadays 
with a continually increasing attractiveness, more par- 
ticularly after meals Life, he felt, had no further 
happiness for him He hated Miriam, and there was 
no getting away from her, whatever might betide And 
for the rest, there was toil and struggle, toil and 
struggle with a failing heart and dwindling courage, to 
sustain that dreary duologue Life’s insured,” said 
Mr Polly, place is insured I don’t see it does any 
harm to her or any one ” 

He stuck his hands in his pockets ^'Needn’t hurt 
much,” he said He began to elaborate a plan 

He found it was quite interesting elaborating his plan 
His countenance became less miserable and his pace 
quickened 

There is nothing so good in all the world for melan- 
cholia as walking, and the exercise of the imagination 
in planning something presently to be done, and soon 
the wrathful wretchedness had vanished from Mr 
Polly’s face He would have to do the thing secretly 
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and elaborately, because otherwise there might be 
difficulties about the life insurance He began to 
scheme how he could circumvent that difficulty 

He took a long walk, for, after all, what is the good 
of hurrying back to shop when ;^ou are not only in- 
solvent but very soon to die? His dinner and the 
east wind lost their sinister hold upon his soul, and 
when at last he came back along the Fishbourne High 
Street his lace was unusually bright and the craving 
hunger of the dyspeptic was returning So he went into 
the grocer’s and bought a ruddily decorated tin of 
a brightly pink fish-like substance known as “ Deep Sea 
Salmon ” This he was resolved to consume, regard 
less of cost, with vinegar and salt and pepper as a relish 
to his supper 

He did, and since he and Miriam rarely tall ed, and 
Miriam thought honour and his recent behaviour 
demanded a hostile silence, he ate fast and copiously 
and soon gloomily He ate alone, for she refrained, 
to mark her sense of his extravagance Then he 
prowled into the High Street for a time, thought it 
an infernal place, tried his pipe and found it foul and 
bitter, and retired wearily to bed 

He slept for an hour or so, and then woke up to 
the contemplation of Miriam’s hunched back and the 
riddle of life, and this bright and attractive idea of 
ending for ever and ever and ever all the things that 
were locking him in, this bright idea that shone like a 
baleful star above all the reek and darkness of his 
misery 




Maltng ai End, to Things 


M 

JL r JLR POLLY designed his suicide with considerable 
care and a quite remarkable altruism 

His passionate hatred for Miriam vanished directlv 
the idea of getting away from her for ever became clear 
in his mind He found himself full of solicitude then 
for her welfare He did not want to buy his release 
at her expense He had not the remotest intention of 
leaving her unprotected, with a painfully dead hus- 
band and a bankrupt shop on her hands It seemed 
o him that he could contrive to secure for her the 
full benefit of both his life insurance and his fire insur- 
ance if he managed things m a tactful manner He 
felt happier than he had done for years scheming out 
this undertaking, albeit it was, perhaps, a larger and 
sombrerer kind of happiness than had fallen to his lot 
before It amazed him to think he had endured his 
monotony of misery and failure for so long 

But there were some queer doubts and questions in 
the dim, half-lit background of his mind that he had 
very resolutely to ignore 

S+3 1 8 
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“Sick of It,” he had to repeat to himself aloud to 
keep his determination clear and firm His life was a 
failure, there was nothing more to hope for but un- 
happiness Why shouldn’t he? 

His project was to begin the fire with the stairs 
that led from the ground floor to the underground 
kitchen and scullery This he would soak with paraffin, 
and assist with firewood and paper and a brisk fire in 
the coal cellar underneath He would smash a hole or 
so in the stairs to ventilate the blaze, and have a good 
pile of boxes and paper, and a convenient chair or so, 
in the shop above He would have the paraflin can 
upset, and the shop lamp, as if awaiting refilling, at 
convenient distances m the scullery ready to catch 
Then he would smash the house lamp on the staircase 
— a fall with that in his hand was to be the ostensible 
cause of the blaze — ^and he would cut his throat at the 
top of the kitchen stairs, which would then become his 
funeral pyre He would do all this on Sunday even 
ing while Miriam was at church, and it would appear 
that he had fallen downstairs with the lamp and been 
burned to death There was r^eally no flaw whatever 
that he could see in the scheme He was quite sure 
he knew how to cut his throat, deep at the side and 
not to saw at the windpipe, and he was reasonably 
sure It wouldn’t hurt him very much And then every 
thing would be at an end 

There was no particular hurry to get the thing done, 
of course, and meanwhile he occupied his mind with 
possible variations of the scheme 

It needed a particularly dry and dusty east wind, a 
Sunday dinner of exceptional virulence, a conclusive 
letter from Ronk, Maybrick, Ghool, and Gabitas, his 
principal and most urgent creditors, and a conversation 
with Miriam, arising out of arrears of rent and leading 
on to mutual character sketching, before Mr Polly 
could be brought to the necessary pitch of despair to 
carry out his plans He went for an embittering walk, 
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and came back to find Miriam in a bad temper over 
the tea things, with the brewings of three-quarters of an 
hour in the pot and hot buttered muffins gone leathery 
He sat eating in silence with his resolution made 
“ Coming to church said Miriam after she had 
cleared away 

Rather I got a lot to be grateful for,” said Mr 
Polly 

‘‘ You got what you deserve,” said Miriam 
“ Suppose I have,” said Mr Polly, and went and 
stared out of the back window at a despondent horse in 
the hotel yard 

He was still standing there when Miriam came down- 
stairs dressed for church Something in his immobility 
struck home to her You’d better come to church 
than mope,” she said 

“ I shan’t mope,” he answered 
She remained still Her presence irritated him He 
felt that in another moment he should say something 
absurd to her, make some last appeal for that under- 
standing she had never been able to give Oh ’ go to 
church,” he said 

In another moment^the outer door slammed upon 
her ‘‘Good riddance’” said Mr Polly 

He turned about “I’ve had my whack,” he said 
He reflected “ I don’t see she’ll have any cause to 
holler,” he said “Beastly Home’ Beastly Life’” 

For a space he remained thoughtful “Here goes’” 
he said at last 


§ 2 

For twenty minutes Mr Polly busied himself about 
the house, making his preparations very neatly and 
methodically 

He opened the attic windows, in order to make sure 
of a good draught through the house, and drew down 
the blinds at the back and shut the kitchen door to 
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conceal his arrangements from casual observation At 
the end he would open the door on the yard and so 
make a clean, clear draught light through the house 
He hacked at, and wedged off, the tread of a stair He 
cleared out the coals from under the staircase, and built 
a neat fire of firewood and paper there, he splashed 
about paraffin and arranged the lamps and can even 
as he had designed, and made a fine, inflammable 
pile of things m the little parlour behind the shop 
‘‘ Looks pretty arsonical,” he said, as he surveyed it all 

Wouldn’t do to have a caller now Now for the 
stairs ’ ” 

“ Plenty of time,” he assured himself, and took the 
lamp which was to explain the whole affair, and went to 
the head of the staircase between the scullery and the 
parlour He sat down in the twilight, with the unlit 
lamp beside him, and surveyed things He must light 
the fire in the coal cellar under the stairs, open the 
back door, then come up them very quickly and light 
the paraffin puddles on each step, then sit down here 
again and cut his throat He drew his razor from his 
pocket and felt the edge It w^juldn’t hurt much, and 
in ten minutes he would be iiiaistinguishable ashes in 
the blaze 

And this was the end of life for him ’ 

The end ^ And it seemed to him now that life had 
never begun for him never ’ It was as if his soul had 
been cramped and his eyes bandaged from the hour of 
his birth Why had he lived such a life^ Why had 
he submitted to things, blundered into things? Whv 
had he never insisted on the things he thought beautiful 
and the things he desired, never sought them, fought 
for them, taken any risk for them, died rather than 
abandon them? They were the things that mattered 
Safety did not matter A living did not matter unless 
there were things to live for 

He had been a fool, a coward and a fool he had 
been fooled, too, for no one had ever warned him to 
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take a firm hold upon life, no one had ever told him 
of the littleness of fear or pain or death But what was 
the good of going through it now again? It was over 
and done with 

The clock in the back parlour pinged the half-hour 
“Time’” said Mr Polly, and stood up 
For an instant he battled with an impulse to put it 
all back, hastily, guiltily, and abandon this desperate 
plan of suicide for ever 

But Miriam would smell the paraffin ’ 

“No way out this time, O’ Man,” said Mr Polly, 
and went slowly downstairs, matchbox in hand 

He paused for five seconds, perhaps, to listen to noises 
in the yard of the Royal Fishbourne Hotel before he 
struck his match It trembled a little in his hand The 
paper blackened, and an edge of blue flame ran out 
ward and spread The fire burned up readily, and in 
an instant the wood was crackling cheerfully 
Some one might hear He must hurry 
He lit a pool of paraffin on the scullery floor, and 
instantly a nest of wavering blue flame became agog 
for prey He went u|^ the stairs three steps at a time, 
with one eager blue flicker in pursuit of him He 
seized the lamp at the top “Now’” he said, and 
flung It smashing The chimney broke, but the glass 
receiver stood the shock and rolled to the bottom, a 
potential bomb Old Rumbold would hear that ana 
wonder what it was He’d know soon enough ’ 

Then Mr Polly stood hesitating, razor in hand, and 
then sat down He was trembling violently, but quite 
unafraid 

He drew the blade lightly under one ear “ Lord ’ ” 
but it stung like a nettle ’ 

Then he perceived a little blue thread of flame 
running up his leg It arrested his attention, and for 
a moment he sat, razor in hand, staring at it It must 
be paraffin On his trousers that had caught fire on the 
stairs Of course his legs were wet with paraffin’ He 
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smacked the flicker with his hand to put it out, and felt 
his leg burn as he did so But his trousers still charred 
and glowed It seemed to him necessary that he must 
put this out before he cut his throat He put down the 
razor beside him to smack with both hands very eagerly 
And as he did so a thin, tall, red flame came up through 
the hole in the stairs he had made and stood still, quite 
still, as It seemed, and looked at him It was a strange 
looking flame, a flattish, salmon colour, redly streaked 
It was so queer and quiet mannered that the sight of it 
held Mr Polly agape 

Whuff’” went the can of paraffin below, and boiled 
over with stinking white fire At the outbreak, the 
salmon coloured flames shivered and ducked and then 
doubled and vanished, and instantly all the staircase 
was noisily ablaze 

Mr Polly sprang up and backwards, as though 
the uprushing tongues of lire were a pack of eager 
wolves 

‘‘Good Lord’” he cried, like a man who wakes up 
from a dream 

He swore sharply, and slappe^ again at a recrudescent 
flame upon his leg 

“ What the Deuce shall I do ? Fm soaked with the 
confounded stuff’” 

He had nerved himself for throat cutting, but this 
was fire’ 

He wanted to delay things, to put the fire out for a 
moment while he did his business The idea of arrest 
ing all this hurry with water occurred to him 

There was no water in the little parlour and none 
m the shop He hesitated for a moment whether he 
should not run upstairs to the bedroom and get a 
ewer of water to throw on the flames At this rate 
Rumbold’s would be ablaze in five minutes Things 
were going all too fast for Mr Polly He ran towards 
the staircase door, and its hot breath pulled him up 
sharply Then he dashed out through the shop The 
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catch of the front door was sometimes obstinate, it was 
now, and instantly he became frantic He rattled and 
stormed and felt the parlour already ablaze behind him 
In another moment he was in the High Street with the 
door wide open 

The staircase behind him was crackling now like 
horsewhips and pistol-shots 

He had a vague sense that he wasn’t doing as he had 
proposed, bu the chief thing was his sense of that un 
controlled fire within What v^as he going to do? 
There was the fire brigade station next door but one 

The Fishbourne High Street had never seemed so 
empty 

Far off, at the corner by the God’s Providence Inn, 
a group of three stiff hobbledehoys m their black, neat 
clothes conversed intermittently with Taplow, the 
policeman 

“ Hi bawled Mr Polly to them “ Fire^» Fire ’ ” 
and, struck bv a horrible thought, he thought of Rum 
bold’s deaf mother in-law upstairs, began to bang and 
kick and rattle with the utmost fury at Rumbold’« 
shop door 

“Hi^” he repeated, ^‘Fire»” 

§ 3 

That was the beginning of the great Fishbourne fire, 
which burned its way sideways into Mr Rusper’s pile 
of crates and straw, and backwards to the petrol and 
stabling of the Roval Fishbourne Hotel, and spread from 
that basis until it seemed half Fishbourne would be 
ablaze The east wind, which had been gathering in 
strength all that day, fanned the flames, everything was 
drv and ready, and the little shed beyond Rumbold’s, 
in which the local fire brigade kept its manual, was alight 
before the Fishbourne fire-hose could be saved from 
disaster In a marvellously short time a great column 
of black smoke, shot with red streamers, rose out of 
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the middle of the High Street, and all Fishbourne was 
alive with excitement 

Much of the more lespectable elements of Fishbourne 
society was in church or chapel, many, however, had 
been tempted by the blue sky and the hard freshness 
of spring to take walks inland, and there had been the 
usual disappearance of loungers and conversationalists 
from the beach and the back streets when, at the hour 
of SIX, the shooting of the bolts and the turning of 
keys had ended the British Ramadan, that weekly inter 
hide of drought our law imposes The youth of the 
place were scattered on the beach or playing in back 
yards, under threat if their clothes were diitied, and the 
adolescent were disposed in pairs among the more 
secluded corners to be found upon the outskirts of the 
place Several godless youths, seasick, but fishing 
steadily, were tossing upon the sea in old Tarbold the 
infiders beat, and the Clamps were entertaining cousins 
from Port Burdock buch few visitors as Fishbourne 
could boast m the spring were at church or on the beach 
To all these that column of smoke did in a manner 
address itself ‘‘Look here’” it said, “this, within 
limits, IS vour affair, what are you going to do?” 

The three hobbledehoj^s, had it been a week-day 
and they in working clothes, might have felt free to 
act, but the stiffness of black was upon them, and 
they simply mo\ed to the corner by Rusper's to take a 
better view of Mr Polly beating at his door The 
policeman was a young, inexpert constable with far too 
lively a sense of the public house He put his head 
inside the Private Bar, to the horror of every one there 
But there was no breach of the law, thank Heaven ’ 
“Polly’s and Rumbold’s on fire’” he said, and vanished 
again A window opened in the top-story over Boomer’s 
shop, and Boomer, captain of the fire brigade, appeared, 
staring out with a blank expression Still staring, 
he began to fumble with his collar and tie, manifestly 
he had to put on his uniform Hinks’ dog, which had 
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been lying on the pavement outside Wintershed^s, woke 
up, and having regarded Mr Polly suspiciously for some 
time, growled nervously and went round the corner into 
Granville Alley Mr Polly continued to beat and kick 
at Rumbold’s door 

Then the public-houses began to vomit forth the less 
desirable elements of Fishbourne society, boys and men 
were moved to run and shout, and more windows went 
up as the stir increased Tashmgford, the chemist, 
appeared at his door, in shirt-sleeves and an apron, with 
his photographic plate-holders in his hand And then, 
like a vision of purpose, came Mr Gambell, the green- 
grocer, running out of Gayford’s alley and buttoning on 
his jacket as he ran His great brass fireman^s helmet 
was on his head, hiding it all but the sharp nose, the 
firm mouth, the intrepid chin He ran straight to the 
fire station and tried the door, and turned about and 
met the eye of Boomer still at his upper window “The 
key ’ ’ cried Mr Gambell, “ the key ’ ” 

Mr Boomer made some inaudible explanation about 
his trousers and half a minute 

“Seen old Rumbold?” cried Mr Polly, approaching 
Mr Gambell 

‘ Gone over Down ford for a walk,” said Mr Gam- 
bell “He told me’ But look ’ere’ We ’aven’t got 
the key’” 

“ Lord ’ ” said Mr Polly, and regarded the china 
shop with open eyes He knew the old woman must 
be there alone He went back to the shop front, and 
stood surveying it in infinite perplexity The other 
activities in the street did not interest him A deaf 
old lady somewhere upstairs there’ Precious moments 
passing ’ Suddenly he was struck by an idea, and 
vanished from public vision into the open door of the 
Royal Fishbourne Tap 

And now the street was getting crowded, and people 
were laying their hands to this and that 

Mr Rusper had been at home reading a number of 

18* 
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tracts upon Tariff Reform, during the quiet of the wife’s 
absence m church, and trying to work out the application 
of the whole question to ironmongery He heard a 
clattering in the street, and for a time disregarded it, 
until a cry of ^^Fire*’^ drew him to the window He 
pencil-marked the tract of Chiozza Money’s that he was 
reading side by side with one by Mr Holt Schooling, 
made a hasty note, “ Bal of Trade say 12,000,000,” and 
went to look out Instantly he opened the window and 
ceased to believe the Fiscal Question the most urgent of 
human affairs 

Good (kik) Gud*” said Mr Rusper 
For now the rapidly spreading blaze had forced the 
partition into Mr Rumbold’s premises, swept across his 
cellar, clambered his garden wall by means of his well- 
tarred mushroom shed, and assailed the engine house 
It stayed not to consume, but ran as a thing that seeks 
a quarry Polly’s shop and upper parts were already a 
furnace, and black smoke was coming out of Rumbold’s 
cellar gratings The fire in the engine-house showed 
only as a sudden rush of smoke from the back, like some- 
thing suddenly blown up The fire brigade, still much 
under strength, were now hard at work in front of the 
latter building They had got the door open all too 
late, they had rescued the fire-escape and some buckets, 
and were now lugging out their manual, with the hose 
already a dripping mass of molten, flaring, stinking 
rubber Boomer was dancing about and swearing and 
shouting, this direct attack upon his apparatus outraged 
his sense of chivalry His subordinates hovered in a 
disheartened state about the rescued fire-escape, and 
tried to piece Boomer’s comments into some tangible 
instructions 

‘^Hi’” said Rusper from the window ^Ukik) 
What’s up?” 

Gambell answered him out of his helmet Hose 
he cried "Hose gone*” 

** I (kik) got hose,” cried Rusper 
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He had He had a stock of several thousand feet of 
garden hose of various qualities and calibres, and now, 
he felt, was the time to use it In another moment his 
shop door was open, and he was hurling pails, garden 
syimges, and rolls of garden hose out upon the pave- 
ment “(kik) Undo It’” he cried to the gathering 
crowd m the roadway 

They did Presently a hundred ready hands were 
unrolling and spreading and tangling up and twisting 
and hopelessly involving Mr Rusper’s stock of hose, 
sustained by an unquenchable assurance that presently 
It would in some manner contain and convey water, 
and Mr Rusper on his knees, hiking violently, became 
incredibly busy with wire and brass junctions and all 
sorts of mysteries 

Fix It to the (kik) bathroom tap said Mr Rusper 

Next door to the fire station was Mantell and Throb- 
sons’, the little Fishbourne branch of that celebrated 
firm, and Mr Boomer, seeking in a teeming mind for 
a plan of action, had determined to save this building 
“ Some one telephone to the Port Burdock and Hamp- 
stead-on-Sea fire brigades,” he cried to the crowd, and 
then to his fellows “ Cut away the woodwork of the 
fire station’” and so led the way into the blaze with a 
whirling hatchet that effected wonders of ventilation in 
no time 

But it was not, after all, such a bad idea of his 
Mantell and Throbsons’ was separated from the fire 
station in front bv a covered glass passage, and at the 
back the roof of the big outhouse sloped down to the fire 
station leads The sturdy longshoremen, who made up 
the bulk of the fire brigade, assailed the glass roof of 
the passage with extraordinary gusto, and made a smash- 
ing of glass that drowned for a time the rising uproar 
of the flames 

A number of willing volunteers started off to the 
new telephone office in obedience to Mr Boomer’s 
request, only to be told, with cold official politeness bv 
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the young lady at the exchange, that all that had been 
done on her initiative ten minutes ago She parleyed 
with these heated enthusiasts for a space, and then 
returned to the window 

And, indeed the spectacle was well worth lool ing at 
The dusk was falling, and the flames were showing 
brilliantly at half a dozen points The Royal Fish 
bourne Hotel Tap, which adjoined Mr Polly to the 
west, was being kept wet by the enthusiastic efforts of a 
string of volunteers with buckets of water, and above, 
at a bathroom window, the little German waiter was 
busy with a garden hose But Mr Polly’s establishment 
looked more like a house afire than most houses on fire 
contrive to look from start to finish Every window 
showed eager flickering flames, and flames like serpents’ 
tongues were licking out of three large holes in the 
roof, which was already beginning to fall in Behind, 
larger and abundantly spark-shot gusts of fire rose from 
the fodder that was now getting alight in the Royal 
Fishbourne Hotel stables Next door to Mr Polly, 
Ml Rumbold’s house was disgorging black smoke from 
the gratings that protected its underground windows, 
and smoke and occasional shivers of flame were also 
coming out of its first-floor windows The fire station 
was better alight at the back than in front, and its 
woodwork burned pretty briskly with peculiai greenish 
flickcrings, and a pungent flavour In the street an 
inaggressively disorderly crowd clambered over the 
rescued fire-escape, and resisted the attempts of the 
three local constables to get it away fiom the danger 
of Mr Polly’s tottering fa9ade, a cluster of busy forms 
danced and shouted and advised on the noisy and smash 
mg attempt to cut off Mantell and Throbsons’ from the 
fire station that was still in effectual progress Furthei, 
a number of people appeared to be destroying intermin- 
able red and grey snakes under the heated direction of 
Mr Rusper — it was as if the High Street had a plague 
of worms, and beyond again, the more timid and less 
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active crowded m front of an accumulation of arrested 
traffic Most of the men were in Sabbatical black, and 
thu, aim the white and starched quality of the women 
and children in their best clothes, gave a note of cere- 
mony to the whole affair 

For a moment the attention of the telephone clerk 
was held by the activities of Mr Tashmgford, the 
chemist, who, regardless of every one else, was rushing 
across the road hurling fire grenades into the fire station 
and running back for more, and then her eyes lifted 
to the slanting outhouse roof that went up to a ridge 
behind the parapet of Mantell and Throbsons^ An 
expression of incredulity came into the telephone 
operator s eyes, and gave place to hard activity She 
flung up the windov/ and screamed out, “Two people 
on the roof up there’ Two people on the roof’” 

§4 

Her e}es had not deceived her Two figures, which 
had emerged from the upper staircase window of Mr 
Rumbold’s and had got, after a perilous paddle in his 
cistern, on to the fire station, were now slowly but 
resolutely clambering up the outhouse roof towards the 
back of the main premises of Messrs Mantell and 
Throbsons’ They clambered slowly, and one urged 
and helped the other, slipping and pausing ever and 
again amidst a constant tricUe of fragments of broken 
tile 

One was Mr Polly, with his hair wildly disordered, 
his face covered with black smudges and streaked with 
perspiration, and his trouser legs scorched and blacl ened , 
the other was an elderly lady, quietly but becomingly 
dressed m black with small white frills at her neck and 
wrists, and a Sunday cap of tou lace enlivened with a 
black velvet bow Her hair was brushed back from her 
wrinkled brow and plastered down tightly, meeting in 
a small knob behind, her wrinkled mouth bore that 
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expression of supreme resolution common with the 
toothless aged She was shaky, not with fear, but with 
the vibrations natural to her years, and she spoke with a 
slow, quavering firmness 

“ I don’t mind scrambling,” she said with piping 
inflexibility, but I can’t jump, and I won’t jump ” 

Scramble, old lady, then, scramble *” said Mr Polly, 
pulling her arm ‘‘ It’s one up and two down on these 
blessed tiles ” 

It’s not what I’m used to,” she said 

Stick to it,” said Mr Polly “ Live and learn,” 
and got to the ridge and grasped at her arm to pull 
her after him 

I can’t jump, mind ye,” she repeated, pressing her 
lips together '^And old ladies like me mustn’t be 
hurried ” 

'*Well, let’s get as high as possible, anyhow,” said 
Mr Polly, urging her gently upwards “ Shinning up 
a waterspout in your line? Near as you’ll get to 
Heaven ” 

** I can^i jump,” she said “ I can do anything but 
jump ” 

Hold on,” said Mr Polly, while I give you a 
boost That’s — ^wonderful ” 

“ So long as it isn’t jumping ” 

The old lady grasped the parapet above, and there 
was a moment of intense struggle 
“Urup’” said Mr Polly “Hold on » Gollys’ 
where’s she gone to? ” 

Then an ill-mended, wavering, yet very reassuring 
sprmg-side boot appeared for an instant 

“Thought perhaps there wasn’t any roof there'” he 
explained, scrambling up over the parapet beside her 
“I’ve never been out on a roof before,” said the 
old lady “ I’m all disconnected It’s very bumpy 
Especially that last bit Can’t we sit here for a bit 
and rest? I’m not the girl I used to be ” 

“ You sit here ten minutes,” shouted Mr Polly, “ and 
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you'll pop like a roast chestnut Don’t understand me ? 
Roast Chestnut f ROAST CHESTNUT ’ POP * 
There ought to be a limit to deafness Come on round 
to the front and see if we can find an attic window 
Look at this smoke’” 

“Nasty’” said the old lady, her eyes following his 
gesture, puckering her face into an expression of great 
distaste 

“ Come on’” 

“ Can’t hear a word you say ” 

He pulled her arm “ Come on ’” 

She paused for a moment to relieve herself of a senes 
of entirely unexpected chuckles Sich goings on ’ ” 
she said “I never did’ Where’s he going now?” 
and came along behind the parapet to the front of the 
drapery establishment 

Below, the street was now fully alive to their pres- 
ence, and encouraged the appearance of their heads by 
shouts and cheers A sort of free fight was going on 
round the fire-escape, order represented by Mr Boomer 
and the very young policeman, and disorder bv some 
partially intoxicated volunteers with views of their own 
about the manipulation of the apparatus Two or three 
lengths of Mr Rusper’s garden hose appeared to have 
twined themselves round the ladder Mr Polly 
watched the struggle with a certain impatience, and 
glanced ever and again over his shoulder at the in- 
creasing volume of smoke and steam that was pouring up 
from the burning fire station He decided to break an 
attic window and get in, and so try and get down 
through the shop He found himself in a little bed- 
room, and returned to fetch his charge For some time 
he could not make her understand his purpose 
“Got to come at once’” he shouted 
“I hain’t ’ad sich a time for years’” said the old 
lady 

“We’ll have to get down through the house’” 
“Can’t do no jumping,” said the old lady “No’’ 
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Slie yielded reluctantly to his grasp 
She stared over the parapet “ Runnin’ and scurry 
mg about like black beetles in a kitchen,” she said 
We’ve got to hurry” 

‘‘Mr Rumbold ’E’s a very Quiet man ’E likes 
everything Quiet He’ll be surprised to see me ’ere’ 
Why’ there ’E is’” She fumbled in her garments 
mysteriously, and at last produced a wiinkled pocket 
handkerchief and began to wave it 

“Oh, come ON cried Mr Polh, and seized 
her 

He got her into the attic, but the staircase, he found, 
was full of suffocating smoke, and he dared not venture 
below the next floor He took her into a long dormi- 
tory, shut the door on those pungent and pervasive 
fumes, and opened the window, to discover the fire- 
escape was now against the house, and all Fishbourne 
boiling with excitement as an immensely helmeted and 
active and resolute little figure ascended In another 
moment the rescuer stared over the wmdow-sill, heroic 
but just a trifle self conscious and grotesque 

“ Lawks-a-mussy said the old lady “ Wonders and 
Wonders ’ Why ’ it’s Mr Gambell ’ ’Iding ’is ’ead 
in that thing ’ I never did 

“ Can we get her out’*” said Mr Gambell “ There’s 
not much time ” 

“ He might git stuck in it ” 

“ get stuck in it,” said Mr Polly, “come 

along ’” 

“ Not for jumpin’ I don’t,” said the old lady, under- 
standing his gestures rather than his words “Not a 
bit of It I bain’t no good at jumping, and I wunH ” 
They urged her gently but firmly towards the 
window 

“You lemme do it my own way,” said the old lady 
at the sill 

“ I could do It better if ’e’d take it off ” 

“Oh’ on’” 
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“It’s wuss than Cartel’s stile,” she said, “before 
they mended it — ^with a cow looking at you ” 

Mr Gambell hovered protectingly below Mr Polly 
steeled her aged limbs from above An anxious crowd 
below babbled advice and did its best to upset the fire- 
escape Within, streameis of black smoke were pouring 
up through cracks in the floor For some seconds the 
;vorld waited while the old lady gave herself up to reck- 
less mirth again “ Sich times*” she said “Poor 
Rumbold * ’ 

Slowly they descended, and Mr Polly remained at 
the post of danger, steadying the long ladder, until 
the old lady was in safety below and sheltered by Mr 
Rumbold (who was m tears) and the young policeman 
from the urgent congratulations of the crowd The 
crowd was full of an impotent passion to participate 
Those nearest wanted to shake her hand, those remoter 
cheered 

“ The fust fire I was ever in, and likely to be my 
last It’s a scurrym’, ’urryin’ business, but I’m real 
glad I haven t missed it,” said the old lady, as she was 
borne rather than led towards the refuge of the Tem- 
perance Hotel 

Also she was heard to remark “ ’E was saying some- 
thing about ’ot chestnuts / haven’t ’ad no ’ot chest- 
nuts ” 

Then the crowd became aware of Mr Polly awk- 
wardly negotiating the top rungs of the fire-escape 

Ere ’e comes*” proclaimed a voice, and Mr Polly 
descended into the world again out of the conflagra- 
tion he had lit to be his funeral-pyre, moist, excited, 
and tremendously alive, amidst a tempest of applause 
As he got lower and lower, the crowd howled like a 
pack of dogs at him Impatient men, unable to wait for 
h m, seized and shook his descending boots, and so 
brought him to earth with a run He was rescued with 
difficulty from an enthusiast who wished to slake at his 
own expense and to his own accompaniment a thirst 
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altogether heroic He was hauled into the Temperance 
Hotel and flung like a sack, breathless and helpless, 
into the tear wet embrace of Miriam 

is 

With the dusk and the arrival of some county con 
stabulary, and first one and presently two other fire 
engines from Port Burdock and Hampstead-on-Sea, the 
local talent of Fishbourne found itself forced back into 
a secondary, les^ responsible, and more observant r 61 e 
I will not pursue the story of the fire to its ashes, nor 
will I do more than glance at the unfortunate Mr 
Rusper, a modern Laocoon, vainly trying to retrieve his 
scattered hose amidst the tramplings and rushings of the 
Port Burdock experts 

In a small sitting-room of the Fishbourne Temper 
ance Hotel a little group of Fishbourne tradesmen sat 
and conversed m fragments, and anon went to the 
window and looked out upon the smoking desolation 
of their houses across the way, and anon sat down again 
They and their families were the guests of old Lady 
Bargrave, who had displayed the utmost sympathy and 
interest in their misfortunes She had taken several 
people into her own house at Everdean, had engaged the 
Temperance Hotel as a temporary refuge, and personally 
superintended the housing of Mantell and Throbsons’ 
homeless assistants The Temperance Hotel became and 
remained extremely noisy and congested with people 
sitting about anywhere, conversing in fragments, and 
totally unable to get themselves to bed The manager 
was an old soldier, and, following the best traditions of 
the service, saw that every one had hot cocoa Hot 
cocoa seemed to be about everywhere, and it was no 
doubt very heartening and sustaining to every one 
When the manager detected any one disposed to be 
drooping or pensive, he exhorted that person at once to 
drink further hot cocoa and maintain a stout heart 
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The hero of the occasion, the centre of interest, was 
Mr Polly For he had not only caused the fire by 
upsetting a lighted lamp, scorching his trousers and 
narrowly escaping death, as indeed he had now ex- 
plained in detail about twenty times, but he had further 
thought at once of that amiable but helpless old lady 
next door, had shown the utmost decision in making his 
wav to her over the yard wall of the Royal Fishbourne 
Hotel, and had rescued her with persistence and vigour, 
in spite of the levity natural to her years Every one 
thought well of him and was anxious to show it, more 
especially by shaking his hand painfully and repeatedly 
Mr Rumbold, breaking a silence of nearly fifteen years, 
thanked him profusely, said that he had never under- 
stood him properly, and declared he ought to have 
a medal There seemed to be a widely diffused idea 
that Mr Polly ought to have a medal Hinks thought 
so He declared, moreover, and with the utmost em- 
phasis, that Mr Polly had a crowded and richly 
decorated interior — or words to that effect There was 
something apologetic in this persistence, it was as if he 
regretted past intimations that Mr Polly was internally 
defective and hollow He also said that Mr Polly was 
a white man,’’ albeit, as he developed it, with a liver 
of the deepest chromatic satisfactions 

Mr Pollv wandered centrally through it all, with 
his face washed and his hair carefully brushed and 
parted, looking modest and more than a little absent- 
minded, and wearing a pair of black dress trousers be- 
longing to the manager of the Temperance Hotel — ^a 
larger man than himself in every way 

He drifted up-stairs to his fellow-tradesmen, and 
stood for a time staring into the littered street, with 
Its pools of water and extinguished gas lamps His 
companions in misfortune resumed a fragmentary, dis- 
connected conversation They touched now on one 
aspect of the disaster and now on another, and there 
were intervals of silence More or less empty cocoa 
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cups were distributed over the table, mantelshelf, «ind 
piano, and m the middle of the table was a tin of 
biscuits, into which Mr Rumbold, sitting round 
shouldered, dipped ever and again in an absentminded 
way, and munched like a distant shooting of coals It 
added to the solemnity of the affair that nearly all of 
them were in their black Sunday clothes, little Clamp 
was particularly impressive and dignified in a wide open 
frock-coat, a Gladstone-shaped paper collar, and a large 
white and-blue tie They felt that they were in the 
piesence of a great disaster, the sort of disaster that gets 
into the papers, and is even illustrated by blurred photo 
graphs of the crumbling rums In the presence of that 
sort of disaster all honourable men are lugubrious and 
sententious 

And yet it is impossible to deny a certain element of 
elation Not one of those excellent men but was already 
realising that a great door had opened, as it were, in 
the opaque fabric of destiny, that they were to get their 
money again that had seemed sunken for ever beyond 
any hope in the deeps of retail trade Life was already 
in their imagination rising like a Phoenix from the 
flames 

I suppose there’ll be a public subscription,” said 
Mr Clamp 

^‘Not for those who’re insured,” said Mr Winter 
shed 

‘‘ I was thinking of them assistants from Man tell 
and Throbsons’ They must have lost nearly e\ei\- 
thing” 

They’ll be looked after all right,” said Mr Rum- 
bold Never fear” 

Pause 

** Pm insured,” said Mr Clamp with unconcealed 
satisfaction Royal Salamander ” 

Same here,” said Mr Wmtershed 

“ Mine’s the Glasgow Sun,” Mr Hinks lemarked 
“Very good company ” 
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You insured, Mr Polly?” 

'‘He deserves to be,” said Rumbold 

“ Ra — ther,” said Hinks " Plowed if he don’t 
Hard lines it would be — if there wasn’t something for 
him ” 

" Commercial and General,” answered Mr Pollv 
o\er his shoulder, still staring out of the window 
"Oh> I’m all right” 

The topic dropped for a time, though manifestly it 
continued to exercise their minds 

“ It’s cleared me out of a lot of old stock,” said Mr 
W intershed , " that’s one good thing ” 

The remark was felt to be m rather questionable 
tabte, and still more so was his next comment 

" Rusper’& a bit sick it didn’t reach ” 

E\ery one looked uncomfortable, and no one was 
willing to point the reason why Rusper should be a 
b t bick 

" Rusper’s been playing a game of hjs own,” said 
Hinls "Wonder what he thought he was up to’ 
Sictin’ in the middle of the road with a pair of tweezers 
he was, and about a yard of wire — mending somethin’ 
Wonder he warn’t run over by the Port Burdock 
engine ” 

Presently a little chat sprang up upon the causes of 
^les, and Mr Polly was moved to tell for the one- 
and twentieth time how it had happened His story 
had now become as circumstantial and exact as the 
evidence of a police witness " Upset the lamp,” he 
t>aid " I’d just lighted it I was going upstairs, and 
my foot slipped against where one of the treads was 
a bit rotten, and down I went Thing was aflare in 
a moment ’ ” 

He yawned at the end of the discussion, and moved 
doorward 

" So long,” said Mr Polly 

" Good-night,” said Mr Rumbold " You played a 
brave man’s part’ If you don’t get a medal ” 
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He ought to have cut his throat ^ 

The fact struck him as remarkable, but as now no 
longer of any particular urgency It seemed a thing far 
off in the past, and he wondered why he had not 
thought of it before Odd thing life is * If he had 
done It he would never have seen this clean and agree- 
able apartment with the electric light His 

thoughts wandered into a question of detail Where 
could he have put down the razor Somewhere in 
the little room behind the shop, he supposed, but he 
could not think where more precisely Anyhow, it 
didn’t matter now 

He undressed himself calmly, got into bed, and fell 
asleep almost immediately 




The Poiwell Inn 


M 

JJUT when a nan has once broken through the paper 
walls of everyday circumstance, those unsubstantial walls 
that hold so many of us securely prisoned from the 
cradle to the grave, he has made a discovery If the 
woild does not please you, you can change it Deter 
mine to alter it at any puce, and you can change it 
altogether You may change it to something sinister and 
angry, to something appalling, but it may be you will 
change it to something brighter, something more agree- 
able, and at the worst something much more interest- 
ing There is only one sort of man who is absolutely 
to blame for his own misery, and that is the man who 
finds life dull and dreary There are no circumstances 
in the world that determined action cannot alter, unless, 
perhaps, they are the walls of a prison cell, and even 
those will dissolve and change, I am told, into the in- 
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firmary compartment, at any rate, for the man who can 
fast with resolution I give these things as facts and in 
formation, and with no moral intimations And Mr 
Polly, lying awake at nights, with a renewed indigestion, 
with Miriam sleeping sonorously beside him, and a 
general air of mevitableness about his situation, saw 
through It, understood there was no inevitable any more, 
and escaped his former despair 

He could, for example, “ clear out ” 

It became a wonderful and alluring phrase to him — 
Clear out ’’ 

Why had he never thought of clearing out before ? 

He was amazed and a little shocked at the unimagina 
tive and superfluous cnminalitj m him that had turned 
old cramped, and stagnant Fishbourne into a blaze and 
new beginnings (I wish from the bottom of my heart 
I could add that he was properly sorry ) But something 
constricting and restrained seemed to have been 
destroyed by that flare rishhourne wasn t the world 
That was the new, the essential fact of which he had 
lived so lamentably in gnorance Fishbourne, as he 
had known it and hated it, so that he wanted to kill 
himself to get out of it, wasrCt the world 

The insurance monev he was to receive made every 
thing humane and kindly and practicable He would 
clear out ” with justice and humanity He would take 
exactly tv/cnty one pounds, and all the rest he would 
leave to Miriam That seemed to him absolutely fair 
Without him, she could do all sorts of things — all the 
sorts of things she was constantly urging him to do 
And he would go off along the white road that led 
to Garchester, and on to Crogate and so to Tunbridge 
Wells, where there was a Toad Rock he had heard of 
but never seen (It seemed to him this must needs be 
a marvel ) And so to other towns and cities He 
would walk and loiter by the way, and sleep in inns 
at night, and get an odd job here and there, and talk 
to strange people 
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Perhaps he would get quite a lot of work, and 
piosper, and if he did not do so he would lie down in 
front of a train, or wait for a warm night and then 
fall into some smooth, broad river Not so bad as 
sitting down to a dentist — not nearly so bad And he 
would never open a shop any more 

So the possibilities of the future presented them 
selves to Mr Polly as he lay awake at night 

It was springtime, and in the woods, so soon as one 
got out of reach of the sea wind, there would be 
anemones and primroses 


A month later a leisurely and dusty tramp, plump 
equatorially and slightly bald, with his hands in his 
pockets and his lips puckered to a contemplative whistle, 
strolled along the river bank between Uppingdon and 
Potwell It was a profusely budding spring day, and 
greens such as God had never permitted in the world 
before in human memory (though, indeed, they come 
every year and we forget) were mirrored vividly in a 
mirror of equally unpiecedented brown For a time 
the wanderer stopped and stood still, and even the thin 
whistle died away from his lips as he watched a water 
vole run to and fro upon a little headland across the 
stream The vole plopped into the water, and swam 
and dived, and only when the last ring of its disturb 
ance had vanished did Mr Polly resume his thoughtful 
course to nowhere in particular 

For the first time in many years he had been leading 
a healthy human life, living constantly in the open air, 
walking every day for eight or nine hours, eating 
sparingly, accepting every conversational opportunity, 
not even disdaining the discussion of possible work 
And beyond mending a hole in his coat, that he had 
made while negotiating barbed wire, with a borrowed 
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needle and thread in a lodging-house, he had done no 
real work at all Neither had he worried about business 
nor about times and seasons And for the first time in 
his life he had seen the Aurora Borealis 

So far, the holiday had cost him very little He 
had ananged it on a plan that was entirely his own 
He had started with four five-pound notes and a pound 
divided into silver, and he had gone by tram from 
Fishbourne to Ashmgton At Ashington he had gone to 
the post office, obtained a registered letter envelope, and 
sent his four five pound notes with a short, brotherly 
note addressed to himself at Gilhampton Post Office 
He sent this letter to Gilhampton for no other reason 
in the world than that he liked the name of Gilhampton 
and the rural suggestion of its containing county, which 
was Sussex, and having so despatched it, he set himself 
to discover, mark down, and walk to Gilhampton, and so 
recover his resources And having got to Gilhampton 
at last, he changed a five-pound note, bought four pound 
postal orders, and repeated his manoeuvre with nineteen 
pounds 

After a lapse of fifteen years he rediscovered this 
interesting world, about which so many people go 
incredibly blind and bored He went along country 
roads while all the birds were piping and chirruping 
and cheeping and singing, and looked at fresh new 
things, and felt as happy and irresponsible as a boy 
with an unexpected half-holiday And if ever the 
thought of Miriam returned to him he controlled his 
mind He came to country inns and sat for unmeasured 
hours talking of this and that to those sage carters who 
rest for ever in the taps of country inns, while the big, 
sleek, brass-jingling horses wait patiently outside with 
their wagons He got a job with some van people who 
were wandering about the country with swings and a 
steam roundabout, and remained with them three days, 
until one of their dogs took a violent dislike to him, and 
made his duties unpleasant He talked to tramps and 
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wayside labourers He snoozed under hedges by day, 
and in outhouses and hayricks at night, and once, but 
only once, he slept in a casual ward He felt as the 
etiolated grass and daisies must do when you move the 
garden roller away to a new place 

He gathered a quantity of strange and interesting 
memories 

He crossed some misty meadows bv moonlight and 
the mist lay low on the grass, so low that it scarcely 
reached above his waist, and houses and clumps of trees 
stood out like islands in a milky sea, so sharply defined 
'was the upper surface of the mist-bank He came nearer 
and nearer to a strange thing that floated like a boat 
upon this magic lake, and behold, something moved at 
the stern, and a rope was whisked at the prow, and it 
had changed into a pensive cow, drowsy-eyed, regard 
ing him 

He saw a remarkable sunset in a new valley near 
Maidstone, a very red and clear sunset, a wide red 
ness under a pale, cloudless heaven, and with the hills 
aU lound the edge of the sky a deep purple blue and 
clear and flat, looking exactly as he had seen mountains 
painted in pictures He seemed transported to some 
stiange country, and would have felt no surpiise if the 
old labourer he came upon leaning silently over a gate 
had addressed him in an unfamiliar tongue 

Then one night, just towards dawn, his sleep upon 
a pile of brushwood was broken by the distant rattle of 
a racing motor car breaking all the speed regulations, 
and as he could not sleep again, he got up and walked 
into Maidstone as the day came He had never been 
abroad in a town at four o’clock in his life before, and 
the stillness of everything in the bright sunrise impressed 
him profoundly At one corner was a startling police 
man, standing up in a doorway quite motionless like a 
waxen image Mr Polly wished him good-morning ” 
unanswered, and went down to the bridge over the 
Medway, and sat on the parapet, very still and thought- 
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ful, watching the town awaken, and wondering what 
he should do if it didn’t, if the world of men never 
woke again 

One day he found himself going along a road, with 
a wide space of sprouting bracken and occasional trees 
on either side, and suddenly this road became strangely 
and perplexingly familiar '‘Lord*” he said, and 
turned about and stood ' It can’t be ” 

He was incredulous, then left the road and walked 
along a scarcely perceptible track to the left, and came 
in half a minute to an old lichenous stone wall It 
seemed exactly the bit of wall he had known so well 
It might have been but yesterday he was in that place, 
there remaired even a little pile of wood It became 
absurdly the same wood The blacken, perhaps, was not 
so high, and most of its fronds were still coiled up, that 
was all Here he had stood it seemed, and there she^^ 
had sat and looked down upon him Where was she 
now, and what had become of her? He counted the 
years back, and marvelled that beauty should have 
called to him with so imperious a voice — and signified 
nothing 

He hoisted himself with some little difficulty to the 
top of the wall, and saw far off under the beech trees 
two schoolgirls — small, insignificant, pigtailed creatures, 
with heads of blond and black, with their arms twined 
about each other’s necks, no doubt telling each other 
the silliest secrets 

But that girl with the red hair — ^was she a countess^ 
was she a queen? Children, perhaps? Had sorrow 
dared to touch her? 

Had she forgotten altogether? 

A tramp sat by the roadside, thinking, and it seemed 
to the man in the passing motor-car he must needs be 
plotting for another pot of beer But, as a matter of 
fact, what the tramp was saying to himself over and 
over again was a variant upon a well-known Hebrew 
word 
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“Itchabod,” the tramp was saving in the voice of 
one who reasons on the side of the inevitable “ It’s 
Fair Itchabod, O’ Man There’s no going back to 
things like that ” 


§3 

It was about two o’clock in the afternoon, one hot 
day in May, when Mi Polly, unhurrying and seiene, 
came upon that broad bend of the river to which the 
little lawn and garden of the Potwell Inn run down 
He stopped at the sight of the place and surveyed its 
deep tiled roof, nestling under big trees — ^you never 
get a decently big, decently shaped tree by the sea 
side — Its sign towards the roadway, its sun-blistered 
green bench and tables, its shapely white windows and 
Its row of upshooting hollyhock plants in the garden 
A hedge separated the premises from a buttercup-yellow 
meadow, and beyond stood three poplars in a group 
against the sky, three exceptionally tall, graceful, and 
harmonious poplars It is hard to say what there was 
about them that made them so beautiful to Mr Polly, 
but they seemed to him to touch a pleasant scene with 
a distinction almost divine He stood admiring them 
quietly for a long time 

At last the need for coarser .esthetic satisfactions arose 
in him 

“ Provinder,” he whispered, drawing near to the inn 
‘‘Cold sirloin, for choice And nutbrown brew and 
wheaten bread ” 

The nearer he came to the place the more he liked 
It The windows on the ground floor were long and 
low, and they had pleasing red blinds The green 
tables outside were agreeably ringed with memories 
of former drinks, and an extensive grape vine spread 
level branches across the whole front of the place 
Against the wall was a broken oar, two boat-hooks, and 
the stained and faded red cushions of a pleasure-boat 
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One went up three steps to the glass-panelled door and 
peeped into a broad, low room with a bar and a beer 
engine, behind which were many bright and helpful 
looking bottles against mirrors, and great and little 
pewter measures, and bottles fastened in brass wire 
upside down, with their corks replaced by taps, and a 
white china cask labelled “ Shrub,*’ and cigar boxes, and 
boxes of cigarettes, and a couple of Toby jugs and a 
beautifully coloured hunting scene framed and glazed, 
showing the most elegant people taking Piper’s Cherry 
Brandy, and cards such as the law requires about the 
dilution of spirits and the illegality of bringing children 
into bars and satirical verses about swearing and asking 
for credit, and three very bright, red cheeked wax 
apples, and a round-shaped clock 

But these were the mere background to the really 
pleasant thing in the spectacle, which was quite the 
plumpest woman Mr Polly had ever seen, seated in 
an armchair in the midst of all these bottles and 
glasses and glittering things, peacefully and tranquilly, 
and without the slightest loss of dignity, asleep Many 
people would have called her a fat woman, but Mr 
Polly’s innate sense of epithet told him from the outset 
that plump was the word She had shapely brows and 
a straight, well shaped nose, kind lines and contentment 
about her mouth, and beneath it the jolly chins clustered 
like chubby little cherubim about the feet of an As- 
sumptioning Madonna Her plumpness was firm and 
pink and wholesome, and her hands, dimpled at every 
joint, were clasped in front of her, she seemed, as it 
were, to embrace herself with infinite confidence and 
kindliness, as one who knew herself good in substance 
good m essence, and would show her gratitude to God 
by that ready acceptance of all that He had given her 
Her head was a little on one side, not much, but just 
enough to speak of trustfulness, and rob her of the stiff 
effect of self-reliance And she slept 

“A/y sort,” said Mr Polly, and opened the door 
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very softly, divided between the desire to enter and 
come nearer, and an instinctive indisposition to bieak 
slumbers so manifestly sweet and satisfying 

She awoke with a start, and it amazed Mr Polly 
to see swift terror flash into her e\es Instantly it had 
gone again 

‘Law’” she said, her face softening with relief “I 
thought you was Jim ” 

‘ Pm never Jim,” said Mr Polly 
“ You’ve got his sort of hat ” 

“Ah’” said Mr Polly, and leaned over the bar 
“ It just came into my head you was Jim,” said the 
plump lady, dismissed the topic and stood up “I 
believe I was having forty winks,” she said, “ if all the 
truth was told What can I do for you 
“ Cold meat said Mr Polly 
“There ts cold meat,” the plump woman admitted 
‘ A^nd room for it ” 

The plump woman came and leaned over the bar and 
regarded him judicially but kindly “There’s some 
cold boiled beef,” she said, and added, “ A bit of crisp 
lettuce 

‘New mustard,” said Mr Polly 
“And a tankard’” 

“ A tankard ” 

They understood each other perfectly 
“ Looking for work asked the plump woman 
“ In a way,” said Mr Polly 
They smiled like old friends 

Whatever the truth may be about love, there is 
certainly such a thing as friendship at first sight They 
liked each other’s voices, they liked each other’s way of 
smiling and speaking 

‘It’s such beautiful weather this spring,” said Mr 
Polly explaining everything 

“What sort of work do you want?” she asked 
“ I’ve never properly thought that out,” said Mr 
Polly “ I’ve been looking round — for ideas ” 



THE POTWELL INN 575 

“ W ill you have your beef in the tap or outside ^ 
That’s the tap ” 

Mr Polly had a glimpse of an oaken settle 
the tap will be handier for you,” he said 
“Hear that?” said the plump lady 
“He; what?” 

“ Listen ” 

Presently the silence was broken by a distant howl — 
“ Oooooover ' ’ “ Eh ?” she said 

He nodded 

“ That s the ferry And there isn’t a ferryman ” 

‘ Could I?” 

“ Can you punt ?” 

“ Never tiied ” 

“Well — pull the pole out before you reach the end 
of the punt, that’s all Try ” 

Mr Polly went out again into the sunshine 
At times one can tell so much so briefly Here are 
the facts then — bare He found a punt and a pole, 

got across to the steps on the opposite side, picked 
up an elderly gentleman in an alpaca jacket and a 
pith helmet, cruised with him vaguely for twenty 
minutes, com eyed him tortuously into the midst of a 
thicket of forget-me-not spangled sedges, splashed some 
waterweed o\er him, bit him twice with the punt pole, 
and finally landed him, alarmed but abusive, in 
treacherous soil at the edge of a hay meadow about 
forty yards down-stream, where he immediately got into 
difficulties with a noisy, aggresaive little white dog that 
was guarding a jacket 

Mr Polly returned in a complicated manner, but 
with perfect dignity, to his moonngs 

He found the plump woman rather flushed and tear 
ful, and seated at one of the green tables outside 
“ I been laughing at you,” she said 
“What for?” asked Mr Polly 
“ I ain’t ’ad such a laugh since Jim come ’ome 
When you ’it ’is ’ead, it ’urt my side ” 


^9 
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“It didn’t hurt his head — not particularly” 

“Did you chaige him anything?” 

“ Gratis,” said Mr Polly I never thought of it ” 
The plump woman pre‘;sed her hands to her sides 
and laughed silently for a space “ You ought to ’ave 
charged ’im Sumpthing,” she said “ You be|ter come 
and have vour cold meat before you do any more 
puntin’ You and me’ll get on together ’ 

Presently she came and stood watching him eat 
“You eat better than you punt,” she said, and then, 
“ I dessay you could learn to punt ” 

“ Wax to receive and marble to letam,” said Mr 
Polly “This beef is a Bit of All Right, Ma’m I 
could have done different if I hadn’t been punting on 
an empty stomach There’s a leer feeling as the pole 
goes in ” 

“I’/e never held with fasting,” said the plump 
woman 

“You want a feriyman?” 

“ I want an odd man about the place ” 

“ I’m odd all right What’s the wages ?” 

“ Not much, but you get tips and pickings I’ve a 
sort of feeling it would suit you ” 

“ I’ve a sort of feeling it would What’s the duties ? 
Fetch and carry? Ferry? Garden? Wash bottles? 
Ceteris 

“ That’s about it,” said the fat woman 
“ Give me a trial ” 

“ I’ve more than half a mind Or I wouldn’t have 
said anything about it I suppose you’re all right 
You’\e got a sort of half respectable look about you I 
suppose you ’aven’t done anything ?” 

“Bit of Arson,” said Mr Polly, as if he jested 
“ So long as you haven’t the habit,” said the plump 
woman 

“My first time, Ma’m,” said Mr Polly, munching 
his way through an excellent big leaf of lettuce “ And 
my last ” 
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It’s all right if you haven’t been to Prison,” said 
the plump woman “ It isn’t what a man’s happened 
to do makes ’im bad We all happen to do things at 
times It’s bringing it home to him and spoiling hb 
self-respect does he mischief You don’t looh a wrong 
’un ’Ave you been to prison?” 

Never ” 

^‘Nor a Reformatory? Nor anv Institut on 
Not me Do I looli reformed ? ’ 

‘ Cm "vou paint and carpenter a bi 
‘ Ripe for it ” 

“Have a bit of cheese’ 

“ If I might ” 

Ana the way she brought the cheese showed Mr 
Polly that the business was settled in her mmd 

He spent the afternoon exploring the oremises of the 
Potwell Inn and learning the duties that might be 
expected of him, such as Stockholm tarring fences, 
digging potatoes, swabbing ouc boats, helping people 
land, embarking, landing, and time keeping for the 
hirera of two roving boats and one Canad an canoe, 
bailing out tl e said vessels and concealn g their leaks 
and defects from prospectue hirers, persuading inex 
perienced hirers to start down stream rather than up, 
repairing rowlocks and tal mg inventories of returning 
boats with a view to supplementary chaiges, cleaning 
boots, sweeping chimneys house painting, cleaning 
windows, sweeping out and sending the Tap and Bar, 
cleaning pewter, washing glasses turpentining woodwork, 
whitewashing generally, plumbing and engineering, re 
pairing locks and clods, waiarg and tapster’s work 
generally, beating carpets and mats, cleaning bottles and 
saving corks, tal mg into the cellar, moving, tapping, and 
connecting beer casks with their engines, blocking and 
destroying wasps’ nests, doing foiestiy with several trees, 
drowning superfluous kittens, dog-fancying as required, 
assisting in the reaiing of ducklings and the care of 
various poultry, bee 1 eepmg stabling, baiting and 
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grooming horses and asses, cleaning and garing ” 
motor-cars and bicycles, inflating tyres and repairing 
punctures, recovering the bodies of drowned persons 
from the river as required, and assisting people in tiouble 
in the water, first-aid and s}mpathy, improvising and 
superintending a bathing station for visitors, attending 
inquests and funerals in the interests of the establish 
ment, scrubbing floors and all the ordinary dunes of a 
scullion, the Ferry, chasing hens and goats from the 
adjacent cottages out of the garden, making up paths 
and superintending drainage, gardening generally, 
delivering bottled beer and soda water siphons in ihe 
neighbourhood, running miscellaneous errands, removing 
drunken and offensive persons from the premises by tact 
or muscle, as occasion required, 1 eeping in with the 
local policeman, defending the premises in general and 
the orchard in particular from nocturnal depredators 
“ Can but try it,” said Mr Polh towards tea time 
When there’s nothing else on hand I suppose I might 
do a bit of fishing ” 


H 

Mr Polly was particularly charmed by the ducklings 
They were piping about among the vegetables in 
the company of their foster mother, and as he and the 
plump woman came down the garden path the little 
creatures mobbed them, and ran over their boots and 
in between Mr Polly s legs, and did their best to be 
trodden upon and killed after the manner of ducklings 
all the world over Mr Polly had never been near 
young ducklings before, and their extreme blondness 
and the delicate completeness of their feet and beaks 
filled him with admiration It is open to question 
whether there is anything more friendly in the world 
than a very young duckling It was with the utmost 
difficulty that he tore himself away to practise punting, 
with the plump woman coaching from the bank Punt 
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ing, he found, was difficult but not impossible, and 
towards four o’clock he succeeded in conveying a second 
passenger across the sundering flood from the inn to the 
unknown 

As he returned, slowly indeed, but now one might 
almost say surelj^, to the peg to which the punt was 
moored, he became aware of a singularly delightful 
human being awaiting him on the bank She stood 
with her legs very wide apart, her hands behind her 
back, and her head a litJe on one side, watching his 
gestures with an expiession of disdainful interest She 
had black hair and brown legs and a buff short frock 
and very intelligent eyes And when he had reached a 
sufficient proximity she remarked, Hallo 

“ Hallo,” said Mr Polly, and saved himself in the 
nick of time from disaster 

“ Silly, ’ said the young lady, and Mr Polly lunged 
nearer 

“What are you called?” 

“ Polly ” 

“ Liar*” 

“ Why?” 

“ Fm Polly ” 

“Then Fm Alfred But I meant to be Polly” 

“ I was first ” 

“ All right Fm going to be the ferryman ” 

“ I see You’ll have to punt better ” 

“ You should have seen me earlv in the afternoon ” 
“ I can imagine it I’ve seen the others ” 

“ What others ?” Mr Polly had landed now and 
was fastening up the punt 

“What Uncle Jim has scooted” 

“ Scooted?” 

“ He comes and scoots them He’ll scoot you, too, 
I expect ” 

A mysterious shadow seemed to fall athwart the sun 
shine and pleasantness of the Potwell Inn 
“ Fm not a scooter,” said Mr Polly 
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“ Uncle Jim IS ’ 

She whistled a little flatly for a moment, and threw 
small stones at a clump of meadowsweet that sprang 
from the bank 1 hen she remarked 

“When Uncle Jim comes bad he 11 cut your insides 
out PVaps, very likely, he’ll let me see ’’ 

There was a pause 

^^WJos Uncle Jim^” Mr Polly asked in a faded 
voice 

“Don’t know who Uncle Jim is’ He’ll show }-ou 
He’s a scorcher, is Uncle Jim He only came back 
just a little time ago, and he’s scooted thiee men 
He don’t like trangers about, don’t Uncle Jim He 
can swear He’s going to ^each me soon as I can 
whissle properly ” 

“Teach you to swear’” cried Mr Polly horrified 
And spit,” said the little girl proudly “He says 
I’m the gamest little beast he eyer came across — ever ” 
For the first time in his life it seemed to Mr Polly 
that he had come across something sheerly dreadful 
He stared at the pretty thing of flesh and spirit in 
front of him, lightly balanced on its stout little legs 
and looking at him wuh ej^es that had still to learn the 
expression of either disgust or fear 

“I say,” said Mr Pollv “How old are you?” 

“ Nine,” said the little girl 

She turned away and reflected Truth compelled her 
to add one other statement 

“ He’s not what I should call handsome, not Uncle 
Jim,” she said “ But he s a Scorcher and no Mistake 
Gramma don’t like him ” 

§5 

Mr Polly found the plump woman m the big 
bricked kitchen lighting a fire for tea He went to ^he 
root of the matter at once 

“I say,” he asked, “who’s Uncle Jim?” 
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The plump woman blanched and stood still fo- a 
moment A stick fell out of the bundle m her hand 
unheeded '' That little granddaughter of mine been 
saving things?” she asked faintly 
“ Bits of things,” said Mr Polly 
^‘Well, I suppose I must tell you sooner or later 
He^s — IPs Jim He’s the Drorback to this place, that’s 

what he is The Drorback I hoped you mightn’t hear 
so soon Very likeh he’s gone” 

“ She don’t seem to think so 
’E asn t been near the place these two weeics and 
more ” said the plump woman 
‘‘ But who IS he?” 

“ I suDpose I got to tell you,” said the plumj? woman 
“ She says he scoots people,” Mr Polly remarked 
after a pause 

"‘He’s my own sister’s son” The plump woman 
watched the crackling fire for a space “ I suppose I 
got to tell you,” she repeated 

She softened towards tears “ I try not to think of 
It, and night and day he’s haunting me I try not to 
think of It I’ve been for easy going all my life But 
I’m that worried and afraid, with death and rum 
threatened and evil all about me ’ I don’t know what 
to do ^ My own sister’s son, and me a w idow woman 
and ’elpless against his doin’s*” 

She put down the sticks she held upon the fender, 
and felt for her handkerchief She began to sob and 
talk quickly 

“ I wouldn’t mind nothing else half so much if he’d 
leave that child alone But he goes tailing to her — 
if I leave her a moment he’s talking to her, teaching 
her Words, and giving her ideas’” 

"" That’s a Bit Thick,” said Mr Polly 
“Thick’” cried the plump woman “it’s ’orrible’ 
And what am I to do? He’s been here three times 
now, SIX days, and a week, and a part of a week, and 
I pray to God night and day he may never come again 
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Prajing’ Back he’s come, sure as fate He takes my 
money and he takes my things He won’t let no man 
stay here to protect me or do the boats or work the 
ferry The ferry’s getting a scandal They stand and 
shout and scream and use language If I complain 

they’ll say I’m helpless to manage here, they’ll takeaway 
my licence, out I shall go — and it’s all the living I can 
get — and he knows it, and he plays on it, and he don’t 
care And here I am I’d send the child away, but I 
got nowhere to send the child I buvs him off when it 
comes to that, and back he comes, worse than ever, 
prowling round and doing evil And not a soul to 
help me Not a soul ’ I just hoped there might be a 
day or so Before he comes back again I was just 
hoping — I’m the sort that hopes ” 

Mr Polly was reflecting on the flaws and draw 
backs that seem to be inseparable from all the more 
agreeable things of life 

^‘Biggish sort of man, I expect?” asked Mr Polly, 
trying to get the situation m all its bearings 

But the plump woman did not heed him She was 
going on with her fire making, and retailing in dis 
connected fragments the fearfulness of Uncle Jim 

There was always something a bit wrong with him,” 
she said, “but nothing you mightn’t have hoped for, 
not till they took him, and carried him off, and reformed 
him 

“He was cruel to the hens and chickings, it’s true, 
and stuck a knife into another boy, but then I’ve seen 
him that nice to a cat, nobody could have been kinder 
I’m sure he didn’t do no ’arm to that cat whatever any 
one tries to make out of it I’d never listen to that 
It was that Reformatory ruim-d him They put 
him along of a lot of London boys full of ideas of 
wickedness, and because he didn’t mind pain — ^and he 
don’t, I will admit, try as I would — they made him 
think himself a hero Them boys laughed at the 
teachers they set over them, laughed and mocked at 
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them — ^and I don’t suppose they was the best teachers 
in the world, I don’t suppose, and I don’t suppose any 
one sensible does suppose that every one who goes to be 
a teacher or a chaplain or a warder m a Reformatory 
Home goes and changes right away into an Angel of 
Grace from Heaven — and, oh Lord ^ Where was P'* 

“ What did they send him to the Reformatory for 
Playing truant and stealing He stole right enough 
— stole the money fiom an old woman, and what was 
I to do when it came to the trial, but say what I knew 
And him like a viper a-looking at me — more like a viper 
than a human bo) He leans on the bar and looks at 
me ‘All right, Aunt Flo,’ he sa)s, just that, and 
nothing more Time after time I’ve dreamt of it, and 
now he s come ‘ They’ve Reformed me,’ he says, ‘ and 
made me a devil, and devil I mean to be to you So 
out with It,’ he says ” 

“What did }ou give him last time?” asked Mr 
Polly 

“ Three golden pounds,” said the plump woman 
“‘That won’t last very long,’ he says ‘But there 
ain’t no hurry 1 11 be back in a week about ’ If I 

wasn’t one of the hoping sort ^ 

She left the sentence unfinished 
Mr Polly reflected “What sort of a size is he?” 
he asked “ I’m not one of your Herculaceous sort, if 
you mean that Nothing very wonderful bicepitally ” 

“ You’ll scoot,” said the plump woman, with con 
viction rather than bitterness “You’d better scoot 
now, and I’ll try and find some money for him to go 
away again when he comes It ain’t reasonable to 
expect you to do anything but scoot But I suppose 
It’s the way of a woman m trouble to try and get help 
from a man, and hope and hope ” 

“ How long s he been about ?” asked Mr Polly, 
Ignoring his own outlook 

“ Three months it is come the seventh since he come 
in bv that very back door — ^and I hadn’t set eyes on 

19* 
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him for seven long years He stood in the door 
watchin’ me, and suddenly he let off a yelp — like a 
dog, and there he was grinning at the fright he’d given 
me ‘ Good old Auntv Flo,’ he says, ‘ ain’t you dee 
lighted to see me,’ he says, ‘ now I’m Reformed ?’ ” 

The plump lad> went to the sink and filled the kettle 
‘^I nevei did like ’im,” she said, standing at the 
sink '‘And seeing him there, with his teeth all black 
and bioken — P’r’aps I didn’t give him much of a 
welcome at first Not what would have been kind to 
him ' Lord ’’ I said, ' it’s Jim ’ 

“ ' It’s Jim,’ he said ' Like a bad shillin’ — like a 
damned bad shilling Jim and trouble You all of 
you wanted me Reformed, and now you got me Re 
formed I’m a Reformatory Refoimed Character, war 
ranted all right, and turned out as such Ain’t }ou 
going to ask me in, Auntv dear?’ ” 

" ‘ Come in,’ I said ' I won’t have it said I wasn’t 
ready to be kind to vou’’ 

"He comes in and shuts the door Down he sits in 
that chair 'I come to torment you,’ he says, 'vou 
old Sumpthing’’ and begins at me No, ’uman 

being could ever have been called such things before 
It made me cry out 'And now,’ he says, 'just to 
show I ain’t afraid of ’urting \ou,’ he says, and ups and 
twists my wrist ” 
hlr Polly gasped 

"I could stand even his vi’lence” said the plump 
woman, " if it wasn’t for the child ” 

Mr Polly went to the kitchen window and surveyed 
his namesake, who was away up the garden path, with 
her hands behind her back, and wisps of black hair in 
disorder about her little face, thinking, thinking pro- 
foundlv, about ducklings 

" You two oughtn’t to be left * he said 
The plump woman staied at h s back with hard hope 
nn her eyes 

" I don’t see that it’s my affair,” said Mi Polly 



THE POTWELL INN 585 

The plump woman resumed her business with the 
kettle. 

“ Fd like to have a look at him before I go,” said 
Mr. Polly, thinking aloud, and added, “ somehow. Not 
my business, of course.” 

“ Lord !” he cried, with a start, at a noise in the bar, 
“who’s that?” 

“ Only a customer,” said the plump woman. 

§6 

Mr. Polly made no rash promises, and thought a great 
deal. 

“ It seems a sort of Crib,” he said, and added, “ for 
a chap who’s looking for Trouble.” 

But he stayed on, and did various things out of the 
list I have already given, and worked the ferry, and 
it was four days before he saw anything of Uncle Jim. 
And so resistant is the human mind to things not yet 
experienced, that he could easily have believed in that 
time that there was no such person in the world as 
Uncle Jim*. The plump woman, after her one out- 
break of confidences, ignored the subject, and little Polly 
seemed to have exhausted her impressions in her first 
communication, and engaged her mind now, with a 
simple directness, in the study and subjugation of the 
new human being Heaven had sent into her world. 
The first unfavourable impression of his punting was 
soon effaced; he could nickname ducklings very 
amusingly, create boats out of wooden splinters, and 
stalk and fly from imaginary tigers in the orchard, with a 
convincing earnestness that was surely beyond the power 
of any other human being. She conceded at last that he 
should be called Mr. Polly, in honour of her, Miss 
Polly, even as he desired. 

Uncle Jim turned up in the twilight. 

Uncle Jim appeared with none of the disruptive 
violence Mr. Polly had dreaded. He came quite softly. 



586 THE HISTORY OF MR POLLY 

Mr Polly was going down the lane behind the church, 
that led to the Potwell Inn, after posting a letter to 
the lime juice people at the post office He was walk 
mg slowly, after his habit, and thinking discursively 
With a sudden tightening of the muscles he became 
aware of a figure walking noiselessly beside him 

His first impression was of a face singularly broad 
above, and with a wide, empty grin as its chief feature 
below, of a slouching body and dragging feet 

*‘’Arf a mo’,’^ said the figure, as if in response to 
his start, and speaking in a hoarse whisper “’Arf a 
mo’, mister You the noo bloke at the Potwell Inn 
Mr Polly felt evasive ‘‘ S’pose I am,” he replied 
hoarsely, and quickened his pace 

’Arf a mo’,” said Uncle Jim, taking his arm ‘‘ We 
ain’t doing a (sanguinary) Maiathon It ain’t a 
(decorated) cinder track I want a word with you, 
mister See ?” 

Mr Polly wriggled his arm free and stopped 
^‘Whad IS It?” he asked, and faced the terror 

*'1 jest want a (decoiated) word wiv you See? 
— ^just a friendly word or two Just to clear up any 
blooming errors That’s all I want No need to be so 
(richly decorated) proud, if you are the noo bloke at 
Potwell Inn Not a bit of it See?” 

Uncle Jim was certainly not a handsome person 
He was shoit, shorter than Mr Polly, with long arms 
and lean, big hands, a thin and wiry neck stuck out 
of his grey flannel shirt, and supported a big head that 
had something of the snake in the convergent lines of 
its broad, knobby brow, meanly proportioned face, and 
pointed chin His almost toothless mouth seemed a 
cavern m the twilight Some accident had left him 
with one small and active, and one large and expression 
less reddish eye, and wisps of straight hair strayed from 
under the blue cricket cap he had pulled down obliquely 
over the latter He spat between his teeth, and wiped 
his mouth untidily with the soft side of his fist 
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\ou got to blurry well shift,’’ he said See?” 

‘‘ Shift « ” said Mr Polly How ?” 

“’Cos the Potwell Inn’s my beat See?” 

Mr Polly had never felt less witty “ How’s it your 
beat?” he asked 

Uncle Jim thrust his face forward and shook his open 
hand, bent like a claw, under Mr Polly’s nose “Not 
your blooming business,” he said “ You got to 
shift ” 

“ S pose I don’t, said Mr Polly 
“ You got to shift ” 

The tone of Uncle Jim’s voice became urgent and 
confidential 

“ You don t know who you’re up against,” he said 
“It’s a kindness Im doing to warn you See? I’m 
just one of those blokes who don’t stick at things, see? 
I don’t stick at nuffin ” 

Mr Polly’s manner became detached and confidential 
— as though the matter and the speaker interested him 
greatly, but didn’t concern him over much “ What do 
you think you 11 do?” he asked 
“If you don’t clear out? ’ 

“ Yes ” 

said Uncle Jim “You’d better » /” 

He gripped Mr Polly’s wrist with a grip of steel, 
and m an instant Mr Polly understood the relative 
quality of their muscles He breathed, an uninspiring 
breath, into Mr Polly’s face 

“What wonH I do,” he said, “ once I start in on 
you?’ 

He paused, and the night about them seemed to be 
listening “ I’ll make a mess of you,” he said, in his 
hoarse whisper “ I’ll do you — ^injuries I’ll ’urt you 
I’ll kick you ugly, see? I’ll ’urt you in ’orrible ways — 
’orrible ugly ways ” 

He scrutinised Mr Polly’s face 
“You’ll cry,” he said, “to see yourself See? Cry, 
you will ” 
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You got no right/* began Mr Polly 

Right f* his note was fierce Ain’t the old 
woman me aiint^§ ** 

He spoke still closelier “ 1*11 make a gory mess of 

} ou ril cut bits orf you *’ 

He leceded a little I got no quarrel with you ** he 
said 

It*s too late to go to night,’* said Mr Polly 
“ ril be round to morrei — ’bout ele\ en See ? And 

if I finds you * 

He produced a blood-curdling oath 
“ H’m,” said Mi Polly, trying to keep things light 
“ We’ll consider your suggestions ” 

“You better,” said Uncle Jim, and suddenly, noise 
lessh, was going 

His whispering voice sank until Mr Polly could 
hear only the dim fragments of sentences “ ’Orrible 
things to you — ’Oriible things Kick yer Ugly 

Cut ver — liver out spread it all about, I 
will See^ I don t care a dead rat one wav or 

the uvver ” 

And with a curious twisting gesture of the arm. Uncle 
Jim receded until his face was a still, dim thing that 
watched, and the black shadows of the hedge seemed 
to have swallowed up his bod} altogether 

§ 7 

LJext morning about half past ten Mr Polly found 
himself seated under a clump of fir trees by the road 
side, and about three miles and a half from the Potwell 
Inn He was by no means sure whether he was taking 
a walk to clear his mind, or leaving that threat-marred 
Paradise for good and all His reason pointed a lean, 
unhesitating finger along the latter course 
For, after all, the thing was not his quarrel 
That agieeable, plump woman — agreeable, motherly, 
comf 01 table as she might be — ^wasn’t his affair, that child 
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with the mop of black hair, who combined so magically 
the charm of mouse and butterfly and flitting bird, who 
was daintier than a flower and softer than a peach, was 
no concern of his Good Heavens * What \\ ere they 
to him? Nothing’ 

Uncle Jim, of course, had a claim, a sort of claim 
If It came to duty and chucking up this attractive, 
indolent, observant, humorous, tramping life, there were 
those who had a right to him a legitimate right, a prior 
claim on his protection and chivalry 

Why not listen to the call of duty and go back to 
Miriam now? 

He had had a very agreeable holiday 
And while Mr Polly sat thinking these things a& well 
as he could, he knew that if only he dared to look up, 
the Heavens had opened, and the clear judgment on his 
case was written across the sky 

He 1 new — he knew now as much as a man can know 
of life He knew he had to fight or perish 

Life had never been so clear to him before It had 
always been a confused, entertaining spectacle He 
had responded to this impulse and that, seeking agree 
able and entertaining things, evading diflicult and pain- 
ful things Such is the way of those who grow up to a 
life that has neither danger nor honour in its texture 
He had been muddled and wrapped about and entangled, 
like a creature born in the jungle who has never seen sea 
or sky Now he had come out of it suddenly into a 
great exposed place It was as if God and Heaven 
waited over him and all the earth was expectation 
“ Not my business,” said Mr Polly, speaking aloud 
‘‘Where the devil do I come in?” 

And again, with something between a whine and a 
snarl m his voice, “Not my blasted business’” 

His mind seemed to have divided itself into several 
compartments, each with its own particular discussion 
busily in progress and quite regardless of the others 
One was busy with the detailed interpretation of the 
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phrase, ‘‘ Kick yer ugly ” There’s a sort of French 
wrestling m which you use and guard against feet 
Watch the man’s eye, and as his foot comes up, grip, and 
over he goes — at your mercy, if you use the advantage 
rightly But how do you use the advantage rightly? 

When he thought of Uncle Jim the inside feeling of 
his body faded away lapidly to a blank discomfort 

“Old cadger^ She hadn’t no business to drag me 
into her quarrels Ought to go to the police and ask 
for help Dragging me into a quarrel that don’t con- 
cern me 

“Wish I’d never set eyes on the rotten inn’” 

The reality of the case arched o\er him like the 
vault of the skv, as plain as the sweet blue heaven above 
and the wide spread of hill and valley about him Man 
comes into life to seek and find his sufficient beauty, to 
serve it, to win and increase it, to fight for it, to face 
anvthing and dare anything for it, counting death as 
nothing so long as the dying eyes still turn to it And 
fear and dulness and indolence and appetite, which, 
indeed, are no more than fear’s three crippled brothers, 
who make ambushes and creep by night, are against him, 
to delay him, to hold him off, to hamper and beguile 
and kill him in that quest He had but to lift his eyes 
to see all that, as much a part of his world as the driving 
clouds and the bending grass but he kept himself down 
cast, a grumbling, inglorious, dirty, fattish little tramp, 
full of dreams and quivering excuses 

“ Why the hell was I ever born ?” he said, with the 
truth almost winning him 

What do }'OU do when a dirty man, who smells, gets 
you down and under, in the dirt and dust, with a knee 
below your diaphragm, and a large hairy hand squeezing 
your windpipe tighter and tighter in a quarrel that isn’t, 
properly speaking, yours? 

“If I had a chance against him — ” protested Mr 
Polly 

“ It’s- no Good, vou see,” said Mr Polly 
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He stood up as though his decision was made, and 
was for an instant struck still by doubt 

There lay the road before him, going this way to the 
east, and that to the west 

Westward, one hour away now, was the Potwell Inn 
Already things might be happening there 

Eastward was the wise man’s course, a road dipping 
between hedges to a hop garden and a wood, and 
presently, no doubt, reaching an inn, a picturesque 
church, perhaps, a village, and fresh company The 
wise man’s course Mr Polly saw himself going along 
It, and tried to see himself going along it with all the 
self applause a wise man feels But somehow it wouldn’t 
come like that The wise man fell short of happiness 
for all his wisdom The wise man had a paunch, and 
round shoulders, and red ears, and excuses It was a 
pleasant ’•oad, and whv the wise man should not go 
along It merry and singing, full of summer happiness, 
was a miracle to Mr Polly’s mind But, confound it’ 
the fact remained, the figure went slinking — slinking 
was the only word for it — ^and would not go otherwise 
than slinking He turned his eyes westward as if for an 
explanation, and if the figure was no longer ignoble, the 
prospect was appalling 

‘‘ One kick in the stummick would settle a chap like 
me,” said Mr Polly 

“ O God ’ ’ cried Mr Polly, and lifted his eyes to 
heaven, and said for the last time in that struggle, 

It — isn’t — my — affair 

And so saying, he turned his face towards the Potwell 
Inn 

He went back, neither halting nor hastening in his 
pace after this last decision, but with a mind feverishly 
busy 

If I get killed I get killed, and if he gets killed I 
get hung Don’t seem just somehow 

“ Don’t suppose I shall fnghten him off ’* 
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§8 

The private war between Mr Polly and Uncle Jim 
for the possession of the Potwell Inn fell naturally into 
three chief campaigns There was, first of all, the great 
campaign which ended in the triumphant eviction of 
Uncle Jim from the inn premises, there came next, after 
a brief interval, the futile invasions of the premises by 
Uncle Jim that culminated in the Battle of the Dead 
Eel, and, after some months of involuntary truce, there 
was the last supreme conflict of the Night Surprise 
Each of these campaigns merits a section to itself 
Mr Polly re-entered the mn discreetly 
He found the plump woman seated in her bar, her 
eyes astare, her face white and wet with tears “ O 
God she was saying over and over again — “ O God 
The air was full of a spirituous reek, and on the sanded 
boards in front of the bar were the fragments of a 
broken bottle, and an overturned glass 

She turned her despair at the sound of his entry, and 
despair gave place to astonishment 
“You come back*” she said 
“ Ra ther,” said Mr Polly 
“ He’s — he’s mad drunk and looking for her ” 

“ Where is she 
“ Locked upstairs ” 

“Haven’t you sent to the police?” 

“ No one to send ” 

“ I’ll see to It,” said Mr Polly “ Out this way ?” 
She nodded 

He went to the crinkly paned window and peered 
out Uncle Jim was coming down the garden path 
towards the house, his hands in his pockets and singing 
hoarsely Mr Polly remembered afterwards, with pride 
and amazement, that he felt neither faint nor rigid He 
glanced round him, seized a bottle of beer by the neck 
as an improvised club, and went out by the garden door 
Uncle Jim stopped, amazed His brain did not instantly 
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rise to the new posture of things “You’” he cried, 
and stopped for a moment “'iou — ^cootf^^ 

“ Your job,” said Mr Pollv, and advanced some 
paces 

Uncle Jim stood swaving with wrathful astonishment, 
and then darted for\/ard with clutching hands Mr 
Polly felt that if his antagonist closed, he was lost, and 
smote uith all his force at the ugly head befoie him 
Smash went the bottle, and Uncle Jim staggered, half 
stunned bv the blow, and blinded with beer 

The lapses and leaps of the human mind are for ever 
mysterious Mr Polly had never expected that bottle 
to bieal In an instant he felt disaimed and helpless 
Before him was Uncle Jim, infuriated and evidently 
still coming on, and for defence was nothing but the 
neck of a bottle 

For a time our Mr Polly has figured heroic Now 
comes the fall again, he sounded abject terror, he 
dropped that ineffectual scrap of glass and turned and 
fled round the corner of the house 

“Bolls’” came the thicl voice of the enemy behind 
him, as one who accepts a challenge, and bleeding but 
indomitable, Uncle Jim entered the house 

“Bolls’” he said, surveying the bar “Fightin* with 
bolls’ ril showim fightin’ with bolls’” 

Uncle Jim had learned all about fighting with bottles 
in the Reformatory Home Regardless of his terror 
stricken aunt, he ranged among the bottled beer and 
succeeded, after one or two failures, in preparing two 
bottles to his satisfaction by knocking off the bottom, and 
gripping them dagger-wise bv the necks So prepared, 
he went forth again to destroy Mr Polly 

Mr Polly, freed from the sense of urgent pursuit, 
had halted beyond the raspberry canes, and rallied his 
courage The sense of Uncle Jim victorious in the house 
restored his manhood He went round by the out 
houses to the riverside, seeling a weapon, and found 
an old paddle boat hook With this he smote Uncle 
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Jim as he emerged by the dooi of the tap Uncle Jim, 
blaspheming dreadfully, and with dire stabbing intima- 
tions m either hand, came through the splintering paddle 
like a circus rider through a paper hoop, and once more 
Mr Polly dropped his weapon and fled 

A careless observer, watching him sprint round and 
round the inn m front of the lumbering and reproachful 
pursuit of Uncle Jim, might have formed an altogether 
erroneous estimate of the issue of the campaign Certain 
compensating qualities of the very greatest military value 
were appearing in Mr Polly, even a& he ran, if Uncle 
Jim had strength and brute courage, and the rich 
toughening experience a Reformatory Home affords, 
Mr Poll} was nevertheless sober, more mobile, and 
with a mind now stimulated to an almost incredible 
nimbleness So that he not only gained on Uncle Jim, 
but thought what use he might make of this advantage 
The word ‘‘ strategious ” flamed red across the tumult 
of his mind As he came round the house for the 
third time, he darted suddenly into the yard, swung the 
door to behind himself, and bolted it, seized the zinc 
pig’s pail that stood by the entrance to the kitchen, and 
had It neatly and resonantly over Uncle Jim’s head, as 
he came belatedly m round the outhouse on the other 
side One of the splintered bottles jabbed Mr Polly’s 
ear — at the time it seemed of no importance — and then 
Uncle Jim was down and writhing dangerously and 
noisily upon the vard tiles, with his head still in the 
pig pail, and his bottle gone to splinters, and Mr Polly 
was fastening the kitchen door against him 

Can t go on like this for ever,” said Mr Polly, 
whooping for breath, and selecting a weapon from 
among the brooms that stood behind the kitchen door 
Uncle Jim was losing his head He was up and 
kicking the door, and bellowing unamiable proposals 
and invitations, so that a strategist emerging silently by 
the tap door could locate him without difficulty, steal 
upon him unawares, and ^ 
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But before that felling blow could be delivered, 
Uncle Jim’s ear had caught a footfall, and he turned 
Mr Polly quailed, and lowered his broom — a fatal 
hesitation 

“ Now I got you cried Uncle Jim, dancing forward 
in a disconcerting zigzag 

He rushed to close, and Mr Polly stopped him 
featly, as if it were a miracle, with the head of the 
broom across his chest Uncle Jim seized the broom 
with both hands “ Lea go,” he said, and tugged Mr 
Polly shook his head, tugged, and showed pale, com 
pressed lips Both tugged Then Uncle Jim tried to 
get round the end of the broom, Mr Polly circled 
away They began to circle about one another, both 
lugging hard, both intensely watchful of the slightest 
initiative on the part of the other Mr Polly wished 
brooms were longer — twelve or thirteen feet, for 
example, Uncle Jim was clearly for shortness in brooms 
He wasted breath in saying what was to happen 
shortly — sanguinary, oriental, soul blenching things — - 
when the broom no longer separated them Mr Polly 
thought he had neier seen an uglier person Suddenly 
Uncle Jim flashed into violent activity, but alcohol 
slows movement, and Mr Polly was equal to him Then 
Uncle Jim tried jerks, and, for a terrible instant seemed 
to have the broom out of Mr Polly’s hands But Mr 
Polly recovered it with the clutch of a drowning man 
Then Uncle Jim drove suddenly at Mr Polly’s midiiff, 
but again Mr Polly was ready, and swept him round in 
a circle Then suddenly a wild hope filled Mr Polly 
He saw the river was very near, the post to which the 
punt was tied not three yards away With a wild yell 
he sent the broom home under his antagonist’s ribs 
‘‘Wooosh’” he cried, as the resistance gave 

‘‘Oh* Gaw f ^ said Uncle Jim, going backward 
helplessly, and Mr Polly thrust hard, and abandoned 
the broom to the enemy s despairing clutch 

Splash * Uncle Jim was in the water, and Mr Polly 
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had leaped like a cat aboard the ferry punt, and grasped 
the pole 

Up Came Uncle Jim spluttering and diipping “ You 
(unprofitable mattei, and printing it might lead to a 
Censorship of Novels) — ^You 1 now I got a weak chess’” 
The pole took him m the throat and drove him back 
wards and downwards 

Lea go cried Uncle Jim, staggering, and with real 
terror in his once awful eyes 

Splash ’ Down he fell backwards into a frothing mass 
of water, with Mr Polly jabbing at him Under water 
he turned round and came up again, as if in flight 
towards the middle of the river Directly his head 
reappeared, Mr Polly had him bettveen his shoulders 
and under again, bubbling thickly A hand clutched 
and disappeared 

It was stupendou ’ Mr Polly had discovered the 
heel of Achilles Uncle Jim had no stomach for cold 
water The broom floated awaj, pitching gently on the 
swell Mr Polly, infuriated by victory, thrust Uncle 
Jim under again, and drove the punt round on its chain, 
in such a manner, that when Uncle Jim came up for 
the fourth time — and now he wis rea’'ly out of his 
depth, too buoyed up to walk, and apparently nearly 
helpless — Mr Polly, fortunately for them both, could 
not reach him 

Uncle Jim made the clumsy gestures of those who 
struggle insecurely in the water “ Keep ou^,” said Mr 
Polly Uncle Jim, with a great effort, got a footing, 
emerged until his arm pits were out of water, until his 
waistcoat buttons showed, one by one, till scarceh two 
remained, and made for the camp sheeting 

^‘Keep out’” cried Mr Polly, and leaned off the 
punt and followed the movements of his victim along 
the shore 

“I tell you I got a weJ chess,” said Uncle Jim 
moistly “ I ’ate worter This ain’t fair fightin’ ” 
“Keep out’” said Mr Polh 
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“This ain’t fair fightm’,” said Uncle Jim, almost 
weeping, and all his terrors had gone 

‘ Keep out*” said Mr Polly, with an accmately 
poised pole 

“ I tell you I got to land, you Fool,” said Uncle Jim, 
with a sort of despairing wrathfulness, and began moving 
down-stieam 

“You 1 eep out,” said Mi Polly in parallel move 
ment ‘ Don’t }ou ever land on this place again ' ” 

Slowh, argumentatively, and reluctantly, Uncle Jim 
waded down stream He tried threats, he tried per 
suasion he even tried a belated note of pathos, Mr 
Poll> remained inexorable if in secret a little perplexed 
as to the outcome of the situation “ This cold’s getting 
to my marrer*” said Uncle Jim 

“ You want cooling You keep out in it,” said Mr 
Po*l) 

They came round the bend into sight of Nicholson’s 
ait, wheie the backwater runs down to the Potwell 
Mill And there, after much parley and several feints, 
Uncle Jim made a desperate effort, and struggled into 
clutch of the overhanging osiers on the island, and so got 
out of the water, with the mill-stream between them 
He emerged dripping and muddy and vindictive “ By 
Gaw f ’ he said “ I’ll skin you for this *” 

“ You keep off, or I’ll do worse to you,” said IMr 
Pollv 

The spirit was out of Uncle Jim for the time, and 
he turned away to struggle through the osiers towards 
the mill, leaving a shining trail of water among the 
green-grey stems 

Mr Polly returned slowly and thoughtfully to the 
inn, and suddenly his mind began to bubble with phrases 
The plump woman stood at the top of the steps that led 
up to the inn door, to greet him 

“ Law’” she cried, as he drew near, “’asn’t ’e killed 
you?” 

“ Do I look It ?” said Mr Polly 
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§ 9 

The next day was Wednesday, and a slack day for 
the Potwell Inn It was a hot, close day full of the 
murmuring of bees One or two people crossed by 
the ferr>, an elaborately equipped fisheiman stopped for 
cold meat and dry ginger ^le in the bar parlo i**, some 
haymakeis came and drank beer for an hour, and after- 
wards sent jars and jugs by a boy to be replenished, that 
was all Mr Polly had risen earl)-, and was bu y about 
the place meduating upon the probable tactics of Uncle 
Jim He V as no longer strung up to the desperate 
pitch of tl e first encounter He was grave and anxious 
Uncle Jim had shrunken, as all antagonists that are 
boldly faced shrink, after the first battle, to the negoti- 
able, the vulnerable Formidable he was, no doubt, 
but not invincible He had, under Providence, been 
defeated once, and he might be defeated altogether 

Mr Polly went about the place considering the 
militant possibilities of pacific things — pokers, copper- 
sticks, garden implements, kitchen knives, garden nets, 
barbed wire, oars, clothes lines, blankets, pewter pots, 
stockings, and Oroken bottle He prepared a cli b with 
a stocking and a bottle inside, upon the best East End 
model He swung it round his head once, brol e an 
outhouse window with a flying fragment of glass, and 
ruined the stocking beyond all darning He developt^d 
a subtle scheme, with the cellar flap as a sort of pitfall, 
but he rejected it finally because (a) it might entrap the 
plump woman, and {b) he had no use whatever for Uncle 
Jim in the cellar He determined to wire the garden 
that evening, burglar fashion, against the possibilities of 
a night attack 

Towards two o’clock in the afternoon three young 
men arrived in a capacious boat from the direction of 
Lammam, and asked permission to camp in the paddock 
It was given all the more readily by Mr Polly because 
he perceived m their proximity a possible check upon 
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the self expression of Uncle Jim But he did not foresee, 
and no one could have foreseen, that Uncle Jim, stealing 
craftily upon the Potwell Inn in the late afternoon, 
armed vs^ith a large rough-hewn stake, would ha\e mis- 
taken the bending form of one of those campers — who 
was pulling a few onions by permission in the garden — 
for Mr Polly’s, and crept upon it swiftly and silently, 
and smitten its wide invitation unfoigettably and un 
forgivably It was an error impossible to explain, the 
resounding whack went up to Heaven, the cry of amaze 
ment, and Mr Polly emerged from the inn, aimed with 
the frying pan he was cleaning, to take this reckless 
assailant in the rear Uncle Jim, realising his error, fled 
blaspheming into the arms of the other two campers, 
who weie leturning from the village with butcher’s meat 
and groceries They caught him, they smacked his face 
with steak and punched him with a bursting parcel of 
lump sugar, they held him though he bit them, and 
their idea of punishment was to duck him They were 
hilarious, strong young stock brokei s’ clerks, Territorials, 
and seasoned boating men, they ducked him as though 
It was romping and all that Mr Polly had to do was to 
pick up lumps of sugar for them and wipe them on his 
sleeve and put them on a plate, and explain that Uncle 
Jim was a notorious bad charactei, and not quite right 
in his head 

“ Got a regular Obsession the Missis is his Aunt,” 
said Mr Polly, expanding it Perfect noosance he is ” 

But he caught a glance of Uncle Jim’s eye as he 
receded before the campers’ urgency that boded ill for 
him, and in the night he had a disagreeable idea that 
perhaps his luck might not hold for the third occasion 

That came soon enough So soon, indeed, as the 
campers had gone 

Thursday was the early closing day at Lammam, and, 
next to Sunday, the busiest part of the week at the 
Potwell Inn Sometimes as many as six boats all at 
once would be moored against the ferry punt and hiring 
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row boats. People could either haie a complete tea, a 
complete tea with jam, cal e, and egg , a kettle of boiling 
water and find the rest, or Refreshments a la carte as 
the) cho e They sat about, but usually the boiling 
water-er 5 had a delicacy about using the tables, and 
grouped themsehes humbh on the ground The com- 
plete tea ers with jam and eggs got the bebt tablecloth, 
on the table nearest the steps that led up to the glass- 
panelled aoor 

The g“oups about the lawn were very satisf}'ing to 
Mr Polly’s sense of amenity To the right were the 
complete tea e s, v\ith everything hean could desire, 
then a small group of three young men in remarkable 
green and ^loiet ^nd pale blue shirts, and two girls in 
mauv e and yellow blouses, with co iimon teas and goo e- 
berry jum, at the green clothless table, then, on the grass 
down by the pollard willow, a small family of ho - 
water ers with a hamper, a little troubled by wasps in 
their jam fiom the nest in the tree, and all in mourn ng, 
but hrtppy otherwise, and on the lav/n to ^he right a 
ginger beer lot of ’prentices without their collars, and 
very jocular and hanpy The }oung people in the rain- 
bow shuts and blouses formed the centre of interest 
they were under the leadership of a gold spectacled 
senioi with a fluting voice and an air of myster) , he 
ordered everything, and showed a peculiar knowledge 
of the qualities of the Potwell jams, preferring goose- 
berry with much insistence Mr Polly watched him, 
chiistened him the “benilluous influence,” glanced at 
the ’pi entices, and went inside and down into the cellar 
in order to replenish the stock of stone ginger beer, 
which the plump woman had allowed to run low during 
the pie occupations of the campaign It was m the 
cellar that he first became aware of the return of Uncle 
Jim He became aware of him as a voice, a \oice not 
only hoarse but thick, as voices thicken under the influ- 
ence of alcohol 

‘‘Where’s that muddy faced mongreP” cried Uncle 
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awi'v he said His language — isn’t quite the thing 
— ladies ” 

It never was,” said the plump woman, her voice 
charged with sorrow 

Mr Polly moved towards the door and stood with 
his hand on the handle The gold spectacled face dis- 
appeared 

‘‘Now, my man,” came his voice from outside, “be 

careful what you’re saying 

“ 00 in all the World and Hereafter are }ou to call 
me me man?” cried Uncle Jim, n the voice of one 
astonished and pained beyond endurance, and added 
scornfully, “ You gold eyed Geezer, you ’ ’ 

“Tut, tut'” said the gentleman in gilt glasses 
“ Restrain yourself 

Mr Polly emerged, poler in hand, just in time to 
see what followed Uncle Jim in his shirt sleeves, and 
a sta e of ferocious decolletage, was holding something — 
yes ' — a dead eel by means of a piece of newspaper about 
Its tail, holding it down and back and a little sidewa'^s 
in such a way as to smite with it upward and hard It 
struck the spectacled gentleman under the jaw with a 
peculiar dead thud, and a cry of hoiror came from the 
two seated parties at the sight One of the girls shrieked 
piercingly, “ Horace ' ” and every one sprang up The 
sense of helping numbers came to Mr Polly’s aid 
“Drop it'” he cried, and came doA^n the steps wav- 
ing his poker and thrusting the spectacled gentleman 
before him, as heretofore great heroes were wont to 
wield the ox-hide shield 

Uncle Jim gave ground suddenly, and trod upon the 
foot of a young man in a blue shirt, who immediately 
thrust at him violently with both hands 

“Lea go'” howled Uncle Jim “That’s the Chap 
I’m looking for'” and pressing the head of the spectacled 
gentleman aside, smote hard at Mr Polly 

But at the sight of this indignity inflicted upon the 
spectacled gen leman a woman’s heart was stirred, a 
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pmk parasol drove haid and tiue at Uncle Jim’s wiry 
neck, and at the same moment the young man m the 
blue shirt sought to collar hin, and lost his gup again 
^‘Suffragettes’” gasped Uncle Jim, with the ferrule 
at his throat “ Everywhere and aimed a second more 
successful blow at Mr Polly 
“Wup’” saia Mr Pollv 

But now the jam and egg party was joining in the 
fra} A stout, vet s ill fairlv able-bodied gentleman in 
white and blacl checls inquiied “What’s the fellow 
up to? Ain’t iheie no police here?’ And it was 
evident that once more public opinion was rallying to 
the support of Mr Polly 

“Oh, come on then, all thu LOT of you’” cried 
Uncle Jim, and backing dexterously, whirled the eel 
round in a destructive circle The pink un h^de was torn 
from the hand that gripped it, and whiilcd athwart the 
complete but unadorned tea things on the green table 
“Collai him’ Some one get hold of his collar’” 
cried the gold spectacled gentleman, retreating up the 
steps to the inn door as if to rally ^is forces 

“Stand clear, you blessed mantel ornament^’” cried 
Uncle Jim “Stand clear’” and retired bad ing, stav 
mg off attack by means of the \ whirling eel 

Mr Polly, undeterred bv a sense of grave damage 
done to his nose, pressed the attack in front, the two 
young men in violet and blue shrmished on Uncle Jim’s 
flanks, the man in white and black checks sought still 
further outflanking possibilities, an 1 two of the appren 
tice boys ran for oars The gold spectacled gentleman, 
a if inspired, came down the wooden steps again, seized 
the tablecloth of the jam and egg paity, lugged it from 
under the crockery v/ith inadequate precautions against 
bieakage, and advanced with compressed lips, curious 
lateral crouching movements, swift flashings of his 
glasses, and a geneial suggestion of bull-fightmg in his 
pose and ges^^ures Uncle Jim was kept busy, and unable 
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moreo\er manifestly a little nervous about the ri\er in 
his rear He gave ground in a curve, and so came 
right acioss the rapidly abandoned camp of the family 
in mourning, crunching teacups under his heel, over- 
setting the teapot, and finally tripping backwards over 
the hamper The eel flew out at a tangent from his 
hand, and became a mere looping relic on the sward 
“Hold him*” cried the gentleman in spectacles 
“ Collar him *” and, moving forward with extraordinary 
promptitude, wrapped the best tablecloth about Uncle 
Jim’s arms and head Mr PoUy grasped his purpose 
instanth, the man in checks was sca’-cely slower, and 
in another moment Uncle Jim was no more than a 
bundle of smothered blasphemy, and pair of wildly 
active legs 

“ Duck him * ’ panted Mr Polly, holding on to the 
earthquake “ Bes’ thing — duck him ” 

The bundle was convulsed by pa oxysms of anger and 
protest One boot got the hamper and sent it ten 
j'ards 

“ Go in the house for a clothes’-line, some one,” 
said the gentleman in gold spectacles He’ll get out 
of this in a moment ” 

One of the apprentices ran 

“ Bird nets in the garden,” shouted Mi Polly In 
the garden ” 

The apprentice was divided in his purpose 
4 nd then suddenly Uncle Jim collapsed, and became 
a limp, dead-seeming thing under their hands His 
arms were drawn inward, his legs bent up under his 
person, and so he lay 

“ Fainted *” said the man in checks, relaxing his grip 
“ A fit, perhaps,” said the man in spectacles 
“ Keep hold *” said Mr Polly, too late 
For suddenly Unc’e Jim’s arms and legs flew out like 
springs released Mr Polly was tumbled backwards, 
and fell over the broken teapot, and into the arms of the 
father in mourning Something struck his head — 
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dazingly In another second Uncle Jim was on his feet, 
and the tablecloth enshiouded the head of the man in 
checks Uncle Jim manifestly considered he had done 
all that honour required of him, and against overwhelm 
ing numbers, and the possibility of reiterated duckings, 
flight is no disgrace 
Uncle Jim fled 

Mr Polly sat up, after an interval of indeterminate 
length, among the ruins of an idyllic afternoon Quite 
a lot of things seemed scattered and bioken, but it was 
difficult to grasp it all at once He stared between the 
legs of the people He became awaie of a voice speak 
ing slowly and complainmgly 

“ Some one ought to pay for those tea-things,” said 
the father in mourning “We didn’t bung them ’ere 
to be danced on, not by no manner of means ” 

§ lo 

There followed an anxious peace for three daj-s, and 
then a rough man in a blue jeisey, in the intervals of 
trying to choke himself with bread and cheese and 
pickled onions, broke abruptly into information 
“ Jim’s lagged again. Missus,’ he said 
“What’” said the landlady “Our Jim?” 

“Your Jim,” said the man, and after an absolutely 
necessary pause for swallowing, added, “ Stealing a 
’atchet ” 

He did not speak for some moments, and then he 
replied to Mr Polly’s inquiries “ Yes, a ’atchet Down 
Lammam way — night before last ” 

“What’d ’e steal a ’atchet for?” asked the plump 
woman 

“ ’E said ’e wanted a ’atchet ” 

“ I wonder what he wanted a hatchet for,” said Mr 
Polly thoughtfully 

“ I dessay ’e ’ad a use for it,” said the gentleman in 
the blue jersey, and he took a mouthful that amounted 
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to conversational suicide There was a prolonged pause 
in the little bar, and Mr Polly did some rapid thinking 
He went to the window and whistled ‘ I shall stick 
It,” he whispered at last ’Atchets or no ^atchets ” 
He turned to the man with the blue jersey, when he 
thought him clear for speech again “ How much did 
j ou say they’d given him ? ’ he asked 

“ Three munce,” said the man in the blue jersev, and 
refilled anxiousl}, as if alarmed at the momentary clear- 
ness of his voice 


§ II 

Those thiee months passed all too quickly — months 
of sunshine and warmth, of varied novel exertion in 
the open air, of congenial experiences, of interest and 
wholesome food and successful digestion, months that 
browned Mr Polly and hardened him, and saw the 
beginnings of his beard, months maned only by one 
anxietv, an anxiety Mr Polly did his utmost to suppress 
The day of reckoning was never mentioned, it is true, 
by either the plump woman or himself, but the name 
of Uncle Jim was written in letteis of glaring silence 
across their intercourse As the term of that respite 
drew to an end, his anxiety increased, until at last it 
trenched upon his well-earned sleep He had some 
idea of buving a revolver He compromised upon a 
small and very foul and dirty rook rifle, which he pur- 
chased in Lammam under a pretext of bird scaring, and 
loaded carefully and concealed under his bed from the 
plump woman’s eye 

September passed away, October came 

And at last came that night m October whose hap- 
penings It is so difficult for a sympathetic historian 
to drag out of their proper nocturnal indistinctness 
into the clear hard light of positove statement A 
novelist should present characters, not vivisect them 
publicly 


20 
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The best, the kindliest, if not the juste t course, is 
siirelv to leave untold such things as Mr Pollv \^ould 
manifestly have preferred untold 

Mr Polly has declared that when the cydist dis 
covered him he was seeking a weapon that should make 
a conclusive end to Uncle Jim That declaration is 
placed before the reader without comment 

The gun was certainly in the possession of Uncle 
Jim at that time, and no human being but Mr Polly 
knows hoxv he got hold of it 

The cyclist was a literary man named Warspite, ^ho 
suffered fiom insomnia, he had risen and come out of 
his house near Lamman just before the dawn, and he 
discovered Mr Polly partially concealed in the ditch 
by the Potwell churchyard wall It is an ordinary dry 
ditch full of nettles, and overgrown with elder and 
dog rose, and m no wav suggestive of an arsenal It is 
the last place in which a sensible man would look for a 
gun And he says that when he dismounted to see why 
Mr Polly was allowing only the latter part of his person 
to show (and that, it would seem, by inadvertency), Mr 
Pollv merely raised his head and advised him to “ Look 
out and added, He’s let fly at me twice already ” 
He came out under persuasion, and with gestures of 
extreme caution He was wearing a white cotton night 
gown of the type that has now been so extensiveh 
superseded bv pyjama sleeping suits, and his legs and 
feet were bare, and much scratched and torn, and very 
muddy 

Mr Warspite takes that exceptionally lively interest 
in his fellow-creatures which constitutes so much of 
the distinctive and complex charm of your novelist all 
the world over, and he at once involved him elf gener 
ously in the case The two men returned at Mr Polly’s 
initiative across the churchyard to the Potwell Inn, and 
came upon the burst and damaged rook rifle near the 
new monument to Sir Samuel Hirpon at the corner by 
the yew 
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“ That must have been his third go/’ said Mr Pollv 
‘‘ It sounded a bit funny ” 

The sight inspirited him greatly, and he explained 
further that he had fled to the churchward on account 
of the cover afforded by tombstone from the flight of 
smaU shot He exnressed anxiety for the fate of the 
landlady of the Potwell Inn and her grandchild, and ltd 
the va) with enhanced alacrity along the lane to that 

establishment 

Thev found the doors of the house standing open, 
the bar in some disorder — seieral bottles of vhisky 
were afterwards found to be missing — and Blake the 
village policeman, rapping patiently at the open door 
He entered with them The glass in the bar had suffered 
se/erelv, and one of the mirrors was starred from a blow 
f’-om a pewter pot The till had been fo’-ced ^nd ran- 
sacked and so had the bureau m the minute room 
behind the bar 

An upper window was opened, and the voice of the 
la’^dlady became audible making inquiries The} went 
out and parleyed with her She had locked heiself up- 
stairs with the little giil, she said, and refused to descend 
until she was assured that neither Uncle Jim noi Mr 
Poih’s gun was anywhere on the premises Mr Blake 
and Mr Warspite proceeded to satisfy themselves with 
regal d to the former condition, and Mr Pollv went to 
his room in search of garments more suited to the 
brightening dav/n He returned immediately with a 
request that Blake and Mr Warspite would “ just come 
and look ” They found the apartment in a state of 
extraordinary confusion, the bed-clothes in a ball in the 
corner, the drawers all open and ransacked, the chair 
broken, the lock of the door forced and brolen, one 
door panel slightly scorched and peiforated by shot, and 
the window wide open None of Mr Polly’s clothes 
were to be seen, but some garments which had appar- 
ently once formed part of a stoker’s worladay outfit, 
two brownish-yellow halves of a shirt, and an unsound 
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pair of boots, were scattered on the floor A faint smell 
of gunpowder still hung in the air, and two or three 
books Mr Polly had recently acquired had been shied 
with some violence under the bed Mr Warspite 
looked at Mr Blake, and then both men looked at Mr 
Polly That’s his boots,” said Mr Polly 

Blake turned his eyes to the window ‘‘ Some of 
these tiles ’ave just got broken,” he observed 

‘‘ I got out of the window and slid down the scullery 
tiles,” Mr Polly answered, omitting much, they both 
felt, from his explanation 

Well, we better find ’im and ’ave a word with ’im,” 
said Blake That’s about my business now ” 

§ 12 

But Uncle Jim had gone altogether 
He did not return for some days That, perhaps, 
was not very wonderful But the days lengthened to 
weeks, and the weeks to months, and still Uncle Jim 
did not recur A year passed, and the anxiety of him 
became less acute, a second healing year followed the 
first One afternoon about thirty months after the 
Night Surprise the plump woman spoke of him 
“ I wonder what’s become of Jim,” she said 
wonder sometimes,” said Mr Polly 
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summer afternoon, about five years after his 
first coming to the Potwell Inn, Mr Polly found him- 
self sitting under the pollard willow, fishing for dace 
It was a plumper, browner, and healthier Mr Polly 
a! ogether than the miserable bankrupt with whose dys- 
peptic portrait our novel opened He was fat, but with 
the fatness more generally diffused, and the lower part 
of his face was touched to gravity by a small, square 
beard Also he was balder 

It was the first time he had found leisure to fish, 
though from the very outset of his Potwell career he had 
promised himself abundant indulgence in the pleasures 
of fishing Fishing, as the golden page of English litera- 
ture testifies, IS a meditatwe and retrospective pursuit, 
and the varied page of memory, disregarded so long for 
sal e of the teeming duties I have already enumerated, 
6ii 
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began to infold itself to Mr Pollv’s consideration 
Speculation about Uncle Jim died for want of mate lal, 
and gave place to a reckoning of the years and months 
that had pas ed since his coming to Potwell, and that to 
a philosophical review of his life He began to think 
about Miriam, remotely and impcrsonall} He remem 
bered many things that had been neglected by his con 
science during the busiei times, as, for example, that he 
had committed arson and descited a wife For the first 
time he looked these long-neglected facts in the face 
It IS disagreeable to thinl one has committed arson, 
because it is an action that leads to j^il Otherwise I 
do not think there was a gram of regreu for that in Mr 
Polly’s composition But deserting Miriam was in a 
different category Deserting Miriam was mean 

This IS a history and not a glorification of Mr Polh, 
and I tell of things as they were with him Apart from 
the disagreeable twinge arising from the thought of what 
might happen if he was found out, he had not the 
slightest remorse about that fire Arson, after all, is an 
artificial crime Some crimes are crimes in themselves, 
would be crimes without any law, the cruelties, mockerv, 
the breaches of faith that astonish and wound, but the 
burning of things is in itself neither good nor bad A 
large number of houses deserve to be burned, most 
modern furniture, an overwhelming majority of pictires 
and books — one might go on for some time with the 
list If our community was collectively anything more 
than a feeble idiot, it would burn most of London and 
Chicago, for example, and build sane and beautiful 
cities in the place of these pestilential heaps of lotten 
private property I have failed m presenting Mr Polly 
altogether if I have not made you see that he was in 
many respects an artless child of Natuie, far more un 
trained, undisciplined, and spontaneous than an ordinary 
savage And he was really glad, for all that little draw- 
back of fear, that he had had the courage to set fire to 
his house, and fly, and come to the Potwell Inn 
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But he vvas not glad he had left Miriam He had 
seen Miriam cry once 01 twice in his life, and it had 
alwa}s 1 educed him to abject commiseration He now 
imagined her crying He perceived m a perplexed 
vtav that he had made himself responsible for her 
life He forgot how she had spoiled his own He had 
hitherto rented in the faith that she had over a hundred 
pounds, of insurance mone}, but now, with his eve 
meditatively upon his float, he realised a hundred pounds 
does not last for ever His conviction of her incom- 
petence was unflinching, she was bound to have fooled 
it ay ay somehow by this time And then ’ 

He saw her humping her shoulders, and sniffing in 
a manner he had always regarded as detestable at close 
quaiters, but which now became harrowingly pitiful 

“Damn’” said Mr Polly, and down went his float, 
and he flicked a victim to destruction, and took it off 
the hook 

He compaied his own comfort and health with 
Miriam’s imagined distress 

“Ought to have done something for herself,” said 
Mr Poll}', re-baiting his hook “ She was always talk- 
ing of doing things Why couldn t she?” 

He watched the float oscillating gently towards 
quiescence 

“ Silly to begin thinking about her,” he said “ Damn 
silly’” 

But once he had begun thinking about her he had to 
go on 

“Oh, blow’” cried Mr Polly presently, and pulled 
up his hook, to find another fish had just snatched at 
It in the last instant His handling must have made 
the poor thing feel itself unwelcome 

He gathered his things together and turned towards 
the house 

All the Potwell Inn betrayed his influence now, for 
here, indeed, he had found his place m the world It 
loo’ ed brighter, so bright, indeed, as to be almost 
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skittish, with the white and gieen paint he had lavished 
upon it Even the garden palings were stuped white 
and green, and so were the boats, for Mr Polly was 
one of those who find a positive sensuous pleasure m 
the laving on of paint Left and right were two large 
boards, which had done much to enhance the inn’s 
popularity with the lighter-minded variety of pleasure 
seekers Both marked innovations One bore in large 
letters the single word Museum,” the other was as 
plain and laconic with Omlets ” The spelling of the 
latter word was Mr Polly’s own, but when he had 
seen a whole boatload of men, intent on Lammam for 
lunch, stop open-mouthed, and stare, and grin, and 
come in and ask in a marked sarcastic manner for 
omlets,” he perceived that his inaccuracy had done 
more for the place than his utmost cunning could have 
contrived In a 3^ ear or so the inn was known both up 
and down the iiver by its new name of Omlets,” and 
Mr Polly, after some secret irritation, smiled, and was 
content And the fat woman’s omelettes were things 
to remember 

(You will note I have changed her epithet Time 
works upon us all ) 

She stood upon the steps as he came towards the 
house, and smiled at him richly 

‘‘Caught many?” she asked 

“ Got an idea,” said Mr Polly “ Would it put jou 
out very much if I went off for a day or two for a bit 
of a holiday? There won’t be much doing now until 
Thursday ” 

§ 2 

Feeling recklessly secure behind his beard, Mr Polly 
surveyed the Fishbourne High Street once again The 
north side was much as he had known it, except that 
the name of Rusper had vanished A row of new shops 
replaced the destruction of the great fire Mantell and 
Throbsons’ had risen again upon a more flamboyant 
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pattern, and the new fire station was in the Swiss 
Teutonic style, with nuch red paint next door, in the 
place of Rumbold s, was a branch of the Colonial Tea 
Company, and then a Salmon and Gluckstein Tobacco 
Shop and then a little shop that displayed sweets, and 
orofessed a Tea Room Upstairs ” He considered this 
as a possible place in which to prosecute inquiries about 
his lost wife, wavering a little between it ana the God’s 
Providence Inn down the street- Then his e^e caught 
the name O’ver the window “‘Polly,’ he read, 
larkins’ Well, I’m — astonished’” 

A momentary faintness came upon him He walked 
past, and down the street, returned, and surveyed the 
shop again 

He saw a middle aged rather untidy woman standing 
behind the counter, who for an instant he thought 
might be Miriam terribly changed, and then recognised 
as his sister in law Annie, filled out, and no longer 
hilarious She stared at him without a sign of recogni- 
tion as he entered the shop 

“Can I have tea?’ said Mr Polly 
“ Well,” said Annie, “ you can But our Tea Room’s 
upstairs My sister’s been cleaning it out — and 

It’s a bit upset ” 

“ It would be,” said Mr Polly softly 
“ I beg your pardon?” said Annie 
“ I said / didn’t mind Up here?” 

“ I dare say there’ll be a table ” said Annie, and 
followed him up to a room who e conscientious dis 
order was intensely reminiscent of Miriam 

“ Nothing like turning everything upside down when 
you’re cleaning,” said Mr Polly cheerfully 

“ It’s my sister s wav,” said Annie impartially “ She’s 
gone out for a bit of air, but I dare say she’ll be back 
soon to finish It’s a nice light room when it’s tidy 
Can I put you a table over there ?” 

“ Let meP said Mr Polly, and assisted 

He sat down by the open window and drummed on 

20* 
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the table and meditated on his ne\t step, while i^nnie 
vanished to get his tea After all, things didn t seem 
so bad with Miriam He tried over several gambits in 
imagination 

Unusual name,’’ he said, as Annie laid a cloth beiore 

him 

Annie looked interrogation 
Polly Polly and Lai kins Real, I suppose ” 

“ Polly’s my sistei s name She married a Mr 

Pollv ” 

Widow, I presume? ’ said Mr Polly 
Yes This five years — come Octobei ” 

^‘loid^” said Mr Polly, m unfeigned surprise 
Found drowned he was There was a lot of talk in 
the place ” 

“Never heard of it,” said Mr Polly “I’m a 
stranger — rather ” 

“ In the Medway near Maidstone it was He must 
have been in the water for di^s Wouldn’t have 
inom him, mv sister wouldn’t, if it hadn’t been for 
the name sewn in his clothes All whitey and eat away 
he WaS ” 

“Bless my heait^ Must have been rather a shock 
for her ” 

“ It WiZj a shock,” said Annie, and added darklv, 
“ But sometimes a shock’s better than a long agony ” 

“ No doubt,” said Mr Pollv 

He gazed with a rapt expression at the preparations 
before him “ So I’m drowned,” something was saying 
inside him “ Life insuied ?” he asl ed 

“We started the tea-rooms with it,” said Annie 
Why, if things were lil e this, had remorse and anxiety 
for Miriam been implanted in his soul? No shadow 
of an answer appeared 

“ Marriage is a lottery,” said Mr Polly 
“She found it so,” said Annie “Would you like 
some jam ?” 

“ I’d like an egg,” said Mr Polly “ I’ll have two 
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r\e got a sort of feeling — As though I wanted keep- 
ing up Wasn t paiticularH good sort, this Mr 

Polh r’’ 

He was a wearing husband,” said Annie I’ve 
often pitied mv sister He was one of that sort ’ 

‘‘ Dissolute ? ’ suggested Mr Polly faintly 
h^o, ’ said Annie judiciously, “ not exactly di&solute 
Feeble’s more the word Weak, ’E was Weal as 
v\ater ’Ow long do ^ou like yoir eggs boiled^” 

‘ Foul minutes exactly,” said Mr Polh 
One gets talking,’ said Annie 
One does,” aid Mr Poll} , and si e left nim to his 
thougnts 

What perplexed him was his recent remorse and 
tenderness foi Miriam Now he was bad in her 
atmosphere, all that had vani hed and the old feeling 
of helpless antagonism returned He surveyed the piled 
furnituie, the economically managed carpet, the un- 
pleasant pictures on the wall Why had he felt remor e? 
Wh/ had he entertained this illusion of a helpless 
woman crying aloud m the pitiless darkne s for him? 
He peered into the unfathomable masteries of the heart, 
and di cl ed back to a s nailer is ue TT as he feeble ? 
Hano- It’ He’d known feebler people by far 

The eggs came up Nothing in Annie’s manner 
invited a resumption of the di cu s on 
Business busk?” he ventured to ask 

Annie reflected “It is,” she said, “and it isn’t 
It’s hi e that ” 

“Ah’” said Mr Polly, and squared himself to his 
egg “ W as there an inquest on that chap ?” 

“ Wh.t chap ?” 

“ What was his name ’ — Polly ?” 

‘ Of course ” 

“ You’re sure it was him ?” 

“What you mean?” 

Annie looked at him hard, and suddenly his soul 
was black with terror 
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“ Who else could it have been — in the very clones ’E 
wore 

Of course,” said Mr Polly, and began his egg 
He was so agitated that he only realised its condition 
when he was half way through it, and Annie safely 
downstairs 

“ Lord he said, reaching out hastily for the pepper 
One of Miriam’s ’ Management ’ I hayen’t tasted 
such an egg for five years Wonder where she 

gets them * Picks them out, I suppose ” 

He abandoned it for its fellow 
Except for a slight mustmess, the second egg was 
very palatable indeed He was getting to the bottom 
of It as Miriam came in He looked up “Nice 
afternoon,” he said, at her stare, and perceived she 
knew him at once by the gesture and the voice She 
went white, and shut the door behind hei She looked 
as though she was going to faint Mr Polly sprang up 
quickly, and handed her a chair “My God’” she 
whispered, and crumpled up, rather than sat down 
“ It’s you ” she said 

“No,” said Mr Polly very earnestly, “it isn’t It 
just looks like me That’s all ” 

“ I knew that man wasn’t you — all along I tried 
to think It was I tried to think perhaps the water 
had altered your wrists and feet, and the colour of your 
hair ” 

“ Ah’” 

“ I’d always feared you’d come back ” 

Mr Polly sat down by his egg “ I haven’t come 
back,” he said very earnestly “Don’t yon think it” 

“ ’Ow we’ll pay back the Insurance now, I donH 
know ” 

She was weeping She produced a handkerchief, and 
covered her face 

“ Look here, Miriam,” said Mr Polly “ I haven’t 
come back, and I’m not coming back I’m — I’m a 
Visitant from Another World You shut up about me, 
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and ril shut up about myself I came back because I 
thought you might be hard up, or in trouble, or some 
sill> thing like that Now, I see you again — Fm 
satisfied Fm satisfied completely See? Fm going 
to absquatulate, see? Hey Presto, light away 

He turned to his tea for a moment, finished his cup 
noisily, stooQ up 

“ Don’t you think you’re going to see me again,” he 
saiQ, “ for you ain’t ” 

He moved to the door 

“ That was a tasty egg,” he said, hovered for a second, 
and vanished 

Annie was in the shop 

‘‘ The missus has had a bit of a shock,” he remarked 
“ Got some sort of fancy about a ghost Can’t make it 
out quite So long*” 

And he had gone 


§3 

Mr Polly sat beside the fat woman at one of the 
little green tables at the back of the Potwell Inn, and 
struggled with the mystery of life It was one of those 
evenings serenely luminous, amply and atmospherically 
still, when the river bend was at its best A swan 
floated against the dark green masses of the further bank, 
the stream flowed broad and shining to its destiny, with 
scarce a ripple — except where the reeds came out from 
the headland, and the three poplars rose clear and har- 
monious against the sky of green and yellow It was 
as if everything lay securely within a great, warm, 
friendly globe of crystal sky It was as safe and en- 
closed and fearless as a child that has still to be bom 
It was an evening full of quality of tranquil, unqualified 
assurance Mr Polly’s mind was filled with the per- 
suasion that indeed all things whatsoever must need 
be satisfying and complete It was incredible that life 
had ever done more than seemed to jar, that there could 
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be any shadow in life save such velvet softnesses as made 
the setting for that silent swan, or any murmur but the 
ripple of the water as it swirled round the chained and 
gently swaying punt And the mind of Mr Polly, 
exalted and made tender by thi atmosphere, sought 
gently, but sought, to draw together the varied memories 
that came drifting, half submerged, across the circle of 
his mind 

He spoke in woids that seemed like a bent and broken 
stick thru t suddenly into w^tei, des roying the mirror 
of the shape they sought “ Jim’s not coming back 
again ever,” he said He got drowned five years ago ” 
“Wheie?” asked the fat woman, surprised 
" Miles from here In the Medway Away in Kent ” 
'^Lor’’” said the fat woman 
It s right enough,” said Mr Polly 
“ How d’you know?” 

“ I went to my home ” 

‘nVhere?” 

“ Don’t matter I went and found out He’d been 
in the water some days He’d got my clothes, and 
they’ i said it was me ” 

“ They?” 

it don t matter I’m not going back to them ” 
The fat woman regarded him silently for some time 
Her expression of scrutiny gave way to a quiet satis 
faction Then her brown eyes went to the river 
“Poor Jim,” she said “’E ’adn’t much Tact — 
ever ” 

She added mildly, “ I can’t ’ardly say I’m sorry ” 

“ Nor me,” said Mr Polly, and got a step nearer the 
thought in him “ But it don’t seem much good his 
having been alive, does it?” 

“’E wasn’t much good,” the fat woman admitted 
“Ever ” 

“ I suppose there were things that were good to 
him,” Mr Polly speculated “ They weren’t our 
things ” 
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Hib hold slipped agd n “I often wonder about 
life,’ he said weakh 

He tried again “ One scenes to start in life,” he 
said, ‘‘ expecting something And it doesn’t nappen 
And it doesn’t matter One starts with ideas that things 
are good and things are bad — and it hasn’t much rela- 
tion to what 2s good and what zs bad I’ve always 
been the skeptaceous sort, and it’s always seemed rot to 
me to pretend men know good from evil Its just 
what I’ve ziever done No Adam’s apple stUck m my 
tiiroat. Ma’am I don’t own to it ” 

He reflected 

‘‘ I set fire to a house — once ” 

The fat woman started 

don’t feel sorrv for it I don’t believe it was a 
bad thing to do — any more than burning a tov, like 
I did once when I was a baby I nearly 1 died myself 
with a razor Who hasn’t? — ^anyhow gone as far as 
tninking of it? Most of my time I’ve been half dream- 
ing I married hi e a dream almost I’ve never really 
planned my life, or set out to live I happened, things 
happened to me It’s so with every one Jim couldn’t 
help himself I shot at him, and tried to kill him I 
dropped the gun and he got it He ver) neaily had 
me I wasn’t a second too soon — ducking Awk- 
ward — that night was Ma’am But I don’t 

blame him — come to that Only I don’t see what it’s 
all up to 

“ Like children playing about in a nursery Hurt 
themselves at times 

'^There’s something that doesn’t mind us,” he re- 
sumed presently “ It isn’t what we try to get that we 
get, It isn’t the good we think we do is good What 
makes us happy isn’t our trying, what makes others 
happy isn’t our trying There’s a sort of character 
people like, and stand up for, and a sort they won’t 
You got to work it out, and take the consequences 
Miriam was always trvmg” 
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“ Who was Miriam asked the fat woman 
‘'No one you know But she used to go about with 
her brows knit, trying not to do whatever she wanted 

to do — if ever she did want to do anything ” 

He lost himself 

“You can’t help being fat,” said the fat woman, 
after a pause, trj mg to get up to his thoughts 
“ You can’t,” said Mr Polly 
“ It helps, and it hinders ” 

“ Like my upside down way of talking ” 

“The magistrates wouldn’t ’ave kept on the licence 
to me if I ’adn’t been fat ” 

“ Then what have we done,” said Mr Polly, “ to 
get an evening 111 e this^^ Lord* Look at it*” He 
sent his arm round the great curve of the sky 

“ If I was a nigger oi an Italian I should come out 
here and sing I whistle sometimes, but, bless vou, 
It’s singing I’ve got in my mind Sometimes I think 
I live for sunsets ” 

“ I don’t see that it does vou any good always look 
mg at sunsets, like you ao,” said the fat woman 
“Nor me But I do Sunsets and things I was 
made to like ” 

“ They don’t help vou,” said the fat woman thought 
fully 

“ Who cares ?” said Mr Polly 
A deeper strain had come to the fat woman “ You 
got to die some day,” she said 

“ Some things I can t believe,” said Mr Polly 
suddenly, “ and one is your being a skeleton ” He 
pointed his hand towards the neighbour’s hedge 
“ Look at ’em — against the yellow — and they’re just 
stingin’ nettles Nasty weeds — if you count things by 
their uses And no help in the life hereafter But just 
look at the look of them*” 

“ It isn’t only lool s,” said the fat woman 
“Whenever there’s signs of a good sunset, and I’m 
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not too busy,” said Mr Polly, “ I’ll come and sit out 
here ” 

The fat woman looked at him with eyes in which 
contentment struggled with some ob&cure reluctant 
protest, and at last turned them slowly to the black 
nettle pagodas against the golden sky 
I wish we could,” she said 
I will ” 

The fat woman’s voice sank nearly to the mandible 

“ Nol always,” she said 

Mr Polly was some time before he replied “ Come 
here always, when I’m a ghost,” he replied 

‘‘ Spoil the place for others,” said the fat woman, 
abandoning her moral solicitudes for a more congenial 
point of \iew 

Not my sort of ghost wouldn’t, ’ said Mr Polly, 
emerging from another long pause I’d be a sort of 
diaphalous feeling — just mellowish and varmish 
like 

They said no more, but sat on in the varm twilight, 
until at last they could scarcely distinguish each other’s 
faces They were not so much thinking, as lost in a 
smooth, still quiet of the mind A bat flitted bv 
Time we was going in. O’ Party,” said Mr Polly, 
standing up Supper to get It’s as y ou say, we 
can’t sit here for e\er” 




BEALBY 




FIRST 


Young Bealby goes to Slionis 


T 

JlHE cat IS the offspring of a cat and the dog of a dog, 
but butlers and lady’s maids do not reproduce their kind 
They have other duties 

So their successors have to be sought among the 
prolific, and particularly among the prolific on great 
estates Such are gardeners, but not undergardeners, 
gamekeepers and coachmen, but not lodge people be- 
cause their years are too great and their lodges too small 
And among those to whom this opportunity of entering 
service came was young Bealby who was the stepson of 
Mr Darling, the gardener of Shonts 

Every one knows the glories of Shonts Its facades 
Its two towers The great marble pond The terrales 
where the peacocks walk and the lower lake with the 
black and-white swans The great park and the avenue 
The view of the river winding away across the blue 
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gamekeepers and coachmen, but not lodge people be- 
cause their years are too great and their lodges too small 
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Its two towers The great marble pond The terralies 
where the peacocks walk and the lower lake with the 
black-and-white swans The great park and the avenue 
The view of the river winding away across the blue 
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country And of the Shonts Velasquez — ^but that is 
now in America And the Shonts Rubens, which is in 
the National Gallery And the Shonts porcelain And 
the Shonts past history, it was a refuge for the old faith, 
It had priests’ holes and secret passages And how at last 
the Marquis had to let Shonts to the Laxtons — the 
Peptoni&ed Milk and Baby Soother people — for a long 
term of years It was a splendid chance for any boy 
to begin his knowledge of service in so great an establish 
ment, and only the n'^tuial perversity of human nature 
can explain the violent objection young Bealby took to 
anything of the sort He did He said he did not 
want to be a servant, and that he would not go and be 
a good boy and try his very best in that state of life to 
which It had pleased God to call him at Shonts On the 
contrary 

He communicated the e views uddenly to his mother 
as she was preparing a steak and 1 idney pie in the bright 
little kitchen of the gardener’s cottage He came in 
with his hail all ruffled and his face hot and distinctly 
dirty, and his hands in his trousers poclets in the way 
he had been repeatedly told not to 

Mother,” he said, “ I’m not going to be a steward s 
boy at the house anyhow, not if vou tell me to, not till 
you’re blue in the face So that’s all about it ” 

This delivered he lemained panting, having no further 
bieath left m him 

His mother was n thin firm woman She paused in 
her lolling of the dough until he had finished, and then 
she made a strong broadening sweep of the rolhng-pin, 
and remained facing him, leaning forwaid on that im 
plement with her head a little on one side 

‘‘ You will do,” she said, “ whatsoever your father has 
said you will do ” 

’E isn’t my father,” said young Bealby 
His mother gave a snapping nod of the head expressive 
of extreme determination 

Anyhow I ain’t going to do it,” said ^ oung Bealby, 
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and feeling the conversation was difficult to sustain he 
moved towards the staircase door with a view to slam- 
ming It 

you’ll do It, ’ said his mother, "right enough ” 

" You see whether I do,” said young Beal by, and then 
got in h s door slam rather hurriedly because of steps 
outside 

Mr Darling came in out of the sunshine a few 
moments later He was a large, many-pocketed, earthy- 
whiskered man with a clean-shaven determined mouth, 
and he carried a large pale cucumber in his hand 
" I tole him, ’ he said 
"What did he say?” asked his wife 
" Nuthin,” said Mr Darling 
" ’E says ’e won’t,” said Mrs Darling 
Mr Darling regarded her thoughtfully for a moment 
" I never see such a boy,” said Mi Darling " Why 
— ’e’s got to ” 


§ 2 

But young Bealby maintained an obstinate fight against 
the inevitable 

He had no gift of lucid exposition " I ain’t going to 
be a seivant, ’ he said "I don t see what right people 
have making a servant of me ” 

" You got to be something,” said Mr Darling 
" Everybody’s got to be something,” said Mrs 
Darling 

" Then let me be something else,” said young Bealby 
"/ dessay you’d like to be a gentleman,” said Mr 
Darling 

" I wouldn’t mind,” said young Bealby 
"You got to be what your opportunities give you,” 
said Mr Darling 

Young Bealby became breathless "Why shouldn’t I 
be an engine-driver?” he asked 

"All oilv,” said his mother "And getting yourself 
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killed in an accident And got to pay fines You’d 
hie to be an engine-driver ” 

“ Or a soldier ” 

‘^Oo’ — a Swaddy’” said Mr Darling derisively 
Or the sea ” 

“With that weak stummik of yours,” said Mrs 
Darling 

“ Besides which,” said Mr Darling, “ it’s been 
arranged for you to go up to the ’ouse the very first of 
next month And your box and everything ready” 

Young Bealby became very red in the face “ I won’t 
go,” he said very faintly 

“You will,” said Mr Darling, ^'if I ’ave to take you 
by the collar and the slack of your breeches to get you 
there ” 

§3 

The heart of young Bealby was a coal of fire within 
his breast as — unassisted — he went across the dewy park 
up to the great house whither his box was to follow him 

He thought the world a rotten show ” 

He also said, apparently to two does and a fawn, “ If 
you think I’m going to stand it, you know, you’re 
JOLLY-well mistaken ” 

I do not attempt to justify his prejudice against 
honourable usefulness in a domestic capacity He had 
It Perhaps there is something in the air of Highbury, 
where he had spent the past eight years of his life, that 
leads to democratic ideals It is one of those new places 
where estates seem almost forgotten Perhaps too there 
was something in the Bealby strain 

I think he would have objected to any employment 
at all Hitherto he had been a remarkably free boy with 
a considerable gusto about his freedom Why should 
that end? The little village mixed school had been a 
soft job for his Cockney wits, and for a year and a half 
he had been top boy Why not go on being top boy ? 

Instead of which, under threats, he had to go across 
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the sunlit corner of the park, through that slanting 
morning sunlight which had been so often the prelude 
to golden days of leafy wanderings’ He had to go 
past the corner of the laundry where he h^d so often 
played cricket with the coachman’s bovs (already swal- 
lowed up into the working world), he had to follow 
the laundry wall to the end of the kitchen and there, 
where the steps go down and undergroind he had to 
sav farewell to the sunlight, farewell to childhood, boy- 
hood, freedom He had to go down and along the 

stone corridor to the pantry, and there he had to as^ 
for Mr Mergleson He paused on the top Step, and 
looked up at the blue skv across which a hawk was slowly 
drifting His eyes followed the hawk out o^ sight be- 
yond a cypress bough, but indeed he WaS not thml mg 
about the hawk, he was not seeing the hawk, he Wc*s 
struggling with a last wild impulse of his ferial nature 
“Why not sling it^” his ferial nature was asking 

Why not even now — do a hunl ? ’ 

It would have been better for him perhaps and better 
for Mr Mergleson and better for Shonts if he had 
yielded to the whisper of the Tempter But his heart 
was heavy within him, and he had no provisions And 
never a penny One can do but a very little bunk on 
an empty belly ’ “ Must ” was written all over him 

He went down the steps 

The passage was long and cool and at the end of it 
was a swing door Through that and then to the left, 
he knew one had to go, past the still room and so to 
the pantry The maids were at breakfast in the still- 
room with the door open The grimace he made m 
passing was intended rather to entertain than to insult, 
and anyhow a chap must do something with his face 
And then he came to the pantry and into the presence 
of Mr Mergleson 

Mr Mergleson was in his shirt-sleeves and generally 
dishevelled, having an early cup of tea in an atmosphere 
full of the bleak memories of overnight He was an 
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ample man with a large nose, a vast under lip and 
mutton chop side-whiskers His voice would have suited 
a succulent parrot He took out a gold watch from his 
waistcoat pod et and regarded it ‘Ten minutes past 
seven, young man,” he said, “ isn’t seven o’clock ” 
Young Bealby made no articulate answer 
“ Just stand there for a minute,” said Mr Mergleson, 
“ and when I’m at libbuty I’ll run through your duties ” 
And almost ostentatiously he gave himself up to the 
enjoyment of his cup of tea 

Three other gentlemen in deshabille sat at table with 
Mr Mergleson They regarded voting Bealby with 
attention, and the youngest, a led-haired baie faced 
youth in shirt sleeves and a gieen apron, was moved to 
a grimace that was clearly designed to echo the scowl on 
young Bealby’s features 

The fury that had been subdued by a momentary awe 
of Mr Mergleson revived and gathered force Young 
Bealbv’s face became scarlet, his eyes filled with tears 
and his mind with the need for movement After all — 
he wouldn’t stand it He turned lound abruptly and 
made for the door 

“ Where’n earth you going to ? ’ cried Mr Mergleson 
“He’s shy*” cried the second footman 
“ Steady on * ” cried the first footman and had him by 
the shoulder in the doorway 

“Lemme ^(7^” howled the new recruit, struggling 
“ I won’t be a blooming servant I won’t ” 

“Here*” cried Mr Mergleson, gesticulating with his 
teaspoon, “ Bring ’im to the end of the table there 
What’s this about a blooming servant?” 

Bealbv suddenly blubbering was replaced at the end 
of the table 

“May I ask what’s this about a blooming servant?” 
asked Mr Mergleson 
Sniff and silence 

“ Did I understand you to say that you ain’t going to 
be a blooming servant, young Bealby?” 
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“ Yes,” said ’joung Bealbv 
Thomas,’ said Mr Mergleson, “ just smack is ’ed 
Smack It rather ’ard ” 

Things too rapid to relate occurred So \ou’d bite 
would you said Thomas 

‘‘Ah^” said Mr Mergleson Got ’im’ That 
one’” 

‘^Just smaci ’is ’ed once more,” said Mr Mergle- 
son 

And now 'vou ^ust stand there, voung man, until I’m 
at libbuty to attend to you fuither,’ said Mr Mergleson, 
and fin shed his tea slowly ^nd eloquently 

The second footman rubbed his shin thoughtfully 
If I got to smack ’is ed much,” he said, ‘‘ ’e’d better 
change into his slippers ” 

“ Take him to ’is room,” aid Mr Mergleson getting 
up “ See ’e washes the grief and grubbiness off ’is face 
in the handwash at the end o^ the passage and make him 
put on his slippers Then show ’im ’ow to lay the t^ble 
m the steward s loom ” 


H 

The duties to ^’vhich Beal by was introduced struck 
him as perplexingly vanous, undesirablj- numcroas, un- 
interesting and difficult to remember, and also he did 
not try to remember them very well because he wanted 
to do them as badly as possible, and he thought that 
forgetting would be a good way of starting at that He 
was beginning at the bottom of the ladder, to him it fell 
to wait on the upper ser\ants, and the gieen baize door 
at the top of the service staircase was the hint of his 
range His room was a small wedge-shaped apartment 
under some steps leading to the servants’ hall, lit b-v a 
window that did not open and that gave upon the under- 
ground passage He received his instructions m a state 
of crumpled mutmousness, but for a day his desire to be 
remarlabl} impossible \vas more than counterbalanced 
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by his respect for the large able hands of the four men 
seivants, his seniois, and by a disinclination to be re 
turned too promptly to the gardens Then in a tenta- 
tive manner he brohe two plates, and got his head 
smaci ed by Mr Mergleson himself Mr Mergleson 
gave a staccato slap quite as powerful as Thomas’s but 
otherwise different The hand of Mr Mergleson was 
large and fat and he got his effects by dash, Thomas’s 
waa horny and lingered After that young Bealby put 
salt in the teapot in which the housekeeper made tea 
But that, he observed, she washed out with hot water 
before she put in the tea It was clear that he had 
wasted his salt, which ought to have gone into the 
k«-ttle 

Next time — the kettle 

Beyond telling him his duties almost excessively no 
body conveised with young Bealby during the long 
hours of his first day in service At midday dinner in 
the servants’ hall, he made one of the kitchen-maids 
giggle by pulling faces intended to be delicately sugges 
tive of Mr Mergleson, but that was his nearest approach 
to disinterested human intei course 

When the hour for retirement came — Get out of 
it Go to bed, you dirty little Kicker,” said Thomas 
“ We’ve had about enough of you for one day ” — 
young Bealby sat for a long time on the edge of his 
bed weighing the possibilities of arson and poison He 
wished he had some poison Some sort of poison with 
a mediaeval manner, poison that hurts before it kills 
Also he produced a small penny pocketbook with a 
glazed black cover and blue edges He headed one 
page of this Mergleson ” and entered beneath it three 
black crosses Then he opened an account to Thomas, 
who was manifestly destined to be his principal creditor 
Bealby was not a forgiving boy At the village school 
they had been too busy making him a good Churchman 
to attend to things like that There were a lot of crosses 
for Thomas 
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And while Bealby made these sinister memoranda 
downstairs Lady Laxton — for Laxton had bought a 
baronetcy for twenty thousand down to the party 
funds and a tip to the whip over the Peptonised Milk 
flotation — Lady Laxton, a couple of floors above 
Bealby s ruffled head, mused over her approaching 
week end party It was an important weel end party 
The Lord Chancellor of England was coming ^Jever 
before had she had so much as a member of the Cabinet 
at Shonts He was coming, and do what she would 
she could not help but connect it with her very strong 
desire to see the master of Shonts in the clear scarlet of 
a Deputy Lieutenant Peter would look so well in that 
The Lord Chancellor was coming and to meet him and 
to circle about him there were Lord John Woodenhouse 
and Slinker Bond, there were the Countess of Barracks 
and Mrs Rampound Pilby, the novelist, with her 
husband Rampound Pilbv, there was Professor Timbre, 
the philosophe-, and there were four smaller (though 
quite good) people who would run about very satisfac 
torilv among the others (At least she thought they 
would run about very satisfactorily among the others, 
not imagining any evil of her cousin Captain Douglas ) 

All this good company in Shonts filled Lady Laxton 
with a pleasant realisation of progressive successes, but 
at the same time one must confess that she felt a cer^-ain 
diffidence In her heart of hearts she 1 new she had not 
made this party It had happened to her How it might 
go on happening to her she did not know, it was beyond 
her control She hoped very earnestly that everything 
would pass off well 

The Lord Chancellor was as big a guest as any she 
had had One must grow as one grows, but still — 
being easy and friendly with him would be, she 1 new, 
a tremendous eflort Rather hi e being easy and friendly 
with an elephant She was not good at conversation 
The task of interesting people taxed her and puzzled 
her 
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It was Slinker Bond, the whip, who had arranged the 
whole business — after, it must be confessed, a hint from 
Sir Peter Laxton had complained that the government 
were neglecting this part of the country “ They ought 
to show up more than they do in the county,’’ said Sir 
Petei and added almost carelessly, “ I could easily put 
an} body up at Shonts ” There were to be two select 
dinner parties and a large but still elect Sunday lunch 
to let in the countr}'Side to the spectacle of the Laxtons 
taking their (new) proper place at Shonts 

It was not only the senoC of her own deficiencies that 
troubled Lady Laxtoi, there were also her husband’s 
excesses He had — ^it was no use disguising it — rather 
too much the mannei of an employer He had a way 
of getting, how could one put it ? — cofzfident at dinner, 
and Mergleson seemed to dehghi in filling up his glass 
Then he would contradict a good deal She felt 

that Lord Chancellors, however, are the sort of men 
one doesn’t contradict 

Then the Lord Chancellor was said to be interested 
in philosophy — a difficult subject She had got Timbre 
to talk to him upon that Timbre was a professor 
of philosophy at Oxford, so that was sure to be all 
right But she wished she knew one or two good safe 
things to say in philosophy herself She had long felt 
the need of a secretary and now she felt it more than 
ever If she had a secretary she could just tell him what 
It was she wanted to talk about, and he could get her 
one 01 two of the light books and mark the best passages 
and she could learn it all up 

She feaied — it was a woriymg fear — that Laxton 
would say right out and very clearly in the week end 
that he didn’t believe in philosophy He had a way 
of saying he “ didn’t believe in ” large things like that, 
art, philanthropy, novels, and so on Sometimes he 
said, “ I don’t believe in all this ” — art or whatever it 
was She had watched people’s faces when he had said 
It and she had come to the conclusion that saving you 
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don’t believe in things isn’t the sort of thing people say 
nowada}s It was wiong somehow But she did not 
want to tell Laxton directly that it was wrong He 
would remember if she did, but he had a way of taking 
such things rather badly at the time She hated 

him to take things badly 

If one could invent some little hint,” she whispered 
to herself 

She had often wished she was better at hints 

She was, vou see, a gentlewoman, modest, kindly 
Her people were quite good people Poor of course 
But she was not clever, she was anything but clever 
And the wives of these captains of industry need to be 
ver} clei/er indeed if they are to escape a magnificent 
social isolation They get the titles and the big places 
and all that sort of thing, people don’t at all intend to 
isolate them, but there is nevertheless an inadvertent 
avoidance 

Even as she uttered these words “If one could in\ent 
some little hint,” Bealby down there less than forty 
feet awav through the solid floor below hei feet and a 
little to the right was wetting his stump of pencil as 
wet a he could m order to insure a sufficiently emphatic 
fourteenth cross on the score-sheet of the doomed 
Thomas Most of the other thirteen marks were done 
with such hard breathing emphasis that the print of 
them went more than half-way through that little blue- 
edged bool 


§5 

The arrival of the week end guests impressed Bealbv 
SLi first merely as a blessed influence that withdrew the 
four men servants into that unknown world on the other 
side of the green-baize door, but then he learned that 
It al&o involved the appearance of five new persons, 
two \alets and three maids, for whom places had to be 
laid m the steward’s room Otherwise Lady Laxton’s 
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Bealby’s head, ana succeeded after many difficultix-s in 
putting It into a sinl £ul of lukewarm water 

Meanwhile young Bealby deioted such -scanty time 
as he could give to reflection to debating whether it was 
better to attack Thomas suddenly with a carving-knife 
or throw a lighted lamp The large pantry inkpot of 
pewter might be effective m its way, he thought, but he 
doubted whether in the e\ ent of a char^ it had sufficient 
stopping power He was also curiously attracted by a 
long two pronged toasting fori that hung at the side of 
the pantry fireplace It had reach 

Over all these dark thoughts and ill-concealed emo 
tions Mr Mergleson prevailed, large yet speedy, speedy 
yet exact, parroting orders and making plump gestures, 
performing duties and seeing that duties were performed 
Matters came to a climax late on Saturday night at 
the end of a trying day, just before Mr Mergleson went 
round to loci up and turn out the lights 

Thomas came into the pantry close behind Bealb’^, 
who, greatly belated through his own inefficiency, was 
cariying a tray of glasses from the steward’s room, 
applied an ungentle hand to his neck, and ruffled up his 
back hair in a smart and painful manner At the same 
time Thomas remarked, ‘‘Burrrrh’” 

Bealby stood still for a moment and then put down 
his tray on the table and, making peculiar sounds as he 
did so, resorted very rapidly to the toasting fork 
He got a prong into Thomas’s chin at the first prod 
How swift are the changes of the human soul ^ At the 
moment of his thrust }oung Bealby was a primordial 
savage, so soon as he saw this incredible piercing of 
Thomas’s chin — for all the care that Bealby had taken 
It might just as well have been Thomas’s eye — he moved 
swiftly through the ages and became a simple Christian 
child He abandoned violence and fled 

The fork hung for a moment from the visage of 
Thomas like a twisted beard of brass, and then rattled 
on the ground 
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Thomas clapped his hand to his chin and discovered 
blood 

‘‘You little — He never found the right word 
(which perhaps is just as well), instead he started m 
pursuit of Bealby 

Bealby m his sudden horror of his own act — and 
Thomas — fled headlong into the passage and made 
straight for the service stairs that went up into a higher 
world He had little time to think Thomas with a 
red smeared chin appeared in pursuit Thomas the 
avenger Thomas really roused Bealby shot through 
the green baize door and the pursuing footman pulled 
up only just in time not to follow him 

Only just m time He had an instinctive instant 
anxious fear of great dangers He heard something, a 
sound as though the young of some very large animal 
had squeaked feebl} He had a glimpse of something 
black and white — and large 

Then something, some glass thing, smashed 
He steadied the green-baize door which was wabbling 
on Its brass hinges, controlled his panting breath, and 
listened 

A low rich voice was — ejaculating It was not 
Bealby s \oice, it was the voice of some substantial 
person being quietly but deeply angry They were the 
ejaculations restrained in tone but not m quality of a 
ripe and well-stored mind — no boy’s thin stuff 

Then very softly Thomas pushed open the door just 
widely enough to see, and as instantly let it fall back 
into place 

Very gently and yet with an alert rapidity he turned 
about and stole down the service stairs 

His superior officer appeared in the passage below 
“Mr Mergleson,” he cried, “I say — Mr Mergle 
son 

“What’s up^*” said Mr Mergleson 
“ He’s gone*” 

“Who?” 
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« Bealby ” 

Home ? ’ This almost hopefully 
‘‘ No’ 

Where?” 

“Up there’ I think he ran against somebody” 
Mr Merg’eson scrutinised his subordinate’s face for 
a second Then he listened intentlj', both men listened 
intently 

“ Have to fetch him out of that,” said Mr Mergleson, 
suddenly preparing for brisk activity 
Thomas bent lower over the banisters 
“ The Lord Chancellor he whispered with white 
lips and a sidewa}s gesture of his head 

“What about ’im?” said Mergleson arrested by some 
thing in the manner of Thomas 

Thomas’s whisper became so fine that Mr Mergleson 
drew nearer to catch it Thomas repeated the last 
remark “ He’s just through there — on the landing — 
cursing and swearing — ’orrible things — more like a mad 
turkey than a human being ’ 

“ Where’s Bealb)- ?” 

“He must almost ’ave run into ’im,” said Thomas 
after consideration 

“But now — where is he?” 

Thomas pantomimed infinite perplexity 
Mr Mergleson reflected and decided upon his line 
He came up the service staircase, lifted his chin and 
with an air of meek officiousness went through the green 
door There was no one now on the landing, there 
was nothing remarkable on the landing except a broken 
tumbler, but half-way up the grand staircase stood the 
Lord Chancellor Under one arm the great jurist 
carried a soda-water siphon and he grasped a decanter 
of whisky in his hand He turned sharph at the sound 
of the green-baize door and bent upon Mr Mergleson 
the most terrible eyebrows that ever surely adorned a 
legal visage He was very red in the face and savage- 
looking 
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“ Was It you ” he said with a threatening gesture of 
the decanter, and his voice betrayed a noble indigna 
tion, “was It you who slapped me behind?’' 

“ Slapped you behind, me lord 

“Slapped me behind Don’t I speak — ^plainly?” 

“I — such a libbuty, me lord*” 

“ Idiot * I ask you a plain question ” 

With almost inconceivable alacrity Mr Mergleson 
rushed up thiee steps, leaped forward and caught the 
siphon as it slipped from his lordship’s arm 

He caught it, but at a puce He overset and, clasp 
ing It in his hands, struck his lordship first with the 
siphon on the left shin and then butted him with a 
face that was still earnestly respectful in the knees 
His lordship’s legs were driven sideways, so that they 
were no longer beneath his centre of gravity With a 
monosyllabic remark of a topographical nature his lord 
ship collapsed upon Mr Mergleson The decanter 
flew out of his grasp and smashed presently with em 
phasis upon the landing below The siphon escaping 
from the wreckage of Mr Mergleson and drawn no 
doubt by % natural affinity, rolled noisily from step to 
step in pursuit of the decanter 

It was a curious little procession that hurried down 
the great staircase of Shouts that night First the whisky 
like a winged harbinger with the pedestrian siphon in 
pursuit Then the great lawyer gripping the great 
butler by the tails of his coat and punching furiously 
Then Mr Mergleson trying wildly to be respectful — 
even in disaster First the Lord Chancellor dived over 
Mr Meigleson grappling as he passed, then Mr Mergle 
son, attempting explanations, was pulled backwards over 
the Lord Chancellor, then again the Lord Chancellor 
was for a giddy but vindictive moment uppermost, a 
second rotation and they reached the landing 
Bang* There was a deafening report 
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CHAPTER TEE 
SECOND 


A Week-e^id at Shoiits 


T 

JlHE week-end visit is a foim of enterta nment pecu 
liar to Great Britain It is a thing that could have 
been possible only in a land essentially aristocraac and 
mellow^ in which even the observance of the Sabbath 
has become mellow At every London terminus on a 
Saturday afternoon the outgoing trains have an unusually 
large proportion of first-class carriages, and a peculiar 
abundance of rich-looking dressing bags provokes the 
covetous eye \ discreet activity of valets and maids 
mingles with the stimulated alertness of the porters 
One marks celebrities in gay raiment Theie is an in 
definable air of distinction upon platform and book 
stall Som^imes there are carnages reserved for especi 
ally privileged parties There are greetings 
‘‘And so you are coming too*’^ 

6+3 
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No, this time it is Shonts ” 

“The place where they found the Rubens Who 
has It now?” 

Through this cheerfully prosperous throng went the 
Lord Chancellor with his high nose, those eyebrows of 
his which he seemed to be able to furl or unfurl at 
will, and his expression of tranquil self sufficiency He 
was going to Shonts for his party and not for his 
pleasure, but there was no reason why that should 
appear upon his face He went along preoccupied, 
pretending to see nobody, leaving to others the diS 
advantage of the greetings In his light hand he carried 
a small important bag of leather Under his left arm 
he bore a philosophical work by Doctor MacTaggart, 
three illustrated papers, The Fortnightly Review, the 
day’s Times The Hibbert Journal, Pu ich and two blue 
books His lordship never quite knew the limits set to 
what he could carry undei his arm His man, Candler 
followed therefore at a suitable distance with several 
papers that 1 ad already been dropped, alert to retrieve 
any further losses 

At the large bool stall they passed close by Mrs 
Rampound Pilbv, who according to her custom was 
feigning to be a member of the geneial public and 
was asking the clerk about her last book The Lord 
Chancellor saw Rampound Pilby hovering at hand and 
deftly failed to catch his eye He loathed the Ram 
pound Pilbys He speculated for a moment what sort 
of people could possibly stand Mrs Pilby’s vast pre 
tensions — even from Saturdav to Mond y One dinner 
party on her right hand had glutted him for life He 
chose a corner seat, took possession of both it and the 
seat opposite it in order to have somewhere to put his 
feet, left Candler to watch over and pack in his hand 
luggage, and went high up the platform, remaining 
there with his back to the world — rather like a bigger 
more aquiline Napoleon — in order to evade the great 
novelist 
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In this he was completely successful 
He returned however to find Candler on the verge 
of a personal conflict with a very fair young man in 
grey He was so fair as to be almost an albino, except 
that his eyes were quick and brown, he was blushing 
the brightest pink and speaking very rapidly 

“These two places,” said Candler, breathless with 
the badness of his case, “ are engaged ” 

“ Oh v^-very well,” said the very fair young man, 
with his eyebrows and moustache looking very pale 
by contrast, “ have it so But do permit me to occupy 
the middle seat of the carriage With a residuary 
interest in the semi-gentleman’s place ” 

“ You little know, young man, whom >ou are calling 
a semi-gentleman,” said Candler, whose speciality was 
grammar 

“Here he is’” said the young gentleman 
“ Which place will you have, my lord asked 
Candler, abandoning his case altogether 

“ Facing,” said the Lord Chancellor slowly unfurl 
ing the eyebrows and scowling at the voung man in 
grey 

‘ Then I’ll have the other,” said the very fair young 
man talking very glibly He spoke with a quick low 
voice, like one who forces himself to keep going “ You 
see,” he said, addressing the great jurist with the ex 
|treme familiarity of the courageously ner/ous, “I’ve 
gone into this sort of thing before First, mind you, 
I have a fair look for a vacant corner I’m not the sort 
to spoil sport But if there isn’t a vacant corner I look 
for traces of a semi gentleman A semi gentleman is 
one who has a soft cap and not an umbrella — his friend 
in the opposite seat has the umbrella — or he has an 
umbrella and not a sort cap, or a waterproof and not a 
bag, or a bag and not a waterproof And a half interest 
in a rug That’s what I call a semi gentleman You 
see the idea Sort of divided beggar Nothing m any 
way offensive ” 
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Sir ” said the Lord Chancellor, interrupting m a 
voice of concentrated passion, “ I don’t care a ra} what 
you call a semi gentleman you get out of my 

way 

Just as you please,” said the very fair young man, 
and going a few paces from the carnage door he 
whistled for the boy with the papers He wa bearing 
up bravely 

Pink said the verv fair young gentleman 

almost bieathlessly Blacl and Whtie'^ What’s all 
these others? Athenceum'^ Sporimg and Dra7 2 attc^ 
Right O And — eh ? What ? Do I look the sort that 
buys a Spectator’^ You don’t know Do I wear 
^galoshes ? Mv dear boy, where’s your savotr fatre 


§ 2 

The Lord Chancellor was a philosopher and not 
easily pertuibed His severe manner was consciously 
assumed and never much more than skin deep He 
had already funed his eyebrows and dismissed his vis4 
VIS from his mind before the train started He turned 
over The Hihhcrt Journcd, and read in it with a large 
tolerance 

Dimly on the outskirts of his consciousness the very 
fair young man hovered, as a trifling annoyance, as 
something pink and hot rustling a sheet of a discordant 
shade of pink, as something that got in the wav of his 
legs and whistled softly some trivial cheerful air, jUst 
to show how little it cared Presently, very soon, 
this vague trouble would pass out of his consciousness 
altogether 

The Lord Chancellor was no mere amateur of philo 
sophy His activities in that direction were a part 
of his public reputation He lectured on religion and 
esthetics He was a fluent Hegelian He spent his 
holidays, it was understood, in the Absolute — ^at any 
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rate in Germany He would sometimes break into 
philosophy at dinner-tables and particularly over the 
dessert, and be more lummoubly incompiehensible while 
still apparently sober than almost any one An aitick 
in the Hihhen caught and held his attention It 
attempted to define a new and doubtful variety of 
Infinity You know of course that there are man/ 
sorts and species of Infinity, and that the Absolute is 
ju t the king among Infinitieb as the lion is king among 
the beasts 

'‘I say,” said a voice comino- out of the world of 
Relativity and coughing the cough of those who break 
a silence, You aren’t going to Shonts, are }ou?” 

The Lord Chancellor returned slowly to earth 

“Just seen your label” said the \er} fair joung 
man “ You see , — Vm going to Shoi ts ’ 

The Lord Chancellor remained outwardl} serene 
He reflected foi a moment And then he fell into that 
snare which is more fatal to great lawyers and judges 
perhaps than to any other class of men, the snare of 
the crushing repartee One had come into his head 
now — a beauty 

r “Then w/e shall meet there,” he said in his sua\est 
manner 

Well— rather ” 

“ It would be a great pity,” said the Lord Chancellor 
with an effective blandne s, using a 1 md of wry smile 
that he employed to make things humorous, “ it would 
be a great pity, don’t you think, to anticipate that 
i pleasure?” 

And having smiled the retort well home with his 
head a little on one side, he resumed with large leisnrelj 
movements the reading of his Hihheri Journo^ 

“Got me there,” said the very fair young man be 
latedl}, looking boiled to a turn, and after a penod 
of restlessness settled down to an impatient perusal of 
BlacTi and White 

“ There’s a whole blessed week end of course,” the 

21* 
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young man remarked presently without looking up from 
his paper and apparently pursuing some obscure medita 
tions 

A vague uneasiness crept into the Lord Chancellor’s 
mind as he continued to appear to peruse Out of 
what tram of thought could such a remark arise? His 
weakness for crushing retort had a little betrayed 
him 

It was however only when he found himself upon 
the platfoim of Chelsome, which as every one knows 
is the station for Shonts, and discovered Mr and Mrs 
Rampoiind Pilby upon the platform looking extra 
ordmanly lile a national monument and its custodian, 
that the Lord Chancellor began to realise that he was 
in the grip of fate, and that the service he was doing 
his party by week-ending with the Laxtons was likely 
to be not simply joyless but disagreeable 

Well anyhow he had MacTaggart, and he could 
always work in his own room 


§ 3 

By the end of dinner the Lord Chancellor was almost 
at the end of his large but clumsy endurance, he kept 
his eyebrows furled only by the most strenuous relaxa 
tion of his muscles, and within he was a sea of silent 
blasphemies All sorts of little things had accumu 
lated 

He exercised an unusual temperance with the port 
and old brandy his host pressed upon him, feeling that 
he dared not relax lest his rage had its way with him 
The cigars were quite intelligent at any rate, and he 
smoked and listened with a faintly perceptible disdain 
to the conversation of the other men At any rate Mrs 
Rampound Pilby was out of the room The talk had 
arisen out of a duologue that had preceded the departure 
of the ladies, a duologue of Timbre’s, about apparitions 
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and the reality of the future life Sir Peter Laxton, 
released from the eyes of his wife, was at liberty to 
say he did not believe in all this stuff, it was just thought 
transference and fancy and all that sort o^ thing His 
declaration did not arrest the flow of feeble instances and 
experiences into which such talk invariably degenerates 
His lordship remained carelessly attentive, his eyebrows 
unfurled but drooping, his cigar upward at an acute 
angle, he contributed no anecdotes, content now and 
then to express himself compactly b} some brief sentence 
of pure Hegelian — much as a Mahometan might spit 

“ Why ^ come to that, they say Shonts is haunted,” 
said Sn Peter “ I suppose we could have a ghost here 
in no time if I chose to take it on Rare place for 
a ghost too ” 

The very fair young man of the tram had got a 
name now and was Captain Douglas When he was 
not blushing too brightly he was rather good looking 
He was a distant cousin of I ady Laxton He impressed 
the Lord Chancellor as unaba hed He engaged people 
in conversation with a cheerful familiarity that ex 
eluded only the Lord Chancellor, and even at the Lord 
Chancellor he looked ever and again He pricked up 
his ears at the mention of ghosts, and afterwards when 
the Lord Chancellor came to think things over, it 
seemed to him that he had caught a curious glance of 
the Captain’s bright little brown eve 

‘‘What sort of ghost. Sir Peter? Chains? Eh? 
No?” 

“ Nothing of the sort, it seems I don’t know much 
about It, I wasn’t sufficiently interested No, sort of 
spook that bangs about and does you a mischief What’s 
Its name? Plundergeist ?” 

“ Poltergeist,” the Lord Chancellor supplied care 
lessly in the pause 

“ Runs Its hand over your hair in the dark Taps 
«your shoulder All nonsense But we don’t tell the 
servants Sort of thing I don’t believe in Easily 
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explained, — ^what with panelling and secret passages and 
priests’ holes and all that ” 

‘‘Priests’ holes Douglas was excited 
“ Where they hid Perfect rabbit warren There’s 
one going out from the drawing 100m alcove Quite 
a good room in its way But }oa know,” — a note of 
wrath crept into Sir Peter’s voice — “ they didn’t treat 
me fairlj- about these priests’ holes I ought to have 
had a sketch and a plan of the e priests’ holes "When 
a chap IS given possession of a place, he ought to be 
given possession Well’ I don’t know where half of 
them are myself That’s not possession Else we 
might refurnish them and do them up a bit I guess 
they re pretty musty ” 

Captain Douglas spole with his e}e on the Lord 
Chancellor “ Sure there isn’t a murdered priest in the 
place. Sir Peter he asked 

“ Noth ng of the sort,” said Sir Peter “ I don’t 
believe in these priests’ holes Half of ’em never had 
priests in ’em It’s all pretty tidy rot I expect — come 
to the bottom of it ” 

The conversation did not get away from ghosts and 
seciet passages until the men went to the drawing 
room If It seemed likely to do so Captain Douglas 
pulled It back He seemed to delight in these silly 
particulars, the sillier they weie the more he was de 
lighted 

The Lord Chancellor was a little preoccupied by 
one of those irrational suspicions that will sometimes 
afflict the most intelligent of men Why did Douglas 
want to know all the particulars about the Shonts 
ghosts? Why every now and then did he glance with 
that odd expression at one’s face — a glance half appeal 
ing and half amused? Amused’ It was a strange 
fancy, but the Lord Chancellor could almost have swwn 
that the young man was laughing at him At dinner 
he had had that feeling one has at times of being 
talked about, he had glanced along the table to discover 
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the Captain and a rather plain woman, that idiot 
Timbres wife she probably was, vvith their heads 
together looking up at him quite definitely and both 
manifestl} pleased h\ something Douglas \^as telling 
he 

What was it Douglas had said in the tram ^ Some 
thing like a threat But the exact words had slipped 
the Lord Chancellors memory 

The Lord Chancellor’s preoccupation was just sufH 
cient to make him a little unwaij' He drifted into 
grappling distance of Mrs Rampound Pilby Her voice 
caught him like a lasso and drew him in 

“ Well, and how is Lord Moggeridge now she 
asked 

What on earth is one to say to such an impertinence? 
She was always like that She spol e to a man of the 
calibre of Lord Bacon as though she was speaking to a 
schoolboy home for the holidays She had an invincible 
air of knowing all through everybody It gave confi- 
dence to her work rathei than charm to her manner 
‘‘Do you still go on with your philosophy ” she 
said 

“ No,” shouted the Lord Chancellor, losing all self- 
control for the moment and v/aving his ejebrows about 
madly, “No, I go of with it ” 

“ For your vacations ? Ah, Lord Moggeridge, how 
I envy >ou great lawyers your long vacations / — 
never get a vacation Always we poor authors are pur- 
sued by our creations, sometimes it’s typescript, some- 
timeis It’s proofs Not that I really complain of proofs 
I confess to a weakness for proofs Sometimes alas * 
It’s criticism Such undiscerning criticism ^ ” 

The Lord Chancellor began to think very swiftly of 
some tremendous he that would enable him to escape 
at once without incivility from Lady Laxton’s drawing- 
room Then he perceived that Mrs Rampound Pilby 
was asking him “ Is that the Captain Douglas, or his 
brother who’s in love with the actress woman 
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The Lord Chancellor made no answer V/hat he 
thought w as “ Great Silly Idiot ’ How should I 
know?” 

‘‘I think It must be the one — the one who had to 
leave Portsmouth in disgrace because of the lagging 
scandal He did nothing there, they say, but organise 
practical jokes Some of them were quite subtle prac 
tical jokes Hes a cousin of our hostess that perhaps 
accounts foi his presence 

The Lord Chancellor’s comment betrayed the drift 
of his thoughts ‘‘He’d better not try that soit of 
thing on here,” he said “ I abominate — clowning ” 

Drawing room did not last very long Even Lady 
Laxton could not miss the manifest gloom of her 
principal guest, and after the good-nights and barley 
water and lemonade on the great landing Sir Peter led 
Lord Moggeridge by the arm — he hated being led by 
the arm — into the small but still spacious apartment that 
was called the study The Lord Chancellor w«s now 
very thirsty, he was not used to abstinence of any 
sort but Sir Peter s way of suggesting a drink roused 
such a fuiy of resentment in him that he refused 
tersely and conclusively Theie was nobody else in the 
study but Captain Douglas, who seemed to hesitate 
upon the veige of some familiar address, and lord 
Woodenhouse, who was thirsty too, and held a \ast 
tumbler of whisky and soda, with a tinl le of ice in it, 
on his knee in a way annoying to a parched man The 
Lord Chancellor helped himself to a cigar and assumed 
the middle of the fireplace with an air of contentment, 
but he could feel the self-control running out of the 
heels of his boots 

Sir Peter after a quite unsuccessful invasion of his 
own hearthrug — the Lord Chancellor stood like a rock 
— secured the big arm-chair, ctuck his feet out towards 
his distinguished guest and resumed a talk that he had 
been holding with Lord Woodenhouse about firearms 
Mergleson had as usual been too attentive to his master’s 
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glass, and the fine edge was off Sir Peter’s deference 
“ I always have carried firearms,” he said, and I always 
shall Used properly they are a gieat protection Even 
in the country how are you to know who you’re going 
to run up against — any when 

“ But you might shoot and hit something,’ said 
Douglas 

Properly used, I said — ^pioperly used Whipping 
out a revolver and shooting at a man, that’s not properly 
used Almost as bad as pointing it at him — ^which is 
pretty certain to make him fly straight at }'Ou If he’s 
got an ounce of pluck But / said properly used and 
I mean properly used ” 

The Lord Chancellor tried to think about that article 
on Infinities, while appearing to listen to this fool’s 
talk He despised revolvers Armed vvith such eye- 
brows as his It was natural for him to despise revolvers 
‘‘Now, I’ve got some nice little barkers upstairs,” 
said Sir Peter ‘ I’d almost welcome a burglar, just to 
try them ” 

If you shoot a burglar,” said Lord Woodenhouse 
abruptly, with a gust of that ill temper that was fre- 
quent at Shonts towards bedtime, ‘ when he’s not 
attacking you, it’s murder ” 

Sir Peter held up an offensively pacifying hand “ I 
know ihatp he said, “ you needn’t tell me that ” 

He raised his voice a little to increase his already 
excessive accentuations ‘V said properly used ’ 

A yawn took the Lord Chancellor unawares and he 
caught It dexterously with his hand Then he saw 
Douglas hastily pull at his blonde moustache to conceal 
a smile — grinning ape’ What was there to smile at? 
The man had been smiling all the evening 
Up to something 

Now let me tell yon,^* said Sir Peter, “ let me tell 
you the proper way to use a revolver You whip it 
out and instantly let fly at the ground You should 
never let any one see a revolver ever before they hear 
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It — see? You let fly at the ground fiist off, and the 
concussion stuns them It doesn’t stun )ou You expect 
It, they don’t See? There you are — five shots left, 
master of the situation ” 

I think, Sir Peter, I’ll bid you good night,” said 
the Loid Chancellor, allowing his eye to rest for one 
covetous moment on the decanter and struggling with 
the devil of pride 

Sir Peter made a gesture of extreme friendliness 
fiom his chair, expressive of the Lord Chancellor’s 
freedom to do whatevei he pleased at Shonts “I 
may perhaps tell you a little story that happened once 
in Morocco ” 

'' My eyea won’t keep open any longer,” said Captain 
Douglas suddenly, with a whirl of his knuckles into 
his sockets, and stood up 

Lord Woodenhouse stood up too 
“ You see,” said Sir Peter, standing also but sticking 
to his subject and his hearer This was when I was 
younger than I am now, yon must understand, and I 
wasn’t man led Just inooching about a bit, between 

business and pleasure Under such ciicumstances one 
goes into parts of a foreign town where one wouldn’t 
go if one was older and wiser ” 

Captain Douglas left Sir Peter and Woodenhouse 
to It 

He emerged on the landing and selected one of the 
lighted candlesticks upon the table Lord he whis 
pered He grimaced in soliloquy and then peiceived 
the Lord Chancellor regarding him with suspicion and 
disfavour from the ascending staircase He attempted 
ease For the first time since the train incident he 
addressed Lord Moggeridge 

I gather, my lord, you don’t believe in ghosts ?” he 

said 

‘^No, sii,” said the Lord Chancellor, ‘^I don’t” 
They won’t trouble me to-night ” 

** They won’t trouble any of us ” 



A WEEK-END AT SHONTS 

Fine old house anyhow,” said Captain Douglas 
The Lord Chancelloi disdained to reply He went 
on his wav upstairs 


§4 

When the Lord Chancellor sat down before the 
thoughtful fire in the fine old panelled room assigned to 
him he perceived that he was too disturbed to sleep 
This was going to be an infernal v/eek end The worst 
week end he had ever had Mrs R«.mpound Pilby 
maddened him, Timbre, who was a Pragmatist — which 
stands in the same relation to a Hegelian that a small 
dog does to a Lrge ca — e'^’asperated him, he loathed 
I axton, detested Rampound Pilby and feared — as far as 
he waa capable of fearing anvthing — Captain Douglas 
There was no refuge, no soul in the house to whom he 
could turn for consolation and protection from these 
others Slinker Bond could tJk only of the affairs of 
the party, and the Lord Chancellor, being Lord 
Chancellor, had lost any interest in the affairs of 
the party, Woodenhouse could talk of nothing The 
women were astonishingly negligible There were 
practically no pietty women There ought always to 
be pretty yot ng women for a Loid Chancellor, prettj^ 
young women who can at least seem to listen 

And he was atrociously thirstv 

His room w»s supplied only with water — stuff you use 
to clean vour teeth — and nothing else 

No good thinking about it 

He decided that the best thing he could do to com- 
pose himself before turning in would be to sit down at 
the writing-table and write a few sheets of Hegelian — 
about that Infinity article in The Hihhert There is 
indeed no better consolation for a troubled mind than 
the Hegelian exercises, thev lift it above — eterything 
He took off his coat and sat down to this beautiful 
amusement, but he had scarcely written a page before 
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his thirst became a torment He kept thinking of that 
great tumbler Woodenhouse had held — sparkling, 
golden, cool — and stimulating 

What he wanted was a good stiff whisky and a cigar, 
one of Laxton’s cigars, the only good thing in his 
entertainment so far 

And then Philosophy 

Even as a student he had been a worker of the 
Teutonic type — never abstemious 

He thought of ringing and demanding these comforts, 
and then it occurred to him that it was a little late to 
ring for things Why not fetch them from the study 
himself ? 

He opened his door and looked out upon the great 
staircase It was a fine piece of work, that staircase 
Low, broad, dignified 

There seemed to be nobody about The lights were 
still on He listened for a little while, and then put 
on his coat and went with a soft swiftness that was still 
quite dignified downstairs to the study, the study redolent 
of Sir Peter 

He made his modest collection 

Lord Moggeridge came nearer to satisfaction as he 
emerged from the study that night at Shonts than at 
any other moment during this ill-advised week end In 
his pocket were four thoroughly good cigars In one 
hand he held a cut-glass decanter of whisky In the 
other a capacious tumbler Under his arm, with that 
confidence in the unlimited portative power of his arm 
that nothing could shake, he had tucked the siphon His 
soul rested upon the edge of tranquillity like a bird that 
has escaped the fowler He was already composing his 
next sentence about that new variety of Infinity 

Then something struck him from behind and impelled 
him forward a couple of paces It was something hairy, 
something in the nature, he thought afterwards, of a 
worn broom And also there were two other things 
softer and a little higher on each side 
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Then it \ as he made that noise like the ^oung of some 
large animal 

He dropped the glass m a hast}^ attempt to save the 
siphon 

‘‘What in the name of Heavens — he cried, and 
found himself alone 

“ Captain Douglas * ’ 

The thought leaped to his mind 

But indeed it was not Captain Douglas It was 
Bealbv Bealby m pinic flight from Thomas A.nd 
how was Bcalb / to I now that this large richly laden 
man was the Lord Chancellor of England? Isieter 
before hid Bealb}' seen any one in evening dress except 
a butler, and so he supposed this was just some larger, 
finei kind of butler thit they 1 ept upstaiis Some larger, 
finer 1 md of butler blocking the path of escape Bealbj 
had taken in the situation with the rapidity of a hunted 
animal The massive foim blocked the door to the 
left 

In the playground of the village school Bealby had 
been pre-eminent for his dodging, he moved as quiclly 
as a lizard His little hands, his head, poised with the 
skill or a practised buttei, came against that mighty back, 
and then Bealby had dodged into the study 

But It seemed to Loid Moggendge, staggering over 
his broken glass and circling about defensively, that 
this fearful indignity could come onlj^ from Ciptain 
Douglas Foolery Blup, blup Sham 

Polteigeist Imbeciles 

He Slid IS much, believing that this young man and 
possibly confcdcrites were within hearing, he said as 
much — hotly He went on to remarks of an im- 
philosophicil tendency about Captain Douglas generally, 
and about armv ofRceis, practical joking, Laxton’s hos- 
pitalities, bhonts Thomas, }0u will remember 

heard him 

Nothing came of it No answer, not a word of 
apology 
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At last m a great dudgeon and with a kind of wanness 
about his back, the Lord Chancellor, with things more 
spoiled for him than ever, went on his wav upstairs 
When the green-baize door opened behind him, he 
turned like a shot, and a large foolish faced butler 
appeared Loid Moggendge with a sceptrc-like motion 
of the decanter very quietly and firmly asked him a 
simple question and then, then the lunatic must needs 
leap up three stairs and dive suddenly and upsettmgly 
at his legs 

Lord Moggendge was paralysed with amazement 
His legs were struck from under him He uttered one 
brief topographical cry 

(To Sir Peter unfortunately it sounded lil e Plelp 
For a few seconds the impressions that rushed upon 
Lord Moggendge were too rapid for adequate examina- 
tion He had a compelling fancy to kill butlers 
Things culminated in a pistol shot And then he found 
himself sitting on the landing beside a disgiacefully 
dishevelled man servant, and hi host was running down- 
stairs to them with a revolver in his hand 

On occasion Lord Moggendge could produce a tre- 
mendous voice He did so now For a moment he 
stared panting at Sir Peter, and then emphasi ed by a 
pointing fingei came the voice Never had it been so 
charged with emotion 

“What does this ^nean you, sir?*’ he shouted 
“What does this mean?** 

It was exactly what Sir Peter had intended to say 
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§6 

Throughout the evening the persuasion had grown in 
Lady laxton’s mind that all was not going well with 
the Lord Chancellor It was impossible to brieve he 
was enjojing himself But she did not I now how to 
give things a turn for the better Clever women would 
have known, but she vas so convinced she was not clever 
that she did not even tr} 

Thing after thing had gone wrong 

How was she to know that there were two sorts of 
philosophy — quite different? She had thought philoso- 
phy was philosophy But it seemed that theie were 
these two sorts, if not more, a round large sort that 
talked about the Absolute and was scornfully superior 
and rather irascible, and a jabby-pointed sort that called 
people Tender ” or “ Tough,” and was generally much 
too familiar To bring them together was just mixing 
trouble There ought to be little books for hostesses 
explaining these things 

Then it was extraordinary that the Lord ChanceHor, 
who was so tremendously large and clever, wouldn’t go 
and talk to Mrs Rampound Pilby, who was also so 
tremendously large and cle\er Repeatedly Lady La\ton 
had tiled to get them into touch with one another 
Until at last the Loid Chancellor had said distinctly 
and deliberately, when she had suggested his going 
across to the eminent writer, "God forbid’” Her 
dream of a large cle\er duologue that she could after 
wards recall with pleasure was altogctl ei shattered 
She thought the Lord Chancellor uncommonly hard to 
please These weren’t the only people for him Why 
couldn’t he " chat party secrets ” with Slinker Bond or 
say things to Lord WooJenhouse? You could say any 
thing you liked to Loid Woodenhouse Or talk with 
Mr Timbre Mrs Timbre had given him an excellent 
opening, she had asked, wasn’t it a dreadful anxiety 
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alviays to have the Great Seal to mmd ? He had simpl} 
grunted And then why did he keep on looking 

so dangerously at Captain Douglas ? 

Perhaps to morrow things would tal e a turn for the 
better 

One can at least be hopeful Even if one is not clever 
one can be that 

From such thoughts as these it was that this unhappy 
hostess was roused by a sound of smishing glass, a 
iiimpus, an I a pistol shot 

She stood up, she laid her hand on her heart, she said 
Oh and gripped her dressing-table for support 

After a long time and when it seemed that it was now 
nothing more than a hubbub of voices, in which her 
husband’s could be distinguished clearly, she crept out 
very softly upon the upper landing 

She perceived her cousin. Captain Douglas, looking 
extiemelv fair and frail and untrustworth"^ in a much 
too gorgeous kimono dressing gown of embroidered 
Japanese silk I can assure you, my lord,” he was 
saying in a strange high-pitched deliberate voice, ‘‘ on 
my word of honour as a soldier, on my word of honour 
as a soldier, that I know absolutely nothing about it ” 
Sure It wasn’t all imagination, my lord Sir Peter 
asked with his inevitable infelicity 

She decided to lean over the balustrading and ask very 
quietly and clearly 

“Lord Moggeridge, please’ is anything the matter?” 


§7 

All human beings are egotists, but there is no egotism 
to compare with the egotism of the very young 

Bealby was so much the centre of his world that he 
was incapable of any interpretation of this shouting and 
uproar, this smashing of decanters and firing of pistol- 
shots, except in reference to himself He supposed it 
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to be a Hue and Cry He supposed that he was being 
hunted — nunted by a pack of gieat butlers hounded on 
by the irreparably injured Thomas llie thought of 
upstairs gentlefolks passed quite out of his mind He 
snatched up a faked Syrian dagger that lay, in the 
capacity of a paper knife, on the study-table, concealed 
himself under the chints valance of a sofa, adjusted its 
rumpled si irts neatly, and awaited the issue of events 

For a time events did not issue They remained talk 
mg noisily upon the great staircase Bealby could not 
hear what was said, but most of what was said appeared 
to be flat contradiction 

‘‘ Perchance,” whispeied Bealby to himself, gathering 
courage, “ perchance we have eluded them A 

breathing space ” 

At hst a woman’s voice mingled with the others and 
seemed a little to assuage them 

Then it seemed to Bealby that they were dispersing 
to beat the house for him Good-night again then,” 
said some one 

That puzzled him, but he decided it was a ‘‘ blind ” 
He remnned very, very still 

He heard a clicking in the apartment — the blue 
parloui It was called — between the study and the 
dining-room Electric light? 

Then some one came into the study Bealby’s eye 
was as close to the ground as he could get it He was 
breathless, he moved his head with an immense circum- 
spection The valance was translucent but not trans- 
parent, below It there was a crack of vision, a strip of 
carpet, the castors of chairs Among these things he 
perceived feet — not ankles, it did not go up to that, 
but just feet Large flattish feet A pair They stood 
still, and Bealby’s hand lighted on the hilt of his dagger 

The person above the feet seemed to be surveying the 
room — or reflecting 

“ Drunk ^ Old fool’s either drunk or mad * 

That’s about the truth of it,” said a voice 
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Mergleson * Angry, but parroty and unmistakable 
The feet went across to the table and there weie faint 
soundb of refrebhment, discreetly administered Then a 
moment of piofound stillness 

‘‘Ah’” said the voice at last, a voice renewed 
Then the feet went to the passage door, halted in the 
doorway There was a double click The lights went 
out Bealb^ was in absolute darkness 

Then a distant door closed and silence followed upon 
the daik 

Mr Mergleson descended to a pantry ablaze with 
curiosity 

“ The Lord Chancellor's going dotty,” said Mr 
Mergleson replying to the inevitable question “ That's 
what’s up ” 

“ I tried to save the blessed siphon,” said Mr Mergle- 
son pursuing his nariative, “ and ’e spiang on me hi e a 
leppard I suppose ’e thought I wanted to tal e it awa'v 
from hm ’E’d broke a glass already 'O u — I dont 
know There it was, lying on the landing ” 

“’Ere’ wheie ’e bit my ’and,” said Mr Mergle- 
son 

^ curious little side issue occurred to Thomas 
“Where’s young Kicker all this time?” he asked 

“ Lord ’ ’ said Mr Mergleson, “ all them other things, 
they clean drove ’im out of my ’ed I suppose ’e’s up 
theie, hiding somewhere ” 

He paused His eye consulted the eye of Thomas 
“’E’s got be’ind a curtain or something,” said Mr 
Mergleson 

“ Queer where ’e can ’ave got to,” said Mr 
Mergleson 

“ Can’t be bothered about ’im,” said Mr Mergleson 
“I expect he’ll sneak down to ’is loom when things 
are quiet,” said Thomas, after reflection 

“ No good going and looking for ’im now,” said Mr 
Mergleson “ Things upstairs, — they got to settle 
down ” 
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But in the small hours Mr Mergleson awakened and 
thought of Bealbv and wondered whether he was in 
bed This became so great an uneasiness that about the 
hour of dawn he got up and went along the passage to 
Bealby’s compartment Bealby was not there and his 
bed had not been slept in 

That sinister sense of gathering mis foi tunes which 
comes to all of us at times in the small hours, was so 
strong in the mind of Mr Mergleson that he went on 
and told Thomas of this disconceiting fact Thomas 
woke with difficulty and rathei crossly, but sat up at last, 
alive to the gravity of Mr Mergleson’s mood 

“ If 'e’s found hiding about upstairs after all this up 
set,” said Mi Mergleson, and left the rest of the sentence 
to a sj'mpathetic imagination 

Now It’s light,” said M’* Mergleson after a slight 
pause, I think we better just go round and ’ave a look 
for hm Both of ns ” 

So Thomas clad himself provisionally, and the two 
men servants went upstairs very softly and began a senes 
of furtive sweeping movements — ^very much m the spiiit 
of Lord Kitchener s historical sweeping movements in 
the Transvaal — through the stately old 100ms in which 
Bealbv must be lurking 


§8 

Man is the most restless of animals There is an in- 
cessant urgency m his nature He never knows when 
he IS well of! And so it was that Bealby’s comparative 
security under the sofa became presently too irksome to 
be endured He seemed to himself to stay there for 
ages, but, as a matter of fact, he stayed there only twenty 
minutes Then with eyes tempered to the darkness he 
first stuck out an alert attentive head, then crept out and 
remained for the space of half a minute on all fours 
surveying the indistinct blacknesses about him 
Then he knelt up Then he stood up Then with 
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arms extended and cautious steps he began an explora 
tion of the apartment 

The passion for exploration grows with what it feeds 
upon Presently Bealby was feeling his way into the 
blue parlour and then round by its shuttered and 
curtained windows to the dining-room His head was 
now full of the idea of some shelter, more permanent, 
less pervious to housemaids than that sofa He knew 
enough now of domestic routines to know that upstairs 
in the early morning was much routed about by house 
maids He found many perplexing turns and corners, 
and finally got into the dining-room fireplace where it 
was very dark, and kicked against some fire-iions That 
made his heart beat fast for a time Then, groping on 
past It, he found in the darkness what few people could 
have found in the day, the stud that released the panel 
that hid the opening of the wav that led to the priest 
hole He felt he thing open, and halted perplexed In 
that corner there wasn’t a ray of light For a long time 
he was trying to think what this opening could be, and 
then he concluded it was some sort of back way from 
downstairs Well, anyhow it was all exploring 

With an extreme gingerliness he got himself through the 
panel He closed it almost completely behind him 

Careful investigation brought him to the view that 
he was in a narrow passage of brick or stone that came 
in a score of paces to a spiral staircase going both up 
and down Up this he went, and presently breathed 
cool night air and had a glimpse of stars through a 
narrow slit-like window almost blocked by ivy Then — 
what was very disagreeable — something scampered 

When Bealby’s heait recovered he went on up again 

He came to the priest hole, a capacious cell six feet 
square with a bench bed and a little table and chair 
It had a small door upon the stairs that was open and 
a niche cupboard Here he remained for a time Then 
restlessness made him explore a cramped passage, he 
had to crawl along it for some yards, that came presently 
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into a curious space with wood on one side and stone on 
the other Then ahead, most blessed thing* he saw 
light 

He went blundering towards it and then stopped 
appalled From the other side of this wooden wall to 
the right of him had come a voice 

‘^Come in*” said the voice A rich masculine voice 
that seemed scaicelv two yards away 

Bealby bccune rigid Then after a long interval he 
moved — as softly as he could 
The voice soliloquised 

Bealbv listened intently, and then when all was still 
again crept f 01 ward two paces more towards the gleam 
It was a peephole 

The unseen speaker was walking about Bealby 
listened, and the sound of his beating heart mingled 
with the pad, pad, of slippered footsteps Then with a 
brilliant effort his eve was at the chml All was still 
again For a time he was perplexed by what he saw, a 
large pink shining dome, against a deep greenish grey 
bickground At the base of the dome was a kind of 
interrupted hedge, b^'own and leafless 

Then he realised that he was looking at the top of 
a head and two enoimous eyebiows The rest was 
hidden 

Nature surprised Bealby into a penetrating sniff * 
Now,” said the occup nt of the room, and suddenly 
he was standing up — Bealby saw a long hairy neck stick- 
ing out of a dressing-gown — and walking to the side of 
the room ‘‘ I won’t stand it,” said the great voice, ‘‘ I 
won’t stand it Ape’s foolery*” 

Then the Lord Chancellor began rapping at the 
panelling about his apaitment 

“ Hollow * It all sounds hollow ” 

Only after a long interval did he resume his 
writing 

All night long that rat behind the wainscot troubled 
the Lord Chancellor W henever he spoke, whenever he 
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moved about it was still, whenever he composed him- 
self to write It began to rustle and blunder Again and 
again it sniffed — an annoying kind of sniff At last the 
Lord Chancellor gave up his philosophical relaxation and 
went to bed, turned out the lights and attempted sleep, 
but this only intensified his sense of an uneasy, sniffing 
piesence close to him When the light was out it 
seemed to him that this Thing, whatever it was, ms antly 
came into the room and set the floor creaking and snap- 
ping A Thing perpetually attempting something and 
perpetually thwarted 

The Lord Chancellor did not sleep a wink The first 
feeble infiltration of day found him sitting up in bed, 
weaiily wiathful And now surel) some one was 

going along the passage outside * 

A great desire to hurt somebody very much seized 
upon the Lord Chancellor Perhaps he might hurt 
that dismal farceur upon the landing^ No doubt it 
was Douglas sneaking back to his own room after the 
night’s efforts 

The Lord Chancellor slipped on his dressing-gown of 
purple silk Very softly indeed did he open his bed- 
room door and very wanly peep out He heard the soft 
pad of feet upon the staircase 

He crept across the broad passage to the beautiful old 
balustrading Down below he saw Mergleson — Mergle- 
son again ^ — in a shameful deshabille — going like a 
snake, like a slinking cat, like an assassin, into the door 
of the study Rage filled the great man’s soul Gather- 
ing up the skirts of his dressing gown he started in a 
swift yet noiseless pursuit 

He followed Mergleson through the little parlour and 
into the dining room, and then he saw it all ’ There 
was a panel open, and Mergleson very cautiously going 
in Of course’ They had got at him through the 
priest hole They had been playing on his nerves All 
night they had been doing it — no doubt in relays The 
whole house was in this conspiracy 
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With his eyebrows spread like the wings of a fighting- 
cock the Lord Chancellor in five vast noiseless strides 
had crossed the intervening space and gripped the butler 
by his collarless shirt as he was disappeuing It was like 
a hawk striking a sparrow Mergleson felt himself 
clutched, glanced over his shoulder and, seeing that 
fierce familiai face again clo&e to his own, pitiless, 
vindictive, lost all sense of human dignity and yelled 
like a lost soul 


§9 

Sir Peter Laxton was « wakened from an uneasy sleep 
by the opening of the dressing room door that connected 
his room with his wife’s 

He sat up astonished rd stared at her white face, its 
pallor exaggerated by the cold light of dawn 

Peter,” she said, “ I’m sure there’s something more 
going on ” 

Something more going on 
Something — shouting and swearing ” 

^‘You don’t mean 

She nodded ‘‘ The Lord Chancellor,” she said, in an 
awe stricl en whisper ‘‘ He’s at it again Downstairs m 
the dining room ” 

Sir Peter seemed disposed at Jiist o receive this quite 
passively Then he flaohed into extravagant wrath 

I’m damned^ he cried, jumping violently out of bed, 
‘*if I’m going to stand this^ Not if he was a hundred ^ 
Lord Chancellors ’ He s turning the place into a bally # 
lunatic asylum Once — one might excuse But to start 

It again Whafs 

They both stood still listening Faintly yet quite 
distinctly came the agonised cry of some imperfectly 
educated person — “ ’Elp *” 

Here ^ Where’s my trousers ?” cried Sir Peter 
*‘He’s murdering Mergleson Theie isn’t a moment 
to lose ” 
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§ 10 

Until Sir Peter returned Lady Laxton sat quite still 
just as he had left her on his bed, aghast 
She could not even pray 

The sun had still to rise, the room was full of that 
cold weak inky light, light without waimth, knowledge 
without faith, existence without courage, that creeps in 
before the day She waited In such a mood 

women have waited for massacre 
Downstairs a^raucous shouting 

She thought of her happy childhood upon the York- 
shire wolds, before the idea of week-end parties had 
entered her mind The heather The little birds 
Kind things A tear ran down her cheel 

§ II 

Then Sir Peter stood before her again, alive still, but 
breathless and gieatly ruffled 

She put her hands to her heart She would be brave 
“Yes,” she said “Tell me” 

“ He’s as mad as a hatter,” said Sir Peter 
She nodded for more She knew that 
Has he — hlled anyone ?” she whispered 
“ He looked uncommonly like trying,” said Sir Peter 
She nodded, her lips tightly compressed 
“Says Douglas will either ha\e to leave the house or 
he does ” 

“ But — Douglas ' ” 

“ I know, but he won’t heir a word ” 

“ But d)hy Douglas 

“ I tell you he’s as mad as a hatter ^ Got persecution 
mama People tapping and bells ringing under his 
pillow all night — ^that sort of idea And furious, 

I tell you — ^he frightened me He was awful ^ He’s 
given Mergleson a black eye Hit him, you know With 
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his fist Caught him in the passage to the priest hole — 
how they got there / don’t know — and went for him 
hi e a madman ” 

“ But what has Douglas done 
/ donH hiow I asked him, but he won’t listen 
He’s just off his head Says Douglas has got the 

whole household tiying to work a ghost on him I tell 
you — he’s off his nut ’ 

Husband and wife looked at each other 
Of course if Douglas didn’t mind just going off to 
oblige me,” said Sir Peter at last 

“It might calm him,” he explained “You 

see It’s all so infernally awkward ” 

“ Is he back in his room f*” 

“Yes Waiting for me to decide about Douglas 
Walking up and down ” 

For a little while their minds remained prostrate and 
inactive 

“Id been so looking forwaid to the lunch,” she said 

with a joyless smile “ The county ” 

She could not go on 

“ You know,” said Sir Peter, “ ohe thing — I’ll see to 
It myself I won’t have him have a single drop of liquor 
more If we have to search his 100m ” 

“ What I shall say to him at breakfast,” she said, “ I 
don’t know ” ^ 

Sir Peter reflected “ There’s no earthly reason why 
you should be brought into it at all Your line is to 
know nothing about it Show him you know nothing 
about it Ask him — ask him if he’s had a good 
night 
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THIRD 


The JFai durC s 


iVEVFR had the gracious eastward face of Shonts 
looked more beautiful than it did on the morning of 
the Lord Chancellor’s visit It glowed as translucent 
as amber lit by flames, its two towers were pillars of 
pearl gold It looked ^ver its slopes and panpets upon 
a great valley of mist-barred freshness through which 
the distant river shone hi e a snake of light The south- 
west fa9ade was still in the shadow, and the ivy hung 
from it darkly greener than the greenest green The 
stained glass windows of the old chapel reflected the 
sunrise as though lamps were burning inside Along 
the terrace a pensive peacock trailed his sheathed splen 
dours through the dew 

Amidst the ivy was a fuss of birds 
And presently there was pushed out from amidst the 
ivy at the foot of the eastward tower a little brownish 
bufl thing, that seemed as natural there as a squirrel or a 
670 
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rabbit It \\as a bead — a uiffled human head It re- 
mained still for a moment contemplating the calm 
spaciousncs of ten ace ind garden and countryside 
Then it emerged farther and rotated and sur\eved the 
house above it Its expression wis one of alert caution 
Its natural fieshnes an 1 innocv,nce \\cre a little maired 
b) an enormous ti nsverse smudge, a bar s nister of smut, 
and the elfin delicicy of the left ear was festooned with 
a cob\^ eb — ^probably a genuine antique It was the face 
of Bealbv 

He wis consideiing the ad\isabilitv of leaving Shonts 
— for good 

Piesentl/ his decision was made His hands and 
shoulders appeared following his head, and then a dusty 
but undamaged Bealbv was running swiftly towards the 
corner of the shrubbery He crouched lest at anv 
moment that pursuing pack of butlers should see him and 
give tongue In another moment he was hidden from 
the house altogether, and rustling his wav through a 
thicket of budding rhododendra After those dirty 
passages the morning air was wonder full} sweet — but 
just a trifle hungry 

Grazing deer saw Bealby fly acio s the paik, stared at 
him for a time with gieat gentle unintelligent eyes, and 
went on feeding 

They saw him stop ever and again He was snatching 
at mushrooms, that he devoi led fonhwith as he sped on 

On the edge of the beech woods he paused and 
glanced bad at Shon<.s 

Then his eyes rested for a moment on the clump of 
trees through which one saw a scrap of the head gar 
dener’s cottage, a bit of the garden wall 

A physiognomist might have detected a certain lack 
of self confidence in Bealby^s eyes 

But his spirit was not to be quelled Slowly, joy 
lessly perhaps, but with a grave determination, he raised 
his hand to his face and extended his fingers in that pre 
hi tone gesture by which youth, since ever there was 

22 
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youth, has asserted the integrity of its soul against estab 
lished and predominant things 
Ketch me ^ ’ said Bealby 

§ 2 

Bealby left Shonts about half-past four in the morn- 
ing He went westward because he liked the company 
of his shadow and was amused at first by its vast length 
By half past eight he had covered ten miles, and he was 
rather boied by his shadow He had eaten nine raw 
mushrooms, two green apples and a quantity of unripe 
blackberries None of these things seemed quite at 
home in him And he had discovered himself to be 
wearing slippers They were stout carpet slippers, but 
still they were slippers — and the road was telling on 
them At the ninth mile the left one began ^to give on 
the outer seam He got over a stile into a path that lan 
through the corner of a wood, and there he met a smell 
of frying bacon that turned his very soul to gastric juice 

He stopped short and sniffed the air — and the air 
itself was sizzling 

‘^Oh Krikey, ’ said Bealby, manifestly to the Spirit 
of the World ‘‘This is a bit too strong I wasn’t 
thinking much before ” 

Then he saw something bright yellow and bulky just 
over the hedge 

From this it was that the sound of frying came 

He went to the hedge, making no effort to conceal 
himself Outside a great yellow caravan with dainty 
little windows stood a largish dark woman in a deer- 
stalker hat, a short brown skirt, a large white apron and 
spatterdashes (among other things) frying bacon and 
potatoes in a frying-pan She was very red in the face, 
and the frying-pan was spitting at her as frying-pans do 
at a timid cook 

Quite mechanically Bealbv scrambled through the 
hedge and drew nearer this divine smell The woman 
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scrutinised him for a moment, and then blinking and 
aveiting her face went on with her cookery 

Bealby came quite close to her and remained, noting 
the bits of potato that swam about in the pan, the jolly 
curling of the rashers, the dancing of the bubbles, the 
hymning splash and splutter of the happy lat 

(If It should ever fall to my lot to be cooked, may I 
be fried with potatoes and butter May I be fiied with 
potatoes and good butter made from the milk of the cow 
God send I am spared boiling, the prison of the pot, 
the rattling lid, the evil darkness, the greasy water ) 
‘‘ I suppose,” said the lady prodding with her fork at 
the bacon, “ I suppose you call yourself a Boy ” 

‘'Yes, Miss,” said Bealbv 
“ Have you ever fried ?” 

“ I could, Miss ” 

“ Lile this?” 

“ Better ” 

“Just lay hold of this handle — for its scorching the 
skin off my face I am ’ She seemed to think for a 
moment and added, “ entirely ” 

In silence Bealby grasped that exquisite smell by the 
handle, he took the fork from her hand and put his 
hungry eager nose over the seething mess It wasn’t 
only bacon, there were onions, onions giving it — an 
edge f It cut to the quick of appetite He could have 
wept with the intensity of his sensations 

A voice almost as delicious as the smeH came out of 
the caravan window behind Bealby’s head 
“/^^-dy’” cued the voice 

“ Here ’ — I mean — it’s here I am,” said the lady in 
the deerstalker 

“ Judy — ^you didn’t take my stockings for your own 
by any chance?” 

The lady in the deerstalker gave way to delighted 
horror “ Sssh, Mavourneen she cried — she was one 
of that large class of amiable women who are more Irish 
than they need be — ‘ there’s a Bov here ’ ” 
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§3 

There was indeed an almost obsequiously industrious 
and obliging Boy An hour later he was no longer a 
Boy but the Boy, and three friendly v/omen were re- 
garding him with a merited approval 

He had done the frying, renewed a i «ning fire with 
remarkable skill and despatch, reboiled a neglected 
kettle in the shortest possible time, laid almost without 
direction a simple meal, very exactly set out campstools 
and cleaned the frying-pan marvellously Hardly had 
they taken their poitions of that appetising savourmess, 
than he had whipped off with that implement, gone 
behind the caravan, busied himself there, and returned 
with the pan — glittering bright Himself if possible 
brighter One cheek indeed shone with an animated 
glow 

** But wasn’t theie some of the bacon and stuff lefti-” 
asked the lady in the deerstalker 

“ I didn’t think it was wanted, Miss,” said Bealby 

So I cleared it up ” 

He met understanding in her eye He questioned 
her expiession 

“ Mayn t I wash up for you, Miss^” he asked to 
relieve the tension 

He washed up, swiftly and cleanly He had never 
been able to wash up to Mr Mergleson’s satisfaction 
before, but now he did everything Mr Mergleson had 
ever told him He asked where to put the things awa\ 
and he put them away Then he asked politely if there 
was anything else he could do for them Questioned, 
he said he liked doing things You haven’t,” said the 
lady in the deerstalker, ^^a taste for cleaning boots?” 

Bealby declared he had 

** Surely,” said a voice that Bealby adored, ‘‘ ’tis an 
angel from heaven ” 

He had a taste for cleaning boots * This was an 
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extraordinary thing for Bealb} to say But a great 
change had come to him in the last half hour He was 
violently anxious to do things, any sort of things, servile 
things, for a particular person He was in love 

The owner of the beautiful voice had come out of the 
caiavan, she had stood for a moment in the doorway 
before descending the steps to the ground and the soul 
of Bealbv had bowed down before her in instant sub- 
mission Never had he seen anything so lo\ely Hei 
str-ight, slender body was sheathed in blue, fair hair a 
little tinged with red poured gloiiously back from her 
broad foiehead, and she had the sweetest eyes in the 
world One hand lifted her dress from her feet, the 
other rested on the lintel of the caravan dooi She 
looked at him and smiled 

So for two years she had looked and smiled across the 
footlights to the Bealb} in mankind She had smiled 
now on her entrance out of habit She took the effect 
upon Bealby as a foregone conclusion 

Then she had looked to make sure that everytning was 
ready before she descended 

** How good It smells, Judy*” she had said 
Fve had a helper,” said the woman who woie spats 
That time the blue eyed lady had smiled at him 
quite definitely 

Ihe third member of the party had appeared unob- 
served, the iiradiations of the beautiful lady had 
obscured 4 her Bealby discovered her about She was 
bareheaded, she wore a simple grey dress with a Norfolk 
jacket, and she had a pretty, clear white profile under 
b*ack hair She answered to the name of “Winnie” 
The beautiful lady was Madeleine They made little 
obscure joke with each other and praised the morning 
ardently “ This is the best place of all,” said 
Madeleine 

“All night,” said Winnie, “not a single mosquito ” 
None of these three ladies made any attempt to con 
ceal the sincerity of their hunger or their appreciation 
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and added suddenly and very amusingly ‘‘ You may 
keep the rest ” 

(These were the sort of people Bealbv liked The 
nght sort ) 

'^Well, Dick, we want to know, have you ever been 
m seivice?” 

It was sudden But Bealby was equal to it Only 
for a day or two, Miss — I mean. Mum — ^ju t to be 
useful ” 

‘‘ Were you useful 

Bealby tried to think whether he had been, and could 
recall nothing but he face of Thomas with the fork 
hangmg from it I did my best. Mum,” he said im- 
partially 

“And all that is over?” 

“ Yes, Mum ” 

“ And you’re at home again and out of emploj^ment^” 
“ Yes, Mum ” 

“ Do you live near here>” 

“ No — leastways, not very far ” 

“With your father?” 

“ Stepfather, Mum I’m a Norfan ” 

“ Well, how would you like to come with us for a 
few days and help with things? Seven-and-sixpence a 
week ” 

Bealby’s face was eloquent 
“Would your stepfather object?” 

Bealby considered “ I don’t think he would,” he 
said 

“ You’d better go round and ask him ” 

“ I — suppose — ^yes,” he said 
“ And get a few things ” 

“Things, Mum?” 

“ Collars and things You needn’t bring a great box 
for such a little while ” 

“Yes, Mum 

He hovered rather undecidedly 
“ Better run along now Our man and horse will be 
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coming presently We shan t be able to wait for you 
long 

Bealbv assumed a sudden briskness and departed 

At the gate of the field he hesitated almost imper- 
ceptibly and then diiected his face to the Sabbath still- 
ness of the village 

Perplexity corrugated his features The stepfather’s 
permission presented no difficulties, but it was more 
difficult about the luggage 

A voice called after him 

‘‘Yes, Mum?” he said attentive and hopeful Per- 
haps — somehow — they wouldn’t want luggage 

“You’ll -want boots You’ll have to walk by the 
caravan, ^ou know You’ll want some good stout boots ” 

“ All right, Mum,” he said with a sorrowful break in 
his -voice He waited a few moments but nothing more 
came He went on — ^verj slowly He had forgotten 
about the boots 

That defea ed him 

It is hard to be refused permission to Paradise for the 
want of a hand-bag and a pair of walking-boots 

Bealby was by no means certain that he vas go ng 
back to that caravan He wanted to do so quite pain- 
fully, but 

He’d just look a fool going bad without boots and — 
nothing on earth would reconcile him to the idea of 
looking a fool in the eyes of that beautiful woman in 
blue 

“Dick,” he whispered to himself despondently, 
“ Daredevil Dick (A more miserable looking face you 
never set eyes on ) “ It’s all up with your little schemes, 
Dick my boy You mttsi get a bag — and nothing on 
earth will get you a bag ” 

He paid little heed to the village through which he 
wandered He knew there were no bags there Chance 
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rathei than anv volition of his own guided him down 
a side path that led to the neaih dry bed of a little 
rivulet, «nd there he &at down on some weedy grass under 
a group of willows It was an untidy place that needed 
all the sunshine of the morning to be tolerable, one of 
those placOb where stinging nettles tal e heart and people 
throw old kettles, broken gallipots, jaded gravel, grass 

cuttings, rustv rubbish, old boots 

For a time Bealby s eyes rested on the objec s w th an 
entire lack of inteiest 

Then he WaS reminded of his not so very remote 
childhood when he had found an old boot and made it 
into a castle 

Presently he got up and walked across to the rubbish 
heap and surveyed its treasures with a quickened intelli 
gence He picked up a widowed boot and weighed it 
m his hand 

He dropped it abruptly, timed about and hurried 
bad into the village stieet 

He had ideas, two ideas one for the luggage and one 
for the boots If only he could manage it Hope 

beat his great pinions in the heait of Bealby 

Sunday * The shops were shut Y*es, that was a fiesh 
obstacle He’d forgotten that 

The public house stood bashfully open, the shy unm 
vit ng openness of Sunday morning before closing time, 
but p iblic-houses alas’ at all hours are foi bidden to 
little bo/s And besides he wasn’t likely to get what he 
wanted in a public house, he wanted a shop, a geneial 
shop And here before him was the general shop — and 
Its door ajar’ His desire earned him over the threshold 
The Sabbatical shutters made the place dark and cool, 
and the sme^l of bacon and cheese and chandleries, the 
very spirit of grocery, calm and unhurried, was cool and 
Sabbatical too as if it sat there for the day in its best 
clothes And a pleasant woman was talking over the 
counter to a thin and worried one who earned a bundle 
Their intercourse had a flavour of emergency and 
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they both stopped abruptly at the appearance of 
Bealby 

His desire, his craving was now so great that it had 
altogether subdued the natural wiriness of his appearance 
He looked meek, he looked good, he was swimming in 
propitiation and tender with respect He produced an 
effect of being much smaller He had got nice eyes 
His movements were refined and his manners perfect 
"'Not doing business today, my boy,” said the 
pleasant woman 

"" Oh, flease ’m,” he said from his heart 
"" Sunday, you know ” 

Oh, f lease ’m If you could just give me a nold 
sheet of paper ’m, please ” 

"" What for?” asked the pleasant woman 
" Just to wrap somethms: up ’m ” 

She reflected and natural goodness had its way with her 
" A nice hig bit said the woman 
" Please ’m ” 

"Would you like it brown?” 

" Oh, flease ’m ” 

" And you got some string ?” 

" Only cotton} stuff,” said Bealby, disembowelling a 
trouser pocket "‘Wiv knots But I dessay I can 
manage ” 

" You’d better have a bit of good string with it, my 
dear,” said the pleasant woman, whose generosity was 
now fairly on the run " Then you can do your parcel 
up nice and tidy ” 


§6 

The white horse was already in the shafts of the 
caravan and William, a deaf and clumsy man of un- 
certain age and a vast sharp nosmess, was lifting m the 
basket of breakfast gear and grumbling m undertones at 
the wickedness and unfairness of travelling on Sunday, 
when Bealby returned to gladden three waiting women 
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said the inconspicuous lady, ‘‘I knew he’d 

come ” 

‘^Look at his poor little precious parsivel,” said the 
actress 

Regar'^ed as luggage it was rather pitiful, a knobby, 
brown paper parcel about the size — to be perfectly frank 

of a tin can, two old boots and some grass, very care 

ful^ly folded and tied up, — and carried gingerly 

“ But — ” the lady in the deerstalker began and then 

she said, as he came nearer, ‘‘where’s your 

boots ^ ’ 

“ Oh, please. Mum,” said the dauntless one, “ they 
was away being mended My stepfather thought per 
haps you wouldn’t mind if I didn’t have boots He said 
perhaps I might be able to get some more boots out of 
my salary ” 

The lady in the deerstalker looked alaimingly un 
certain and Bealby controlled infinite disti esses 

“ Haven’t you got a mother, Dick asked the beauti 
ful voice suddenly Its owner abounded in such spas- 
modic curiosities 

“ She — ^last year ” Matricide is a painful busi 
ness at any time And just as you see, in spite of every 
effort you have made, the jolliest lark in the world 
slipping out of your reach And the sweet voice so 
sorry for him ’ So sorry ’ Bealby suddenly veiled his 
face with his elbow and gave way to honourable 
tears 

A simultaneous desire to make him happy, help him 
to forget his loss, possessed three women 

“That’ll be all right, Dick,” said the lady in the 
deerstalker patting his shouldei “We’ll get you some 
boots to-morrow And to day you must sit up beside 
William and spare }our feet You’ll have to go to the 
inns with him ” 

I “ It’s wonderful, the elasticity of youth,” said the 
inconspicuous lady five minutes later “ To see that boy 


paused 
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now, you’d ne\er imagine he’d had a sorrow in the 
world ” 

“Now get up there,” said the lady who was the 
leader “ We shall walk across the fields and join you 
later You understand where you are to wait for us, 
William?” 

She came nearer and shouted, “You understand, 
William ? ’ 

William nodded ambiguously “ ’Ent a Vooip he 
said 

The ladies departed “ YouHl be all right, Dick,” 
cried the actress kindly 

He sat up where he had been put, trying to look as 
Orphan Dick as possible after all that had occurred 

“Do vou know the wind on the heath — have }ou 
lived the Gypsy life? Have you spoken, wanderers 
yourselves, with ‘ Romany chi and Romany cbal ’ on 
the wind-swept moor at home or abroad? Have you 
tramped the bioad highways, and, at close of day, 
pitched your tent near a running stream and cooked 
your supper by starlight over a fire of pine wood’' Do 
you know the dreamless sleep of the wanderer at peace 
with himself and all the world ? ’ 

For most of us the answer to these questions of the 
Amateur Camping Club is in the negative 

Ifet every year the call of the road, the Boriovian 
glamour, draws away a certain small number of the 
imaginative from the grosser comforts of a complex 
civilisation, takes them out into the tents and caravans 
and intimate communion with Nature and, incidentally, 
with various ingenious appliances aesigned to meet the 
needs of cooking in a breeze It is an adventure to 
which high spirits and great expectations must be 
brought. It is an experience in proximity which few 
friendships survive — and altogether very great fun 
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The life of breezy freedom resolves itself in practice 
chiefly into washing up and an anxious search for per- 
mibsion to camp One learns how rich and fruitful our 
world can be in bystanders, and how easy it is to forget 
essential groceries 

The heart of the jov of it lies m its perfect detach- 
ment There you are in the morning sunlight under the 
trees that overhang the road going whither you will 
Everything you need you have Your van creaks along 
at }Our side You are outside inns, outside houses, a 
home, a community, an tmferium in imperto At any 
moment you may draw out of the traffic upon the way 
side grass and sav, “ Here — until the owner catches us 
at it — IS home’” At any time — ^subject to the com 
plaisance of William and your being able to find him — 
you may inspan and go onward The world is all before 
“voi You taste the complete vet leisurely insouciance of 
the snail 

And two of those three ladies had other satisfactions 
to supplement their pleasures They both adored Made 
leine Philips She was not only perfectly sweet and 
lo\ely but she was known to be so, she had that most 
potent charm for women, prestige They had got her 
all to themselves They could show now how false is 
the old idea that there is no friendship nor conversation 
among women They were full of wit and pretty things 
for one another and snatches of song m between And 
they were free too from their menfolk ” They were 
doing without them Dr Bowles the husband of the 
lady in the deerstalker, was away in Ireland, and Mr 
Geedge, the lord of the inconspicuous woman, was golf- 
ing at Sandwich And Madeleine Philips, it was under- 
stood, was only too glad to shake herself free from the 
crowd of admirers that hovered about her like wasps 
about honey 

Yet after three days each one had thoughts about the 
need of helpfulness and more particularly about wash- 
ing up, that were better left unspoken, that w ere indeed 
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conspicuously unspoken beneath their merry give and 
take, like a black and silent river flovving beneath a bridge 
of ivory And each of them had a curious feeling in the 
midst of all this fresh free behaviour, as though the 
o hers were not listening sufficiently, as though some 
thing of the effect of them was being wasted Made 
leine’s smiles became rarer, at times she was almost 
impassive, and Judv preserved nearly all her wit and 
verbal fireworks for the times when they passed thiough 
villages Mrs Geedge was le s visiblv affected 

She had thoughts of writing a book about it all, telling 
in the gayest, most provocative way, full of the quietest 
quaintest humour, just how jolly they had been Men 
folk would read it This kept a little thin smile upon 
her lips 

As an audience William was tough stuff He pre 
tended deafness, he never looked He did not want to 
look He seemed always to be holding his nose in front 
of his face to prevent his observation — as men praj^ into 
their hats at church But once Judy Bowles overhea’*d 
a phrase or so m his private soliloquy “ Pack o 
wimmin,^ William was saying “ Diatted petticoats 
Da7ig ’em That’s what I say to ’um Dang ’em >” 

As a matter of fact, he just fell short of saying it to 
them But his manner said it 

You begin to see how acceptable an addition was 
young Bealby to this company He was not only help 
ful, immensely helpful, in things material, a vigorous 
and at first a careful washer up, an energetic boot 
polisher, a most serviceable cleaner and tidier of things, 
but he was also belief and support Undisguisedly he 
thought the caravan the loveliest thing going, and its 
three mistresses the most wonderful of people His alert 
eves followed them about full of an unstinted admiration 
and interest, he pricked his ears when Judy opened her 
mouth, handed things to Mrs Geedge He made no 
secret about Madeleine When she spoke to him, he lost 
his breath, he reddened and was embarrassed 
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They went across the fields saying that he was the 
luckiest of finds It was fortunate his people had been 
so ready to spare him Judy said boys were a race very 
cruelly maligned, see how willing he was ’ Mrs Geedge 
said there was something elfin about Bealby’s little face, 
Madeleine smiled at the thought of his quaint artless 
ness She knew quite clearly that he’d die for her 

§8 

There was a little pause as the ladies moved away 

Then William spat and spoke in a note of iirational 
bitterness 

Brasted Voolery,” said William and then loudly and 
fiercely, “ Cam up y’ ode Runt you ” 

At these words the white horse started into a convul 
sive irregular redistribution of its feet, the caravan 
strained and quivered into motion and Bealby’s wander 
mgs as a caravanner began 

For a time William spoke no more and Bealby scarcely 
regarded him The light of stiange fortunes and deep 
enthusiasm was m Bealby’s eyes 

One Thing,” said William, they don’t ’ave the 
Sense to lock anythink up — ^Whatever ” 

Bealby’s attention was recalled to the existence of his 
companion 

William’s face was one of those faces that give one 
at first the impression of a solitary and very conceited 
nose The other features are entirely subordinated to 
that salient effect One sees them later His eyes were 
small and uneven, his mouth apparently toothless, thin- 
lipped and crumpled, with the upper lip falling over 
the other in a manner suggestive of a meagre firmness 
mixed with appetite When he spoke he made a faint 
slobbering sound ‘‘ Everyfink,” he said, behind 
there ’ 

He became confidential “ I been in there I larked 
about wiv their Fings 
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“ They got some choc’late,” he said, lusciously “ Oo 
Fine ’ 

All sorts of Fings ” 

He did not seem to expect any reply from Bealby 
We going far before we meet ’em'*” asked Bealbj^ 
William’s deafness became apparent 
His mird was preoccupied by other ideas One 
wicked eye came close to Bealby’s face We going to 
’ave a bit of choc’late,” he said in a wet desirous voice 
He pointed his thumb over his shoulder at the door 
“ Yon get It,” said William with reassuring nods and 
the mouth much pursed and very oblique 
Bealby shook his head 

“It’s in a little dror, under ’er place where she 
sleeps ” 

Bealby’s head shake became more emphat c 
“ Fwr I tell you,” said William 
“ No,” said Bealby 

“ Choc’late I tell you,” said William and ran the 
tongue of appetite round the rim of his toothless 
mouth 

“ Don’t want choc’late,” said Bealby, thinking of a 
large lump of it 

“Go on,” said William “Nobody won’t see 
•vou 

“ Go it*” said William 
“You’re afraid,” said William 
“ Here, /’ll go,” said William, losing self-con rol 
“ You just ’old these reins ” 

Bealby took the reins William got up and opened 
the door of the caravan Then Bealby realised his moral 
responsibility — ^and, leaving the reins, clutched William 
firmly by his baggy nether garments They were elderly 
garments, much sat upon “Don’t be a Vool,” said 
William, struggling “ Leago my slack ” 

Something partially gave way and Williams’ head 
came round to deal with Bealby 

“ What you mean pullm* my does orf me ? 
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“ That/’ — he investigated “TAe me a Nour to 
sew up 

“ I ain’t going to steal,” shouted Bealby into the ear 
of William 

“ Nobody arst you to steal ” 

‘‘ Nor you neither,” said Bealb} 

The caravan bumped heavily against a low garden 
wall, skidded a little and came to rest William sat 
down suddenly The white horse after a period of 
confusion with its legs, tried the flavour of some over- 
hanging lilac branches and was content 

‘‘Gimme those reins,” said William “You be the 
Brastedest Young Vool 

“ Sittin’ ’ere,” said Willnm piesently, “chewin’ oui 
teeth, when we might be eatin’ choc’late 

“ I ’ent got no use for you ” said William, “ blowed 
if I ’ave 

Then the thought of his injuries returned to him 

“I’d make you sev^ em up yourself, darned if I 
woun’t — on’y you’d go running the brasted needle 
into me Nour’s work there is — by the feel of 

It Mor’n nour Gooddbe done, too 

All I got 

“ I’ll give you Sumpfin you little Beace ’fore I done 
wi’ you ” 

“I wouldn’t steal ’er choc’lates,’ said young Bealby 
“Not if I was starving ” 

“Eh?” shouted William 
shouted Bealby 

“ I’ll steal ye, ’fore I done with ye,’ said William 
“ Tearin’ my does for me Oh ’ Cam up y’ old 

Runt We don’t want you to stop and lissen Cam 
up I tell you’” 


§9 

They found the ladies rather, it seemed, by accident 
than design, waiting upon a sandy common rich with 



688 


BEALBY 


purple heather and bordered by woods of fir and spruce 
They had been waiting some time and it was clear that 
the sight of the yellow caravan relieved an ^fccumulated 
anxiety Bealby rejoiced to see them His soul glowed 
with the pride of chocolate resisted and William over- 
come He resolved to distinguish himself over the 
preparation of the midday meal It was a pleasant little 
island of green they chose for their midday pitch, a little 
patch of emerald turf amidst the purple, a patch already 
doomed to removal, as a bare oblong and a pile of rolled- 
up turves witnessed This pile and a little bank of 
heather and bramble promised shelter from the breeze, 
and down the hill a hundred yards away was a spring 
and a built up pool This spot lay perhaps fifty yards 
away from the high road and one reached it along a rutty 
track which had been made by the turf cutters And 
overhead was the glorious sky of an English summer, 
With great clouds like sunlit, white sailed ships, the 
Constable sky The white horse was hobbled and turned 
out to pasture among the heather, and William was sent 
off to get congenial provender at the nearest public- 
house “William’*^ shouted Mrs Bowles as he de- 
parted, shouting confidentially into his ear, Get your 
clothes mended ’ ” 

‘^Eh?*’ said William 
Mend your clothes ” 

“Yah’ ’E did that,” said William viciously with a 
movement of self-protection and so went 

Nobody watched him go Almost sternly they set to 
work upon the luncheon preparation as William receded 
“ William,” Mrs Bowles remarked, as she bustled with 
the patent cooker, putting it up wrong way round 
so that afterwards it collapsed, William — takes offence 
Sometimes I think h^ takes offence almost too often 
Did you have any difficulty with him, Dick 

It wasn’t anything, Miss,” said Bealby meekly 
Bealby was wonderful with the fire lighting, and 
except that he cracked a plate in warming it, quite 
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admirable as a cook He burned his fingers twice — and 
liked doing it, he ate his portion with instinctive 
modesty on the other side of the caravan, and he 
washed up as Mr Mergleson had always instructed him 
to do Mrs Bowles showed him how to clean knives 
and forks by sticking them into the turf A little to 
his surprise these ladies lit and smoked cigarettes They 
sat about and talked perplexmgly Clever stuff Then 
he had to get water from the neighbouring brook and 
boil the kettle for an early tea Madeleine produced a 
charmingly bound little book and read in it, the other 
two professed themselves anxious for the view from a 
neighbouring hill They produced their sensible spiked 
Swiss walking-sticks such as one does not see in England, 
they seemed full of energy ‘‘You go,’’ Madeleine had 
said, “while I and Dick stay here and make tea I’ve 
walked enough to-day ” 

So Bealby, happy to the pitch of ecstasy, first explored 
the wonderful interior of the caravan — there was a 
dresser, a stove, let-down chairs and tables and all 
manner of things — and then nursed the kettle to the 
singing stage on the patent cooker while the beautiful 
lady reclined close at hand on a rug 
“Dick»” she said 
He had forgotten he was Dick 
“ Dick»” 

He remembered his personality with a start “ Yes, 
Miss^” He knelt up, with a handful of twigs in his 
hand ard regarded her 
“Well, Dick,” she said 

He remained flushed adoration There was a little 
pause and the lady smiled at him an unaffected smile 
“What are you going to be, Dick, when you grow 
up?” 

“ I don’t know, Miss I’ve wondered ” 

“ What would you like to be ? ’ 

“ Something abroad Something — so that you could 

see things ” 
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‘‘ A soldier 
Or a sailor, Miss ’’ 

“ A sailor sees nothing but the sea ’ 

“ Fd rather be a sailor than a common soldier, Miss ” 
‘‘You’d like to be an officer 
“ Yes, Miss— only 

“ One of my very best friends is an officer,” she said, 
a little irrelevantly it seemed to Bealby 

“ Fd be a Norficer like a shot,” said Bealby, “ if I ’ad 
’arf a chance. Miss ” 

“Officers nowada}'S,” she said, “ha\e to be very 
brave, able men ” 

“ I know, Miss,” said Bealby modestly 
The fire required attention for a little while 
The lady turned over on her elbow “ What do you 
think you are likely to be, Dick?” she asked 
He didn’t know 

“What sort of man is vour stepfather?” 

Bealby looked at her “ He isn’t much,” he said 
“ What IS he ’ 

Bealby hadn’t the slightest intention of being the son 
of a gardener “ ’E’s a law-writer ” 

“ What ’ in that village ” 

“’E ’as to stay there for is ’ealth, Miss,” he said 
“ E\ ery summer ’Is ’ealth is very pre-precocious. 
Miss ” 

He fed his fire with a few judiciously administered 
twigs 

“ What v\as your own father, Dick?” 

With that she opened a secret door into Bealby’s 
imagination All stepchildren have those dreams With 
him they were so frequent and vivid that they had long 
since become a kind of second truth He coloured a 
little and answered with scarcely an interval for reflec- 
tion “ ’E passed as Mal-travers,” he said 
“Wasn’t that his name?” 

“ I don’t rightly know. Miss There was always some- 
thing kep’ from me My mother used to say, ‘Artie,’ 
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she used to say ‘ there’s things that some day you must 
know, things that concern you Things about your 
farver But poor as we are now and struggling 
Not yet Some day you shall know truly — who 

you are ’ That was ’ow she said it, Miss ” 

And she died before she told you 
He had almost forgotten that he had killed his mother 
that very morning “Yes, Miss,’^ he said 

She smiled at him and something in her smile made 
him blush hotly For a moment he could have believed 
she understood And indeed she did understand, and 
It amused her to find this boy doing what she herself 
had done at times, what indeed she felt it was still in 
her to do She felt that most delicate ot sympathies, 
the sympathy of one rather over-imagmative person for 
another But her next question dispelled his doubt of 
her though it left him red and hot She asl ed it with a 
convincing simplicity 

“ Have you any idea, Dick, have you any guess or 
suspicion, I mean, who it is you really are?” 

“ I wish I had. Miss,” he said “ I suppose it doesn’t 
matter, really — but one can’t help wondering ” 
How often he had wondered m his lonely wanderings 
through that dear city of day-dreams where all the 
people one knows look out of windows as one passes 
and the roads are paved with pride* How often had 
he decided and changed and decided again * 

§ 10 

Now suddenly a realisation of intrusion shatteied this 
conversation A third person stood over the little en- 
campment, smiling mysteriously and waving a cleek in 
a slow hieratic manner through the air 

“De licious liir corn’,” said the newcomer in tones 
of benediction 

He met their inquiring eyes with a luxurious smile, 
“ Licious,” he said, and remained swaying insecurely 
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and failing to express some imperfectl}- apprehended 
deep meaning by short peculiar movements of the 
cleek 

He was obviously a golfer astray from some adjacent 
course — and he had lunched 

Mighty Join you,” he said, and then \ery distinctly 
in a full large Voice, “ Miss Malleleine Philps ” These 
are the penalties of a public and popular life 

“ He’s drunh ” the lady whispered “ Get him to go 
away, Dick I can’t endure drunken men ” 

She stood up and Bealby stood up He advanced in 
front of her, slowly, with his nose in the air, extra- 
ordinarily like a small terrier smelling at a strange dog 
“ I said Mighty Join you,” the golfer repeated His 
voice was richly excessive He was a big heavy man 
with a short-cropped moustache, a great deal of neck and 
dewlap and a solemn expression 

Prup Be’r Introzuze m’self,” he remarked He 
tried to indicate himself by waving his hand towards 
himself but finally abandoned the attempt as impossible 
“ Ma’ Goo’ Soch’l Poshishun,” he said 

Bealby had a disconcerting sense of retreating foot- 
steps behind him He glanced over his shoulder and 
saw Miss Philips standing at the foot of the steps that 
led up to the fastne ses of the caravan Dick,” she 
cried with a sharp note of alarm in her \ oice, get rid 
of that man ” 

A moment after Bealby heard the door shut and a 
sound of a key m its lock He concealed his true feel- 
ings by putting his arms akimbo, sticking his legs wider 
apart and contemplating the task before him with his 
head a little on one side He was upheld by the 
thought that the yellow caravan had a window looking 
upon him 

The newcomer seemed to consider the ceremony of 
introduction completed ‘‘I done care for goff,” he 
said, almost vainglonously 

He waved his deek to express his preference 
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Natua,” he said with a satisfaction that bordered on 
fatuity 

He prepared to come down from the little turfy crest 
on which he stood to the encampment 

’Ere said Bealby This is Private ” 

The golfer indicated by solemn movements of the 
cleek that this was understood but that other considera- 
tions overrode it 

You — You got to go cried Bealby in a breath- 
less squeak ‘‘ You get out of here ” 

The golfer waved an arm as who should say, “ You 
do not understand but I forgive you,” and continued to 
advance towards the fire And then Bealby, at the end 
of his tact, commenced hostilities 

He did so because he felt he had to do something and 
he did not know what else to do 

“ Wan’ nothin’ but frenly conversation sushus custm’ry 
webred peel,” the golfer was saying, and then a large 
fragment of turf hit him in the neck, burst all about him 
and stopped him abruptly 

He remained for some lengthy moments too astonished 
for words He was not only greatly surprised but he 
chose to appear even more surprised than he was In 
spite of the brown-black mould upon his cheek and 
brow and a slight displacement of his cap, he achieved 
a sort of dignity He came slowly to a focus upon 
Bealby, who stood by the turf pile grasping a second 
missile The cleek was extended sceptrewise 
Replace the — Divot ” 

^‘You go orf,” said Bealby “I’ll chuck it if you 
don’t I tell you fair ” 

“ Replace the — ^Divot,” roared the golfer again in a 
voice of extraordinary power 
“You — ^you go’” said Bealby 
^^Am I t’ask you Third time Reshpect — Roos 

Replace the Divot ” 

It struck him fully m the face 

He seemed to emerge through the mould He was 
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blinking but still dignified '' Th^ — was intentional,” 
he said 

He seemed to gather himself together 
Then suddenl} and with a surpiising nimblenes he 
discharged himself at Bealby He came with astonish- 
ing swiftness He got within a foot of him Well it 
was for Bealby that he had learned to dodge in the 
village playground He t^ent down under the golfer’s 
arm and awav round the end of the stack, ard the golfer 
with his force spent in concussion remained for a time 
clinging to the turf pile and apparently fying to re 
member how he got there Then he was reminded of 
recent occurrences b} a shrill small voice from the other 
side of the stack 

‘‘You gow away*” said the voice “Can’t you see 
you’re annoying a lady? You gow away ” 

“ Nowish — ’nov anyone Pease wall wirl ” 

But this was subterfuge He meant to catch that boy 
Suddenly and rather brilliantly he turned the flank of 
the tuif pile, and only a couple of loose turfs at the foot 
of the heap upset his calculations He found himself on 
all fours on giound from which it was difficult to rise 
But he did not lose heart “ Boy — hic — scow,” he said, 
and became for a second rush a nimble quadruped 
Again he got quite astonishingly neai to Bealby, and 
then in an imtant was on his feet and running across 
the encampment aftei him He succeeded in kicling 
over the kettle and the patent cooker without any injury 
to himself or loss of pace, and succumbed only to the 
sharp turn behind the end of the caravan and the steps 
He hadn’t somehow thought of the steps So he went 
down rather heavily Bqt now the spirit of a fine 
man was roused Regardless of the scream from inside 
that had followed his collapse, he was up and in puisuit 
almost instantl) Bealby only escaped the swiftness of 
his rush by jumping the shafts and going away across 
the front of the caravan to the turf pile again The 
golfer tried to jump the shafts too, but he was not 
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equal to that He did in a manner jump But it was 
almost as much diving as jumping And there was 
something in it almost like the curveting of a Great 
Horse 

When Beal by turned at the cr^sh, the golfer was 
already on all fours again and trj^ing very busily to 
crawl out between the shaft and the front wheel He 
would have been more successful in doing this if he had 
not begun bv putting his arm through the wheel As it 
was he was trying to do too much, he was tiymg to 
Cl awl out at two points at once and getting very rapidly 
annoyed at his inability to do so The caiavan was 
shifting slowly forwaid 

It was manifest to Bealby that getting this man to go 
was likely to be a much more lengthy business than he 
had supposed 

He surveyed the situation for a moment and then, 
realising the entanglement of his opponent, he seized a 
camp stool by one leg, went round by the steps and 
attacked the prostrate enemy from the rear w ith effectual 
but inconclusive fury 
He hammered 

Steady on, young man,” said a voice and he w as 
seized from behind He turned — to discover himself in 
the grip of a second golfer 

Another f Bealby fought m a fury of fear 
He bit an arm — rather too tw^eedy to feel much — and 
got in a couple of shinners — alas ’ that they were only 
slippered shinners ^ — before he was overpowered 

A cuffed, crumpled, disarmed and panting Bealby 
found himself watching the careful extraction of the 
first golfer from the front wheel Two friends assisted 
that gentleman with a reproachful gentleness, and his 
repeated statements that he was all right seemed to re 
assure him gently Altogether there were now four 
golfers in the field, counting the pioneer 

“ He was after this devil of a boy/^ said the one who 
held Bealby 
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‘‘Yes, but bow did he get heie?” asked a second 
friend 

^‘Feel better now?” said the third, helping the first 
comer to his uncertain feet ‘‘ Let me have your cleek 
o’man You won’t want your cleek ” 

Across the heather, lifting their heads a little, came 
Mrs Bowles and Mrs Geedge returning from their 
walk They were wondering whoever their visitors 
could be 

And then like music aftei a dispute came Madeleine 
Philips, a beautiful blue robed thing, coming slowly 
with a kind of wonder on hei face, out of the caravan 
and down the steps Instinctively everybody turned to 
her The drunkard with a gesture released himself from 
his supporter and stood erect His cap was replaced 
upon him — obliquely His cleek had been secured 

I heard a noise,” said Madeleine lifting her pretty 
chin and speaking in her sweetest tones 

She looked her inquiries 

She surveyed the three sober men with a practised eye 
She chose the tallest, a fur, serious-looking }^oung man 
standing conveniently at the drunkard’s elbow 

^‘Will you please take your friend away?” she said, 
indicating the offender with her beautiful white hand 

‘‘ Simly,” he said in a slightly subdued voice ‘‘ Simly 
coring ” 

Everybody tried for a moment to understand him 

“ Look here, old man, you’ve got no business here,” 
said the fair young man You’d better come back to 
the club-house ” 

The drunken man stuck to his statement Simly 
coring,” he said a little louder 

“ I think ” said a little bright eyed man with a very 
cheerful yellow veot, I think he’s apologising I 
hope so ” 

The drunken man nodded his head That among 
other matters 

The tail young man took his arm but he insisted on 
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his point “ Simly coiing,” he said with emphasis “li 
— if — donedjan me to cor Notome Nottot 
Mean’ say Nottot tat toem Nottotome Orny way 
— savin’ notome No wish ’trude No wish ’all ’ 
‘‘Well then, you see, you’d better come away” 

“ I ars^ you — are you iome ? Miss — Miss Pips ” He 
appealed to Miss Philips 

“If you’d answer him — ” said the tall }'Oung man 
“ No, sir,’ she said with great dignity and the pretty 
chin higher than ever “ I am not at home ” 

“ Nuthin’ more t’say then,’ said the diunken man, 
and with a sudden stoici m he turned away 
“ Come,” he said, submitting to support 
“ Simly orny arfnoon cor,” he said generally and per- 
mitted himself to be led off 
“ Orny frenly cor ” 

For some time he was audible as he receded explain 
ing in a rather condescending \oice, the extreme social 
correctness of his behaviour Just for a moment or so 
there was a slight tussle, due to his desiie to return and 
leave cards 

He i\as afterwards seen to be distributing a small 
handful of visiting cards amidst the heather with his 
free aim, rather in the manner of a paper chase — but 
much more gracefully 

Then decently and in order he was taken out of 
sight 


§ II 

Bealby had been unostentatiously released by his 
Captor as soon as Miss Philips appeared, and the two 
remaining golfers now addressed themselves to the three 
ladies in regret and explanation 

The man who had held Bealby was an aquiline grey- 
clad person with a cascade moustache and wrinkled eyes 
and for some obscure reason he seemed to be amused, 
the little man in the yellow vest however was quite 
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earnest and serious enough to make up for him He 
was one of those little fresh-col ouied men whose faces 
stick forward openly He had open projecting eyes, an 
open mouth, his cheeks were frank to the pitch of ostenta 
tion, his cap was thrust back from his exceptional!} open 
forehead He had a chest and a stomach These, too, 
he held out He would have held out anything His 
legs leaned forward from the feet It was evidently 
impossible foi a man of his nature to be anything but 
clean shaved 

“ Our fault entirely,” he said “ Ought to have 
looked after him Can t say how sorry and ashamed 
we are Can’t say how sorry we are he caused you any 
inconvenience ” 

“ Of course,” said Mrs Bowles, our boy-servant 
ought not to have pelted him ” 

“He didn’t exactly felt him dear,’ said Made 
leine 

“Well, an} how our fiiend ought not to have been 
off his chain It was our affair to look after him and 
we didn’t ” 

“ You see, ’ the open young man went on, with the 
air of lucid explanation, “he’s our worst player And 
he got round in a hundred and twenty seven And 
beat — somebody And — its upset him It’s not a bit 
of good disguising that we’ve been letting him 
drink We have To begin with we encouraged 

him We oightn’t to ha\e let him go But we 

thought a wall alone might do him good And some of 
us were a bit off him Fed up rather You see he’d 
been singing Would go on singing ” 

He went on to propitiations “Anything the club 
can do to show how we regret If you would like 

to pitch later on m our rough beyond the pine- 
woods You’d find it safe and secluded 

Custodian — ^most civil man Get you water or any- 
thing you wanted Especially after all that has hap- 
pened ” 
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Bealby took no further part in these concluding 
politenesses He had a curious feeling in his mind that 
perhaps he had not managed this affair quite so well as 
he might have done He ought to have been more tact- 
ful like, more persuasive He was a fool to have started 
chucking Well, well He picked up the over- 

turned kettle and went off down the hill to get 
water 

What had she thought of him? 

In the meantime one can at least boil kettles 

§ 12 

One consequence of this little incident of the re- 
joicing golfer was that the three ladies were no longer 
content to dismiss William and Bealby at nightfall and 
sleep unprotected in the caravan And this time their 
pitch was a lonely one with only the golf club house 
within call They were inclined even to distrust the 
golf club So It was decided, to his great satisfaction, 
that Bealby should have a certain sleeping sack M’-s 
Bowles had brought with her and that he should sleep 
therein between the wheels 

This sleeping sack was to have been a great feature 
of the expedition, but when it came to the test Judy 
could not use it She had not anticipated that feeling of 
extreme publicity the open air gives one at hist It i\as 
like having all the woild in one’s bedroom Every night 
she had relapsed into the caravan 

Bealby did not mind what they did with him so long 
as it meant sleeping He had had a long day of it He 
undressed sketchily and wriggled into the nice woolly 
bag and lay for a moment listening to the soft bumpings 
that were going on overhead She was there He had 
the instinctive confidence of our sex in women, and here 
were three of them He had a \ague idea of getting out 
of his bag again and kissing the under side of the van 
that held this dear beautiful creature 
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He didn’t 

Such a lot of tilings had happened hat day — and the 
day before He had been going without intermission, it 
seemed now for endless hours He thought of trees, 
roads, dew-wet grass, frying pans, pursuing packs of 
gigantic butlers hopelessly at fault — no doubt they were 
hunting now — chinks and crannies, tactless missiles fly- 
ing, bursting missiles it was vain to recall He stared for 
a few seconds through the wheel spokes at the dancing, 
crackling fire of pine-cones which it had been Ins last 
duty to replenish, stared and blinked much as a little 
dog might do, and then he had slipped away altogether 
into the world of dreams 


§ 13 

In the morning he was extraordinarily hard to 
wake 

‘‘Is it after sleeping all day ye’d be?” cried Judy 
Bowles, who was always at her most Irish about break- 
fast time 
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j/l .Monday was a happy day for Bealby 

The caravan did seventeen miles and came to lest at 
last in a sloping field outside a cheerful little village set 
about a green on which was a long tent professing to 
be a theatre 

At the fiist stopping-place that possessed a general 
shop Mrs Bowles bought Bealby a pair of boots Then 
she had a bright idea Got any pocket money, Dick?” 
she asked 

She gave him half a croi\n, that is to say she gave him 
two shillings and sixpence, or five sixpences or thirty 
pennies — according as you choose to look at it — in one 
large undivided shining coin 

Even if he had not been in love here surely was 
incentive to a generous nature to help and do distin- 
guished services He dashed about doing things The 
little accident on Sunday had warned him to be careful 
of the plates, and the only flaw upon a perfect day^s 
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service was the dropping of an egg on its way to the 
frying pan for supper It remained where it fell «nd 
there piesently he ga\e it a quiet burial There was 
nothing else to be done with it 

All day long it intervals Miss Philip^ smiled at him 
and made him do little services fori her And in the 
evening, after the custom of her great profession when 
It keep holiday, she insisted on going to the play She 
said It would be the loveliest fun She went w ith Mrs 
Bowles because Mis Geedge war ted to sit quietly in the 
cara\an and write down a few little things while they 
were still fresh in her mind And it wasn t in the part 
of Madeleine Philips not to insi t that both William and 
Bealby must go too, she gave them each a shilling — 
though the prices were sixpence, threepence, twopence 
and a penn} — and Bealb} saw his first real play 

It was called ‘‘ Brothers in Blood or the Gentleman 
Ranker ” There was a postei — ^which was only very 
slightly justified by the peiformance — of a man in 
khaki with a bandaged head proposing to sell his life 
dearl} o er a fallen comrade 

One went to the play through an open and damaged 
field gate and across trampled turf Outaide the tent 
were two paraffin flares llummatmg the poster and a 
small cluster of the impecunious )oung Within on 
grass that was worn and bleached were benches, a 
gathering audience, a piano played by an offhand lady 
and a drop scene displaying the Grand Canal, Venice 
The Grand Canal was invested by a crowded multitude 
of zealous and excessive reflections of the palaces above 
and by peculiar crescentic black boats floating entirely 
out of water and having no reflections at all The off- 
hand lady gave a broad impression of the Wedding 
March in Lohengrin and the back seats assisted by 
a sort of gastric vocalisation called humming and by 
whistling between the teeth Madeleine Philips evi- 
dently found it tremendous fun, even before the curtain 
rose 
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And then — illusion 

The scenery was ridiculous, it waved about, the actors, 
and actresses were surely the most pitiful of their tnbe- 
and every invention in the play impossible, but the* 
imagination of Bealby like the lovingkindness of God 
made no difEculti^, it rose up and met and embraced 
and gave life to all these things It was a confused story 
in the play, everybody was more or less somebody else 
all the way through, and it got more confused in Bealby’s. 
mind, but it was clear from the outset that there was 
vile work afoot, nets spread and sweet simple people 
wronged And never were sweet and simple people 
quite so sweet and simple There was the wrongful 
brother who was weak and wicked and the rightful 
brother who was vindictively, almost viciously good, and 
there was an ingrained villain who was a baronet, a man 
who wore a frock-coat and a silk hat and carried gloves- 
and a stick in every scene and upon all occasions — that 
sort of man He looked askance, always There was a. 
dear simple girl, with a vast sweet smile, who was loved 
according to their natures by the wrongful and the right- 
ful brother, and a large wicked red clad, lip biting 
woman whose passions made the crazy little stage quiver 
There was a comic butler — ^very different stuff from old 
Mergleson — ^who wore an evening coat and plaid tiousers 
and nearly choked Bealby Why weren’t all butlers like 
that? Funny And there were constant denunciations 
Always there were denunciations going on or denuncia 
tions impending That took Bealby particularly Never 
surely in all the world were bad people so steadily and 
thoroughly scolded and told what Everybody hissed 
them, Bealby hissed them And when they were told 
what, he applauded And yet they kept on with their 
wickedness to the very curtain Ihey retired — askance 
to the end Foiled but pursuing ‘‘ A time will come,’’’ 
they said 

There was a moment m the distresses of the heroine 
when Bealby dashed aside a tear And then at last 

23 
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most wonderfully it all came right The company lined 
up and hoped that Bealby was satisfied Bealby wished 
he had more hands His heart seemed to fill his body 
Oh 'prime f prime f 

And out he came into the sympathetic night But he 
was no longer a trivial Bealby, his soul was purged, he 
was a strong and silent man, ready to explode into 
generous repartee or nerve himself for high endeavour 
He slipped off in the opposite direction from the caravan 
because he wanted to be alone for a time and feel He 
was in a sphere of glorious illusion 

He was quite sure that he had been wronged Not 
to be wronged is to forgo the first privilege of goodness 
He had been deeply wronged by a plot — all those butlers 
were m the plot or why should they have chased him — 
he was much older than he really was, if it had been kept 
from him, and in truth he was a rightful earl “ Earl 
Shonts,” he whispered^ and indeed, why not? And 
Madeleine too had been wronged, she had been reduced 
to wander in this uncomfortable caravan, this Gypsy 
Queen, she had been brought to it by villains, the same 
villains who had wronged Bealby 

Out he went into the night, the kindly consenting 
summer night, where there is nothing to be seen or 
heard that will contradict these delicious wonderful per 
suasions 

He was so full of dreams that he stra}<ed far away 
along the dark country lanes and had at last the utmost 
difficulty in finding his way back to the caravan And 
when ultimately he got back after hours and hours of 
heroic existence it did not even seem that they had 
missed him It did not seem that he had been away 
half an hour 
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§ 2 

Tuesday was not so happy a day for Bealby as Monday 
Its shadows began when Mrs Bowles asked him in a 
friendly tone when it was clean-collar day 
He was unready with his answer 
“ And don’t you ever use a hair brush, Dick she 
asked Fm sure now there’s one in your parcel ” 

“ I do use It sometimes Mum,” he admitted 
^ And Fve never detected you with a tooth-brush yet 
Though that perhaps is extreme And Dick — soap? I 
think you’d better be letting me give you a cake of 
soap ” 

“ I’d be very much obliged, Mum ” 

“ I hardly dare hint, Dick, at a clean handkerchief 
Such things aie known ” 

“If you wouldn t mind — ^when I’ve got the break-- 
fast things done. Mum ” 

The thing worried him all through breakfast He 
had not expected personalities from Mrs Bowles More 
particularly personalities of this kind He felt he had 
to think hard 

He affected modesty after he had cleared away break- 
fast, and carried off his little bundle to a point m the 
stream which was masked from the encampment by 
willows With him he also brought that cake of soap 
He began by washing his handkerchief, which was bad 
policy because that left him no dry towel but his jacket 
He ought, he perceived, to have secured a dish-cloth or 
a newspaper (This he must remember on the next 
occasion ) He did over his hands and the more exposed 
parts of his face with soap and jacket Then he took 
off and examined his collar It certainly was pretty 
bad 

“Why’” cried Mrs Bowles when he returned, 
“ that’s still the same collar ” 

“ They all seem to’ve got crumpled, ’m,” said Bealbj 
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But are they all as dirty?” 

“ Fd some blacking in my parcel,” said Bealby, “ and 
It got loose. Mum I’ll have to get another collar when 
we come to a shop ” 

It was a financial sacrifice, but it was the only way, 
and when they came to the shop Bealby secured a very 
nice collar indeed, high with pointed turn-down corners, 
so that It cut his neck all round, jabbed him under the 
chin and gave him a proud upcast carriage of the head 
that led to his treading upon and very completely des- 
troying a stray plate while preparing lunch But it was 
more of a man’s collar, he felt, than anything he had 
ever worn before And it cost sixpence halfpenny, si 
dee and a half 

(I should have mentioned that while washing up the 
breakfast things he had already broken the handle off 
one of the breakfast cups Both these accidents deepened 
the cloud upon his day) 

And then there was the trouble of William William 
having meditated upon the differences between them for 
a day had now invented an activity As Bealby sat 
beside him behind the white horse he was suddenly and 
frightfully pinched Gee ! One wanted to yelp 

Choc’late,” said William through his teeth and very 
savagely Now then ” 

After William had done that twice Bealby preferred to 
walk beside the caravan Thereupon William whipped 
up the white horse and broke records and made all the 
crockery sing together and forced the pace until he was 
spoken to by Mrs Bowles 

It was upon a Bealby thus depressed and worried that 
the rumour of impending men-folk ” came It began 
after the party had stopped for letters at a village post- 
office, there were not only letters but a telegram, that 
Mrs Bowles read with her spats far apart and her head 
on one side **Ye’d like to know about it,” she said 
waggishly to Miss Philips, ** and you just shan’t ” 

She then went into her letters 
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“ YouVe got some news,” said Mrs Geedge 
I have that,” said Mrs Bowles, and not a word 
more could they get from her 

“ ni keep my news no longer,” said Mrs Bowles, 
lighting her cigarette after lunch as Bealby hovered about 
clearing away the banana-skins and suchlike vestiges of 
dessert To morrow night as ever is, if so be we get 
to Winthorpe-Sutbury, there’ll be Men among us ” 
‘‘But Tom’s not coming?” said Mrs Geedge 
“ He asked Tim to tell me to tell you ” 

“ And you’ve kept it these two hours, Judy ” 

“For your own good and peace of mind But now 
the murther’s out Come they will, your Man and my 
Man, pretending to a pity because they can’t do without 
us But like the self-indulgent monsters they are, they 
must needs stop at some grand hotel, Redlake he calls 
It, the Royal, on the hill above Winthorpe Sutbury 
The Royal ’ The very name describes it Can’t you 
see the lounge, girls, with its white cane chairs? And 
saddlebacks’ No other hotel it seems is good enough 
for them, and we if you please are asked to go m and 
have — ^what does the man call it — the ‘comforts of 
decency ’ — and let the caravan rest for a bit ” 

“ Tom promised me I should run wild as long as I 
chose,” said Mrs Geedge, looking anything but wild 
“They’re after thinking we’ve had enough of it,” 
said Mrs Bowles 

“ It sounds like that ” 

“ Sure I’d go on like this for ever,” said Judy “ ’Tis 
the Man and the House and all of it that oppresses me 
Vans for Women ” 

“ Let’s not go to Winthorpe-Sutbury,” said Made- 
leine 

(The first word of sense Bealby had heard ) 

“Ah’” said Mrs Bowles archly, “who knows but 
what there’ll be a Man for you? Some sort of Man 
anyhow ” 

(Bealby thought that a most improper remark ) 
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I want no man 
Ah’’’ 

‘ Why do you sav Ah like that? ’ 

“ Because I mean Ak like that ’ 

‘‘ Meaning?” 

“ Just that ” 

Miss Philips eyed Mrs Bowles and Mrs Bowles eyed 
Miss Philips 

“Judy,’ she said, “you’ve got something up your 
sleeve ” 

“ Where it s perfectly comfortable,” said Mrs Bowles 

And then quite maddeningly, she remarked, “Will 
you be after washing up presently, Dick ? ’ and looked 
at him with a roguish quiet over her cigarette It was 
necessary to disabuse her mind at once of the idea that 
he had been listening He took up the last few plates 
and went off to the washing-place by the stream All 
the rest of that conversation had to be lost 

Except that as he came back for the Hudson’s soap he 
heard Miss Philips say, ‘ Keep your old Men I’ll just 
console myself with Dick, my dears Making such a 
Mystery ’ 

To which Mrs Bowles replied darkly, “ She httU 
knows ” 

A kind of consolation was to be got from that 
But what was it she little knew? 

§ 3 

The men folk when they came were nothing so terrific 
to the sight as Beal by had expected And thank Heaven 
there were only two of them and each assigned Some- 
thing he perceived was said about some one else, he 
couldn’t quite catch what, but if there was to have been 
some one else, at any rate there now wasn’t Professor 
Bowles was animated and Mr Geedge was gracefully 
cold, they kissed their wives but not offensively, and 
there was a chattering pause while Bealby walked on 
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beside the caravan They were on the bare road that 
runs along the high ridge above Wmthorpe-Sutbury, and 
the men had walked to meet them from some hotel or 
other — Bealby wasn’t clear about that — by the golf-links 
Judv was the life and soul of the encounter, and all for 
asking the men what thej' meant by intruding upon 
three independent women who, sure-alive, could very 
well do without them Professor Bowles took her pretty 
calmlv, and seemed on the whole to admire her 

Professor Bowles was a compact little man wearing 
spectacles with alternative glasses, partly curved, partly 
flat, he was hairy and dressed in that sort of soft tweedy 
stuff that ravels out — he seemed to have been sitting 
among thorns — and baggy knickerbockers with straps and 
very thick stockings and very sensible open-air, in fact 
quite mountainous, boots And yet though he was short 
and stout and active he had a kind of authority about 
him, and it was clear that for all her persuasiveness his 
wife merely ran over him like a creeper without making 
any great difference to him Fve found,” he said, the 
perfect place for your encampment ” She had been 
making suggestions And presently he left the ladies 
and came hurrying after the caravan to take control 
He was evidently a very controlling person 
Here, you get down,” he said to William ‘^That 
poor beast’s got enough to pull without you ” 

And when William mumbled he said, “ Hey?” in such 
a shout that William for ever after held his peace 
“ Where d’you come from, you boy, you ?” he asked 
suddenly, and Bealby looked to Mrs Bowles to explain 
Great silly collar you’ve got,” said the Professor, 
interrupting her reply Boy like this ought to wear a 
wool shirt Dirty too Take it off, boy It’s choking 
you Don’t you feel it ?” 

Then he went on to make trouble about the tackle 
William had rigged to contain the white horse 

“This harness makes me sick,” said Professor Bowles 
“ It’s worse than Italy ” 
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‘‘Ah’” he cried and suddenly darted off across the 
turf, going inelegantly and very rapidly, with peculiar 
motions of the head and neck as he brought first the flat 
^nd then the curved surface of his glasses into play 
Finally he dived into the turf, remained scrabbling on 
all fours for a moment or so, became almost still for the 
fraction of a minute and then got up and returned to his 
wife, holding in an exquisite manner something that 
struggled between his finger and his thumb 

“That’s the third to-day,” he said triumphantly 
■“ The), swarm here It’s a migration ” 

Then he resumed his penetrating criticism of the 
•caravan outfit 

“ That boy,” he said suddenly with his glasses oblique, 
hasn’t taken off his collar yet ” 

Bealby revealed the modest secrets of his neck and 
pocketed the collar 

Mr Geedge did not appear to observe Bealby He 
was a man of the super-aquiline type with a nose like a 
rudder, he held his face as if it was a hatchet in a pro- 
cession, and walked with the dignity of a man of 
honour You could see at once he was a man of 
honour Inflexibly, invincibly he was a man of honour 
You felt that any when, in a fire, in an earthquake, in a 
railway accident when other people would be running 
about and doing things he would have remained — a man 
of honour It was his pride rather than his vanity to be 
mistaken for Sir Edward Grey He now walked along 
with Miss Philips and his wife behind the disputing 
Bowleses, and discoursed in deep sonorous tones about 
the healthiness of healthy places and the stifling feeling 
one had in towns when there was no air 

§4 

The Professor was remarkably active when at last the 
point he had chosen for the encampment was reached 
Bealby was told to “ look alive ” twice, and William was 
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assigned to his genius and species “ The man’s an abso 
lute idiot,” was the way the Professor put it William 
just shot a glance at him over his nose 

The place certainly commanded a wonderful view 
It was a turfy bank protected from the north and south 
by bushes of yew and the beech-bordered edge of a chalk 
pit, it was close beside the road, a road which went 
steeply down the hill into Wmthorpe-Sutbury, with that 
intrepid decision peculiar to the hill roads of the south 
of England It looked indeed as though you could throw 
the rinse of your teacups into the Winthorpe Sutbury 
street, as if you could jump and impale yourself upon 
the church spire The hills bellied out east and west and 
carried hangers, and then swept round to the west m a 
long level succession of projections, a perspective that 
merged at last with the general horizon of hilly blue 
nesses, amidst which Professor Bowles insisted upon a 
‘‘ sapphire glimpse ” of sea The Channel,” said Pro 
fessor Bowles, as though that made it easier for them 
Only Mr Geedge refused to see even that mitigated 
version of the sea There was something perhaps bluish 
and level, but he was evidently not going to admit it 
was sea until he had paddled in it and tested it m every 
way known to him 

Good Lori cried the Professor What’s the 
man doing now?” 

William stopped the struggles and confidential dis- 
couragements he was bestowing upon the white horse 
and waited for a more definite reproach 

“ Putting the caravan alongside to the sun ’ Do you 
think It will ever get cool again? And think of the 
blaze of the sunset — through the glass of that door 
William spluttered " If I put’n t’other way — goo 
runnin’ down t’hill like,” said William 

Imbecile*” cried the Professor **Put something 
under the wheels HereP'* He careered about and 
produced great grey fragments of a perished yew tree 
“ Now, then,” he said ** Head up-hill ” 
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William did his best 
Oh * not like that ' Here, you 
Bealby assisted with obsequious enthusiasm 
It was some time before the caravan was adjusted to 
the complete satisfaction of the Professor But at last it 
was done and the end door gaped at the whole prospect 
of the Weald with the steps hanging out idiotically like 
a tongue The hind wheels were stayed up very cleverly 
by lumps of chalk and chunks of yew, living and dead, 
and certainly the effect of it was altogether taller and 
better And then the preparations for the midday cook- 
ing began The Professor was full of acute ideas about 
camping and cooking, and gave Bealby a lively but in- 
structive time There was no stream handy, but William 
was sent off to the hotel to fetch a garden water cart that 
the Professor with infinite foresight had arranged should 
be ready 

The Geedges held aloof from these preparations — 
they were unassuming people, Miss Phillips concentrated 
her attention upon the Weald — it seemed to Bealby a 
little discontentedly, as if it was unworthy of her — and 
Mrs Bowles hovered, smoking cigarettes, over her hus- 
band’s activities, acting great amusement 

You see it pleases me to get Himself busy,” she said 
“ You’ll end a Camper yet, Darlint, and us in the hotel ” 
The Professor answered nothing, but seemed to plunge 
deeper into practicality 

Under the urgency of Professor Bowles Bealby 
stumbled and broke a glass jar of marmalade over some 
fried potatoes, but otherwise did well as a cook’s assist- 
ant Once things were a little interrupted by the Pro- 
fessor going off to catch a cricket, but whether it was the 
right sort of cricket or not he failed to get it And then 
with three loud reports — for a moment Bealby thought 
the mad butlers from Shonts were upon him with fire- 
arms — Captain Douglas arrived and got off his motor- 
bicycle and left it by the roadside His machine 
accounted for his delay, for those were the early days 
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of motor bicycles It also accounted for a black smudge 
under one of his bright little eyes He was fair and 
flushed, dressed in oilskins and a helmet shaped cap and 
great gauntlets that made him, in spite of the smudge, 
look strange and brave and handsome like a Crusader — 
only that he was clad in oilskin and not steel, and his 
moustache was smaller than those of Crusaders were — 
and when he came across the turf to the encampment 
Mrs Bowles and Mrs Geedge both set up a crv of 
^ K- Ah and Miss Philips turned an accusing face upon 
those two ladies Bealby knelt with a bunch of knives 
and forks in his hand laying the cloth for lunch, and 
when he saw Captain Douglas approaching Miss Philips, 
he perceived clearly that that lady had already forgotten 
her lowly adorer, and his little heart was smitten with 
desolation This man was arrayed like a chivalrous god, 
and how was a poor Bealby, whose very collar, his one 
little circlet of manhood, had been reft from him, how 
was he to compete with this tremendousness? In that 
hour the ambition for mechanism, the passion for leather 
and oilskin was sown in Bealby ’s heart 

I told you not to come near me for a month,” said 
Madeleine, but her face was radiant 

These motor bicvcles — ^very difficult to control,” 
said Captain Douglas, and all the little golden-white 
hairs upon his sunlit cheek glittered in the sun 

And besides,” said Mrs Bowles, “ it’s all nonsense ” 
The Professor was in a state of arrested administra 
tion, the three others were frankly audience to a clearly 
understood scene 

“ You ought to be in France ” 

“ Fm not in France ” 

I sent you into exile for a month,” and she held 
out a hand for the Captain to kiss 
He kissed it 

Someday, somewhere, it was written in the book of 
destiny Bealby should also kiss hands It was a lovely 
thing to do 
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(This man had been at Shonts*) 

“That was on Sunday morning?” said Mrs Geedge 
“ On Sunday morning,” said Mrs Bowles suddenly, 
“ we were almost within sight of Shonts ” 

(This man had been at Shonts even at the time when 
Bealby was there*) 

“ Early on Sunday morning Told to go I was 
fairly flabbergasted What the deuce is a man to do?* 
Where’s he to go ? Sunday ? One doesn^t go to places, 
Sunday morning There I’d been sleeping like a lamb 
all night and suddenly in came Laxton and said, * Look 
here, you know,’ he said, ‘you’ve got to oblige me and 
pack your bag and go Now ’ ‘ Why ?’ said I * Be- 

cause you’ve driven the Lord Chancellor stark staring 
mad’’” 

“ But how ?” asked the Professor almost angrily, 
“ how ? I don’t see it Why should he ask you to go ?” 
“/ don’t know’” cried Captain Douglas 
“Yes, but — said the Professor, protesting against 
the unreasonableness of mankind 

“ I’d had a word or two with him in the tram 
Nothing to speak of About occupying two corner 
seats — ^always strikes me as a cad’s trick — ^but on my 
honour I didn’t rub it in And then he got it into his 
head we were laughing at him at dinner — ^we were a bit, 
but only the sort of thing one says about any one — 
way he works his eyebrows and all that — and then he 
thought I was ragging him I dorUt rag people 

Got It so strongly he made a row that night Said I’d 
made a ghost slap him on his back Hang it * — ^what 
can you say to a thing like that? In my room all the 
time ” 

“ You suffer for the sins of your brother,” said Mrs 
Bowles 

“Heavens’” cried the Captain, “I never thought of 
that ’ Perhaps he mistook me ’ 

He reflected for a moment and continued his narra 
tive “ Then in the night, you know, he heard noises ” 
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^ They always do, ’ said the Professor nodding con- 
firmation 

‘ Couldn’t sleep ” 

“ A sure sign, ’ said the Professor 

“And finally he sallied out in the early morning 

caught the butler in one of the secret passages ” 

“How did the butler get into the secret passage?” 
“ Going round, I suppose Part of his duties 
Anvhow he gave the poor beggar an awful doing — 
awful — hrutal — black eye — all that sort of thing, man 
much too respectful to hit back Finally declared I’d 
been getting up a kind of rag —squaring the servants to 
help and so forth Laxton, I fancy, half believed 

It Awkward thing, you know, having it said about 
that }ou ragged the Lord Chancellor Makes a man 
seem a sort of mischievous idiot Injures a man Then 
going away, you see, seems a kind of admission ” 
“ Why did you go ?” 

“ Lucy,” said the Captain compactl}' “ Hysterics 
“ Shonts would have burst,” he added, “ if I hadn’t 
gone ” 

Madeleine was helpful “But you’ll have to do 
something further,” she said 

“ What IS one to do squealed the Captain 
“ The sooner you get the Lord Chancellor certified a 
lunatic,” said the Professor soundly, “ the better for 
your professional prospects ” 

“ He went on prettv bad after I’d gone ” 

“You’ve heard?” 

“ Two letters I picked ’em up at Wheatley Post 
Office this morning You know he hadn’t done with 
that butler | Actually got out of his place and scruffed 
the poor devil at lunch Shook him like a rat, she 
says Said the man wasn’t giving him anything to 
drink — ^nice story, eh? Anyhow he scruffed him until 
things got broken 

“ I had It all from Minnie Timbre — ^you know, used 
to be Minnie Flax ” He shot a propitiatory glance at 
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Madeleine “ Used to be neighbours of ours you know, 
in the old time Half the people, she says, didn’t 
know what was happening Thought the butler was 
apoplectic and that old Moggeridge was helping him 
stand up Taking off his collar It was Laxton thought 
of saying it was a fit Told everybody, she sa-^s Had 
to tell ’em Something, I suppose But she saw better, 
and she thinks a good many others did Laxton ran ’em 
both out of the room Nice scene for Shonts, eh? 
Thundering awkward for poor Lucv Not the sort of 
thing the county expected Has her both wavs Can t 
go to a house where the Lord Chancellor goes mad 
One alternative Can’t go to a house where the butler 
has fits That s the other See the dilemma ? 

“ I ve got a letter from Lucy too I^s here ” — he 
struggled — ‘^See? Eight sheets — ^pencil "‘^No Joke for 
a man to read that And she writes worse than an\ 
decent, self-respecting, illiterate woman, has a right to 
do Quivers Like writing in a train Can’t read 
half of it But she's got something about a boy on her 
mind Mad about a bov Have I taken away a boy? 
They’ve lost a bov Took him in my luggage, I suppose 
She’d better write to the Lord Chancellor Likely as 
not he met him in some odd corner and flew at him 
Smashed him to atoms Dispersed him Anyhow 
they ve lost a bov ” 

He protested to the world 1 can’t go hunting lost 
boys for Lucv I’ve done enough coming away as I 
did 

Mrs Bowles held out an arresting cigarette 

‘‘ What sort of boy was lost ?” she asked 

“7 don’t know Some little beast of a boy I dare 
say she’d only imagined it Whole thing been too much 
for her ” 

“ Read that over again,” said Mrs Bowles, “ about 
losing a boy Weve found one” 

“ That little chap ?” 

^*We found that boy” — she glanced over her 
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shoulder, but Bealby was nowhere to be seen — “ on 
Sunday morning near Shonts He strayed into us like 
a lost kitten ” 

‘‘ But I thought you said you knew his father, Judy,” 
objected the Professor 

Didn’t verify,” said Mrs Bowles shortly, and then 
to Captain Douglas, “ Read over again what Ladv 
Laxton says about him ” 


§6 

Captain Douglas struggled with the difficulties of his 
cousin’s handwriting 

Everybody drew together over the fragments of the 
dessert with an eager cunosity, and helped to weigh 
Lady Laxton’s rather dishevelled phrases 


§7 

“We’ll call the principal witness,” said Mrs Bowles 
at last, warming to the business “Dick*” 

“Di-ick*” 

^^Dickr 

The Professor got up and strolled round behind the 
caravan Then he returned “No boy there ” 

“He heard said Mrs Bowles in a large whisper 
and making round wonder-eyes 

“ She says ” said Douglas, “ that the chances are he’s 
got into the secret passages ” 

The Professor strolled out to the road and looked up 
It and then down upon the roofs of Winthorpe-Sutbury 
No,” he said “ He’s mizzled ” 

“ He’s only gone away for a bit,” said Mrs Geedge 
■“He does sometimes after lunch He’ll come back to 
wash up” 

“ He’s probably taking a snooze among the yew bushes 
before facing the labours of washing up,” said Mrs 
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Bowles “ He canH have mizzled You see — in there — 
He can’t by any chance have taken his luggage'” 

She got up and clambered — ^with a little difficulty 
because of its piled up position, into the caravan It’s 
all right,” she called out of the door “ His little 
parsivel is still here ” 

Her head disappeared again 

‘‘ I don’t think he’d go away like this,” said Made 
leine “ After all, what is there for him to go to — even 
if he is Lady Laxton’s missing boy? ” 

I don’t believe he heard a word of it,” said Mrs 
Geedge 

Mrs Bowles reappeared, with a curious looking 
brown-paper parcel in her hand She descended care 
fully She sat down by the fire and held the parcel on 
her knees She regarded it and her companions wag 
gishly and lit a fresh cigarette Our link with Dick,” 
she said, with the cigarette in her mouth 

She felt the parcel, she poised the parcel, she looked 
at It more and more waggishly ‘‘I wonder she 
said 

Her expression became so waggish that her husband 
knew she was committed to behaviour of the utmost 
ungen tlemanlmess He had long ceased to attempt re- 
straint in these moods She put her head on one side 
and tore open the corner of the parcel just a little way 
"A tin can,” she said in a stage whisper 
She enlarged the opening “Blades of grass,” she 
said 

The Professor tried to regard it humorously Even 
if you have ceased to be decent you can still be 
frank I think now, my dear, you might just 

straightforwardly undo the parcel 

She did Twelve unsympathetic eyes surveyed the 
evidences of Bealby’s utter poverty 

“ He’s coming,” cried Madeleine suddenly 
Judy re-packed hastily, but it was a false alarm 
“ I said he’d mizzled,” said the Professor 
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“And without washing up’” wailed Madeleine “I 
couldn’t have thought it of him ” 

§8 

But Bealb> had not ' mizzled,” although he was 
conspicuously not in evidence about the camp There 
was neither sight nor sound of him for all the time they 
sat about the vestiges of their meal They talked of 
him and of topics arising out of him, and whether the 
Captain should telegraph to Lady Laxton, “ Boy practi 
cally found ” 

“I’d rather just find him,” said the Captain, “and 
anyhow until we get hold of him we don’t know it’s 
her particular boy ” 

Ihen they talked of washing up and how detestable 
it was And suddenly the two husbands, seeing their 
advantage, renewed their proposals that the caravanners 
should put up at the golf-links hotel, and have baths 
and the comforts of civilisation for a night or so — and 
anyhow walk thither for tea And as William had now 
returned — he was sitting on the turf afar off smoking a 
nasty-looking short clay pipe — they rose up and departed 
But Captain Douglas and Miss Philips for some reason 
did not go off exactly with the others but strayed apart,, 
straying away more and more into a kind of solitude 

First the four married people and then the two lovers 
disappeared over the crest of the downs 

§9 

For a time except for its distant sentinel the caravan 
seemed absolutely deserted, and then a clump of bramble 
against the wall of the old chalk-pit became agitated and 
a small, rueful, disillusioned, white smeared little Bealby 
crept back into the visible universe again His heart 
was very heavy 

The time had come to go 
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And he did not want to go He had loved the cara 
van He had adored Madeleine 

He would go, but he would go beautifully — touch 
ingly 

He would wash up before he went, he would make 
everything tidy, he would leave behind him a sense of 
irreparable loss 

With a mournful precision he set about this under 
taking If Mergleson could have seen him Mergleson 
would have been am'i 7 ed 

He made everything look wonderfully tidy 
Then in the place where she had sat, lying on her 
rug, he found her favourite book, a small volume of 
Swinburne s poems very beautifully bound Captain 
Douglas had given it to her 

Bealby handled it with a kind of reverence So 
luxurious It was, so unlike the books in Bealbv’s world, 
so altogether of her qualit} 

Strange forces prompted him For a time he hesi- 
tated Then decision came with a rush He selected 
a page drew the stump of a pencil from his pocket, 
wetted It very wet and, breathing hard, began to write 
that traditional message, “ Farewell Remember Art 
Bealby ” 

To this he made an original addition ‘‘ I washt up 
before I went ” 

Then he remembered that so far as this caravan went 
he was not Art Bealby at all He renewed the wetness 
of his pencil and drew black lines athwart the name of 
Art Bealby until it was quite unreasonable then across 
this again and pressing still deeper so that the subsequent 
pages re echoed it he wrote these singular words, “ Ed 
rightful Earl Shonts ” Then he was ashamed, and 
largely obliterated this by still more forcible strokes 
Finally above it all plainly and nakedly he wrote 
Dick Maltravers ” 

He put down the book with a sigh and stood up 
Everything was beautifully m order But could he 
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not do something yet? There came to him the idea 
of wreathing the entire camping-place with boughs of 
yew It would look lovely — ^and sitmificant He set 
to work At first he toiled zealously, but vew is tough 
to get and soon his hands were painful He cast about 
for some easier waj., and saw beneath the hind wheels 
of the caravan great green boughs — one particularly a 
splendid long branch It seemed to him that it 

would be possible to withdraw this branch from the 
great heap of sticks and stones that stayed up the hind 
wheels of the caravan It seemed to him that that was 
so He was mistaken, but that was the idea 

He set to work to do it It was rather more difficult 
to manage than he had supposed, there were unexpected 
ramifications, wider resistances Indeed the thing seemed 
rooted 

Bealby was a resolute youngster at bottom 

He warmed to his task He tugged harder and 

harder 


§ lo 

How various is the quality of humanity ^ 

About Bealby there was ever an imaginative touch, 
he was capable of romance, of gallantries, of devotion 
William was of a grosser clay, slave of his appetites, a 
materialist Such men as William drive one to believe 
m born inferiors, in the existence of a lower sort, in the 
natural inequality of men 

While Bealby was busy at his gentle task of repara- 
tion, a task foolish perhaps and not too ably conceived, 
but at any rate morally gracious, William had no thought 
in the world but the satisfaction of those appetites that 
the consensus of all mankind has definitely relegated to 
the lower category And which Heaven has relegated to 
the lower region of our frame He came now slinking 
towards the vestiges of the caravanners* picnic, and no 
one skilled in the interpretation of the human physi- 
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ognomy could have failed to read the significance of the 
tongue tip that drifted over his thin oblique lips He 
came so softly towards the encampment that Bealby did 
not note him Partly William thought of remnants of 
food but chiefly he was intent to dram the bottles 
Bealby had stuck them all neatly in a row a little way 
up the hill There was a cider-bottle with some heel- 
taps of cider, William drank that, then there was nearly 
half a bottle of hock and William drank that, then there 
were the drainings of the Burgundy and Apollinaris It 
was all drink to William 

And after he had drained each bottle William winked 
at the watching angels and licked his lips, and patted 
the lower centres of his being wi h a shameless base 
approval Then fired by alcohol, robbed of his last 
vestiges of self-control, his thoughts turned to the 
delicious chocolates that were stored in a daintily be 
ribboned box in the little drawers beneath the sleeping 
bunk of Miss Philips There was a new brightness in 
his eye, a spot of pink in either cheek With an expres 
Sion of the lowest cunning he reconnoitred Bealby 
Bealby was busy about something at the back end of 
the caravan, tugging at something 

With swift stealthy movements of an entirely graceless 
sort, William got up into the front of the caravan 
Just for a moment he hesitated before going in He 
craned his neck to look round the side at the unconscious 
Bealby, wrinkled the vast nose into an unpleasant 
grimace and then — a crouching figure of appetite — ^he 
crept inside 

Here they were^ He laid his hand in the drawer, 
halted listening 
What was that? 

Suddenly the caravan swayed He stumbled, and 
fear crept into his craven soul The caravan lurched 
It was moving Its hind wheels came to the 

ground with a crash 

He took a step doorward and was pitched sideways 
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and thrown upon his knees Then he was hurled 

against the dresser and hit by a falling plate A cup 
fell and smashed and the caravan seemed to leap and 
bound 

Through the little window he had a glimpse of yew 
bushes hurrying upward The caravan was going down- 
hill 

‘‘ Lummy ’ ’ said William, clutching at the bunks to 
hold himself upright 

Ca’arnt be that drink said William, aspread and 
aghast 

He attempted the door 

“ Crikey ’ Here ’ Hold on ’ My shin ’ 

’Tis thut Brasted Vool of a Boy’” 

“ ” said William “ 



§ll 


The carayan part) soon came to its decision They 
would stay the night in the hotel And so as soon as 
they had had some tea they decided to go back and make 
William bring the caravan and all the ladies’ things 
round to the hotel With characteristic eagerness Pro- 
fessor Bowles led the way 

And so It was Professor Bowles who first saw the 
release of the caravan He barked One short sharp 
bark “Whup’” he cried, and very quickly, Whats- 
theboydoing ?” 

Then quite a different style of noise, with the mouth 
open Wha — hoop ’ ” 

Then he set off running very fast down towards the 
caravan, waving his arms and shouting as he ran, “ Yaaps ’ 
Yoyx Idiot Yaaps’” 
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The others were less prompti}. active 

Down the slope they saw Bealby, a little struggling 
active Bealbv, tugging away at a vew branch until the 
caravan swaved with his efforts, and then — then there 
was a movement as though the thing tossed its head and 
reared, and a smash as the heap of stuff that staved up 
Its hind V heels collapsed 

It plunged like a horse with a dog at its heels, it 
lurched sideways, and then with an air of quiet delibera 
tion staited down the grass slope to the road and Win 
thorpe Sutburv 

Professor Bowles sped in pursuit like the wind, and 
Mrs Bowles after a gasping moment set off after her 
lord, her face round and resolute Mr Geedge followed 
at a more dignified pace, making the only really sound 
^^SS^stion that was offered on the occasion Hue ^ 
Stop It’’’ cried Mr Geedge, for all the world like his 
great prototype at the Balkan Conference And then 
like a large languid pair of scissors he began to run 
Mrs Geedge after some indefinite moments decided to 
see the humour of it all, and followed her husband m a 
Buttering rush, emitting careful little musical giggles as 
she ran, giggles that she had learned long ago from a 
beloved schoolfellow Captain Douglas and Miss Philips 
were some wav behind the others, and the situation had 
already developed considerably before they grasped what 
was happening Then obeying the instincts of a soldier 
the Captain came charging to support the others, and 
Miss Madeleine Philips after some wasted gestures 
realised that nobody was looking at her, and sat down 
quietly on the turf until this paralysing state of affairs 
should cease 

The caravan remained the centre of interest 

Without either indecent haste or any complete pause 
It pursued its way down the road towards the tranquil 
village below Except for the rumbling of its wheels 
and an occasional concussion it made very little sound, 
once or twice there was a faint sound of breaking 
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crockery from its interior and once the phantom of an 
angry yell, but that was all 

There was an effect of discovered personality about 
the thing This vehicle which had hitherto been con- 
tent to play a background part, a yellow patch amidst 
the scenery, was now revealing an individuality It was 
purposeful and touched with a suggestion of playfulness, 
at once kindly and human, it had its thoughtful instants. 
Its phases of quick decision, yet never once did it 
altogether lose a certain mellow dignity There was 
nothing servile about it, never fora moment for example 
did It betray its blind obedience to gravitation It was 
rather as if it and gravitation were going hand in hand 
It came out into the road, butted into the bank, swept 
round, meditated for a full second, and then headed 
down-hill, shafts foremost, going quietly faster and faster 
and swaying from bank to bank The shafts went before 
It like arms held out 

It had a quality — ^as if it were a favourite elephant 
running to a beloved master from whom it had been 
over-long separated Or a slightly intoxicated and 
altogether happy yellow guinea-pig making for some 
coveted food 

At a considerable distance followed Professor Bowles, 
a miracle of compact energy, running so fast that he 
seemed only to touch the ground at very rare 
intervals 

And then, dispersedly, in their order and according 
to their natures, the others 

There was fortunately very little on the road 

There was a perambulator containing twins, whose 
little girl guardian was so lucky as to be high up on the 
bank gathering blackberries 

A ditcher, ditching 

A hawker lost in thought 

His cart, drawn by a poor little black screw of a pony 
and loaded with the cheap flawed crockery that is so 
popular among the poor 
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A dog asleep in the middle of the village street 

Amidst this choice of objects the caravan displayed a 
whimsical humanity It reduced the children in the 
perambulator to tears, but passed It might have re- 
duced them to a sort of red-currant jellv It lurched 
heavily towards the ditcher and spared him, it chased the 
hawker up the bank, it v hipped off a wheel from the 
cart of crockery (which after an interval of astonishment 
fell like a vast objurgation) and then it directed its 
course with a grim intentness towards the dog 

It just missed the dog 

He woke up not a moment too soon He fled with a 
velp of dismay 

And then the caravan careered on a dozen yards 
farther, lost energy and — the only really undignified 
thing in Its whole career — stood on its head in a wide 
wet ditch It did this with just the slightest lapse into 
emphasis There ^ It was as if it gave a grunt — and 
perhaps there was the faintest suggestion of William in 
that grunt — and then it became quite still 

For a time the caravan seemed finished and done 
Its steps hung from its upper end like the tongue of 
a tired dog Except for a few minute noises as though 
It was scratching itself inside, it was as inanimate as 
death itself 

But up the hill road the twins were weeping, the 
hawker and the ditcher were saying raucous things, the 
hawker^s pony had backed into a ditch and was taking 
ill-advised steps, for which it was afterwards to be sorry, 
amidst the stock-in-trade, and Professor Bowles, Mrs 
Bowles, Mr Geedge, Captain Douglas and Mrs Geedge 
were running — ^running — one heard the various patter 
of their feet 

And then came signs of life at the upward door of 
the caravan, a hand, an arm, an active investigating leg 
seeking a hold, a large nose, a small intent vicious eye, 
in fact — ^William 

William maddened 
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Professor Bowles had reached the caravan With a 
startling agility he clambered up by the wheels and step 
and confronted the unfortunate driver It was an 
occasion for mutual svmpathv rather than anger, but 
the Professor was hasty, efficient and unsympathetic 
with the lower classes, and William s was an ill-regulated 
temperament 

You consummate assf ’ began Professor Bowles 

When William heard Professor Bowles saj- this, in- 
continently he smote him in the face, and when Professor 
Bowles was smitten in the face he grappled instantly and 
very bravely and resolutely with William 

For a moment they struggled fearfully, they seemed 
to be endowed instantaneously with innumerable legs, 
and then suddenly they fell through the door of the 
caravan into the interior, their limbs seemed to whirl 
for a wonderful instant and then they were swallowed 
up 

The smash was tremendous You would not have 
thought there was nearly so much in the caravan still 
left to get broken 

A healing silence 

^t length smothered noises of still inadequate adjust- 
ment within 

The village population in a state of scared delight 
appeared at a score of points and converged upon the 
catastrophe Sounds of renewed dissension between 
William and the Professor inside the rearing yellow 
bulk, promised further interests and added an element 
of mystery to this manifest disaster 

§ 12 

As Bealby, still grasping his great branch of yew, 
watched these events, a sense of human futility invaded 
his youthful mind For the first time he realised the 
gulf between intention and result He had meant so 
well 
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He perceived it would be impossible to explain 
The thought of even attempting to explain things to 
Professor Bowles was repellent to him 

He looked about him with round despairful eyes He 
selected a direction which seemed to promise the maxi- 
mum of concealment with the minimum of conversa- 
tional possibilit} and in that direction and without 
needless delay he set off, eager to turn over an entirely 
fresh page in his destiny as soon as possible 
To get away, — the idea possessed all his being 
From the crest of the downs a sweet voice floated 
after his retreating form and never overtook him 
Di— ick’’ 


§ 13 

Then presently Miss Philips arose to her feet, gathered 
her skirts in her hand, and with her delicious chin raised 
and an expression of countenance that was almost busi- 
ness-like, descended towards the gathering audience 
below She wore wide flowing skirts and came down 
the hill in Artemisian strides 

It was high time that somebody looked at her 






The Seeking of BedLby 


n 

V^/'N the same Monday evening that witnessed Beal- 
by’s first experience of the theatre, Mr Mergleson, the 
house steward of Shonts, walked slowly and thoughtfully 
across the corner of the park between the laundry and 
the gardens His face was much recovered from the 
accidents of his collision with the Lord Chancellor, 
resort to raw meat in the kitchen had checked the 
development of his injuries, and only a few contusions 
on the side of his face were more than faintly traceable 
And suffering had on the whole rather ennobled than 
depressed his bearing He had a black eye, but it was 
not, he felt, a common black eye It came from high 
quarters and through no fault of Mr Mergleson’s own 
He carried it well It was a fruit of duty rather than 
the outcome of wanton pleasure-seeking or misdirected 
passion 

He found Mr Darling in profound meditation over 
some peach-trees against the wall They were not doing 
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so well as they ought to do, and Mr Darling was 
engaged m wondering why 

“ Good evening, Mr Darling,” said Mr Mergleson 
Mr Darling ceased rather slowly to wonder and 
turned to his friend Good evening, Mr Mergleson/’ 
he said ‘‘ I don’t quite like the look of these here 
peaches, Mowed if I do ” 

Mr Mergleson glanced at the peaches and then came 
to the matter that was nearest his heart 

‘‘ You ’aven’t I suppose seen anything of your stepson 
these last two days, Mr Darling?” 

“ Naturally noi^^ said Mr Darling, putting his head 
on one side and regarding his interlocutor “ Naturally 
not, — I’ve left that to you, Mr Mergleson ” 

“Well, that s what’s awkward,” said Mr Mergleson, 
and then, with a forced easiness, “ You see, I ain’t seen 
’im either ” 

“ No’” 

“ No I lost sight of ’im ” — ^Mr Mergleson appeared 
to reflect — “ late on Sattiday night ’ 

“’Ow’s that, Mr Mergleson?” 

Mr Mergleson considered the difficulties of lucid 
explanation “We missed ’im,” said Mr Mergleson, 
simply regarding the well weeded garden path with a 
calculating expression and then lifting his eyes to Mr 
Darling’s with an air of great candour “ And we con 
tinue to miss him ” 

“ WellP^ said Mr Darling “ That’s rum ” 

“ Yes,” said Mr Mergleson 
“ It’s decidedly rum,” said Mr Darling 
“We thought ’e might be ’iding from *is work Or 
cut off ’ome ” , 

“You didn’t send down to ask” 

“We was too busy with the weekend people On 
the *ole we thought if ’e ^ad cut ’ome, on the ’ole ’e 
wasn’t a very serious loss ’E got in the way at times 
And there was one or two things ’appened — 
Now that they’re all gone and *e ’asn’t turned up — Well, 
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I came down, Mr Darling, to arst you Where’s ’e 
gone?” 

ain’t come ’ere,” said Mr Darling survej^ing 
the garden 

I ’arf expected ’e might and I ’arf expected ’e 
mightn’t,” said Mr Mergleson with the air of one who 
had anticipated Mr Darling’s answer but hesitated to 
admit as much 

The two gentlemen paused for some seconds and 
regarded each other searchingly 

Where’s ’e got to ?” said Mr Darling 
Well, ’ said Mr Mergleson, putting his hands where 
the tails of his short jacket would have been if it hadn’t 
been short and looking extraordinarily like a parrot m 
Its more thoughtful moods, “ to tell you the truth, Mr 
Darling, I’ve ’ad a dream about ’im — and it worries me 
I got a sort of ideer of ’im as being m one of them secret 
passages ’Iding away There was a guest, well, I say 
it with all respec’ but anyone might ’ave ’id from ’im 
S’morning soon as the week-end ’ad cleared up and 
gone ’ome, me and Thomas went through them passages 
as well as we could Not a trace of ’im But I still 
got that ideer ’E was a wriggling, climbing, enter- 
prising sort of bo} ” 

I’ve checked ’im for it once or twice,” said Mr 
Darling with the red light of fierce memories gleaming 
for a moment in his eyes 

“ ’E might even,” said Mr Mergleson, “ well, very 
likely ’ave got ’imself jammed in one of them secret 
passages ” 

“ Jammed,” repeated Mr Darling 
“ Well — got ’imself somewhere where ’e can’t get out 
I’ve ’eard tell there’s walled-up dungeons ” 

They say,” said Mr Darling, “ there s underground 
passages to the Abbey ruins — three good mile away ” 

‘‘ Orkward,” said Mr Mergleson 
‘‘ Drat ’is eves *” said Mr Darling, scratching his 
head ‘‘What does ’e mean by it?” 
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‘‘We can’t leave ’im there,” said Mr Mergleson 
“ I knowed a j^oung devil once what crawled up a 
culvert,” said Mr Darling “’Is father ’ad to dig ’im 
out like a fox Lord ’ ow ’e walloped ’im for it ” 

“ Mis ake to ’ave a boy in so young,” said Mr 
Meigleson 

“ It s all very awkward, said Mr Darling, surveying 

every aspect of the case ‘ You see ’Is Mother sets 

a most estrordinary value on ’im Most estrordmary ’ 

‘ I don’t know whether she oiightn t to be told,” said 
Mr Mergleson “ I was thinking of that ” 

Mr Darling was not the sort of man to meet trouble 
half way He shook his head at that “ Not yet, Mr 
Mergleson I don’t think -vet Not until everything’s 
been tried I don’t think there’s any need to give her 
needless distress, — none whatever If you don’t mind I 
think I’ll come up to-night — nineish sa) — and ave a talk 
to you and Thomas about it — a quiet talk Best to 
begin with a quiet talk It’s a dashed rum go, and me 
and )OU we got to think it out a bit ” 

“ That s what / think,” said Mr Mergleson with 
unconcealed relief at Mr Darling’s friendliness 
“That’s exactly the light, Mr Darling, in which it 
appears to me Because you see — if ’e’s all right and 
in the ’ouse, why doesn’t ’e come for ’is vittels ?” 


§2 

In the pantry that evening the question of telling 
someone was discussed further It was discussed over a 
number of glasses of Mr Mergleson s beer For, follow 
ing a sound tradition, Mr Mergleson brewed at Shonts, 
and sometimes he brewed well and sometimes he brewed 
ill, and sometimes he brewed weak and sometimes he 
brewed strong, and there was no monotony in the cups 
at Shonts This was sturdy stuff and suited Mr Darling’s 
mood, and ever and again with an author’s natural weak- 
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ness and an affectation of an abstraction Mr Mergleson 
took the jug out empty and brought it back foaming 
Henry, the second footman, was disposed to a forced 
hopefulness so as not to spoil the evening, but Thomas 
was sympathetic and distressed The red-haired youth 
made cigarettes with a little machine, licked them and 
offered them to the others, saying little, as became him 
Etiquette deprived him of an unproffered beer, and 
Mr Mergleson’s inattention completed what etiquette 
began 

“ I can’t bear to think of the poor little beggar, stuck 
head foremost into some cobwebby cranny, blowed if I 
can,” said Thomas, getting help from the jug 

“ He was an interesting kid,” said Thomas in a tone 
that was frankly obituary '‘He didn’t like his work, 
one could see that, but he was lively — and I tried to 
help him along all I could, when I wasn’t too busy 
myself ” 

“There was something sensitive about him,” said 
Thomas 

Mr Mergleson sat with his arms loosely thrown out 
over the table 

‘ What we got to do is to tell someone,” he said, 
“ I don’t see ’ow I can put off telling ’er ladyship — 
after to morrow morning And then — ^’eaven ’elp us’” 
“ Course / got to tell my missis,” said Mr Darling, 
and poured m a preoccupied way, some running over 
“We’ll go through them passages again now before 
we go to bed,” said Mr Mergleson, “ as far as we can 
But there’s ’oles and chinks on’y a boy could get 
through ” 

“ / got to tell the missis,” said Mr Darling “ That’s 
what’s worrying me ” 

As the evening wore on there was a tendency on the 
part of Mr Darling to make this the refrain of his 
discourse He sought advice “’Ow’d you tell the 
missis?” he asked Mr Mergleson, and emptied a glass 
to control his impatience before Mr Mergleson replied 
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“ I shall tell ’er ladyship, just simply, the fact I shall 
say, ‘ Your ladyship, here s my boy gone and we don^t 
know where ’ And as she arsts me questions so shall I 
give particulars ’ 

Mr Darling reflected and then shook his head slowly 
‘‘ ’Ow’d tell the missis he asked Thomas 
‘‘ Glad I haven’t got to,” said Thomas Poor little 
beggar*” 

“ Yes, but ’ow would you tell ’er?” Mr Darling said, 
varying the accent very carefully 

‘‘ I’d go to ’er and I’d pat her back and I’d say ^ Bear 
up,’ see, and when she asked what for, I d just tell her 
what for — gradual like ” 

You don’t know the missis, ’ said Mr Darling 
Henry, ’ow d tell ’er ’ 

Let er find out,” said Henry “ Wimmin do ” 

Mr Darling reflected, and decided that too was un- 
workable 

‘ ’Ow d you ? ’ he asked with an air of desperation of 
the red haired youth 

The led-haired youth remained for a moment with 
his tongue extended, licking the gum of a cigarette paper, 
and his eyes on Mr Darling Then he finished the 
cigarette slowly, giving his mind very carefully to the 
question he had been honoured with “ I think,” he 
said, in a low serious voice, “ I should say, just simplv, 
‘ Mary ’ — or ‘ Susan ’ — ^or whatever her name is ” 

“ Tilda,” supplied Mr Darling 
‘ ^ Tilda,’ I should say, * The Lord gave and the Lord 
’ath taken away Tilda * — ^’e’s gone ’ Somethin’ like 

that*” 

The red haired bov cleared his throat He was rather 
touched by his own simple eloquence 

Mr Darling reflected on this with profound satisfac 
tion for some moments Then he broke out almost 
querulously, ‘‘Yes, but brast him* — where*s ’e gone^^” 
“ Anyhow,” said Mr Darling, “ I ain’t going to tell 
’er not till the morning I ain’t going to lose my night’s 

24 
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rest if I ^mje lost 1117 stepson Nohow Mr Mergleson, 
I must say, I don’t think I ever 'ame tasted better beer 
Never It’s — it’s famous beer ” 

He had some more 

On his way back through the moonlight to the gardens 
Mr Darling was still unsettled as to the exact way of 
breaking things to his wife He had come out from the 
house a little ruffled because of Mr Mergleson’s oppo- 
sition to a rather good idea of his that he should go 
about the house and ‘‘ holler for ’im a bit He d know 
my voice you see Ladyship wouldn’t mind Very 
likely ’sleep by now ” But the moonlight dispelled his 
irritation 

How was he to tell his wife? He tried various 
methods to the listening moon 
There was for example the offhand newsy way You 
know tha’ boy yours?” Then a pause for the reply 
Then, ’E’s toley dis’peared ’ 

Only there are difficulties about the word totally 
Or the distressed impersonal manner ‘‘ Dre’fle thing 
happen’d Dre’fle thing Tha' poo’ lill’ chap, Artie — 
toley dis’peared ” 

Totally again 

Or the personal intimate note Dunno wha’ you’ll 
say t’ me, Tilda, when you hear whattogottasay Thur’ly 
bad news Seems they los’ our Artie up there — clean 
los’ 'im Can’t fine ’im nowhere ’tall ” 

Or the authoritative kindly “Tilda — ^you go’ con- 
trol yourself Go’ show whadyou made of Our boy — 
’e’s— hic— ” 

Then he addressed the park at large with a sudden 
despair Don’ care wha’ I say, she’ll blame it on to 
me I hnow ’er *” 

After that the enormous pathos of the situation got 
hold of him “ Poor lill’ chap,” he said “ Poor lill’ 
fdl’,” and shed a few natural tears 
“ Loved ’im jessis mione son ” 

As the circumambient night made no reply he re- 
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peated the remark m a louder, almost domineering 
tone 

He spent some time trying to climb the garden wall 
because the door did not seem to be in the usual place 
(Have to inquire about that in the morning DifHcult 
to see everything is all right when one is so bereaved) 
But finally he came on the aoor round a corner 

He told his wife merel}- that he intended to have a 
peaceful night, and took off his boots in a defiant and 
intermittent manner 

The morning would be soon enough 
She looked at him pretty hard, and he looked at her 
ever and again, but she ne\er made a guess at it 
Bed 

§3 

So soon as the week enders had dispersed and Sir 
Peter had gone off to London to attend to various matters 
affecting the peptonising of milk and the distribution of 
baby soothers about the habitable globe, Lady Laxton 
went back to bed and remained in bed until midday on 
Tuesday Nothing short of complete rest and the utmost 
kindness from her maid would, she felt, save her from a 
nervous breakdown of the most serious description The 
festival had been stormy to the end Sir Peter’s ill 
ad\ised attempts to deprive Lord Moggeridge of alcohol 
had led to a painful struggle at lunch, and this had been 
followed by a still more unpleasant scene between host 
and guest in the afternoon ‘‘This is an occasion for 
tact,” Sir Peter had said, and had gone off to tackle the 
Lord Chancellor, leaving his wife to the direst, best 
founded apprehensions For Sir Peter s tact was a thing 
by itself, a mixture of misconception, recrimination and 
familiarity that was rarely well received 

She had had to explain to the Sunday dinner party 
that his lordship had been called away suddenly 
“ Something connected with the Great Seal,” Lady 
Laxton had whispered in a discreet mysterious whisper 
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One or two simple hearers were left with the persuasion 
that the Great Seal had been taken suddenly unwell — 
and probably in a slightly indelicate manner Thomas 
had to paint Mergleson’s eye with grease-paint left over 
from some private theatricals It had been a patched-up 
affair altogether, and before she retired to bed that night 
Lady Laxton had given way to her accumulated tensions 
and wept 

There was no reason whatever why to wind up the 
day Sir Peter should have stayed in her room for an 
hour saying what he thought of Lord Moggeridge She 
felt she knew quite well enough what he thought of 
Lord Moggeridge, and on these occasions he always used 
a number of words that she did her best to believe, as a 
delicately brought-up woman, were unfamiliar to her 
ears 

So on Monday, as soon as the guests had gone, she 
went to bed again and stayed there, trying as a good 
woman should to prevent herself thinking of what the 
neighbours could be thinking — ^and saying — of the whole 
affair, by studying a new and very circumstantial pamph- 
let by Bishop Fowle on social evils, turning over the 
moving illustrations of some recent antivivisection 
literature and re-reading the accounts in the morning 
papers of a colliery disaster in the north of England 

To such women as Lady Laxton, brought up in an 
atmosphere of refinement that is almost colourless and 
living a life troubled only by small social conflicts and 
the minor violence of Sir Peter, blameless to the point 
of complete uneventfulness, and secure and comfortable 
to the point of tedium, there is something amounting to 
fascination in the wickedness and sufferings of more 
normally situated people, there is a real attraction and 
solace in the thought of pain and stress , and as her access 
to any other accounts of vice and suffering was restricted 
she kept herself closely in touch with the more explicit 
literature of the various movements for human moralisa- 
tion that distinguish our age, and responded eagerly and 
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generously to such painful catastrophes as enliven it 
The counterfoils of her cheque book witnessed to her 
gratitude for these vicarious sensations She figured her 
self to herself in her day dreams as a calm and white 
and shining in ervention checking and reproving amuse 
ments of an undesirable nature, and earning the tearful 
blessings of the mangled bye products of industrial 
enterprise 

There is a curious craving for entire reality in the 
feminine composition, and there were times when in 
spite of these feasts of particulars, she wished she could 
come just a little nearer to the heady dreadful nesses of 
life than simply writing a cheque against it She would 
have liked to have actually see 7 i the votaries of evil blench 
and repent before her contributions, to have herself 
unstrapped and revived and pitied some doomed and 
chloroformed victim of the so-called scientist,” to have 
herself participated in the stretcher and the hospital and 
humanity made marvellous by enlistment under the red 
cross badge But Sir Peter’s ideals of womanhood were 
higher than his language, and he would not let her soil 
her refinement with any vision of the pain and evil in 
the world Sort of woman they want up there is a 
Trained Nurse,” he used to sav when she broached the 
possibility of going to some famine or disaster You 
don’t want to go prying, old girl ” 

She suffered, she felt, from repressed heroism If 
ever she was to shine in disaster that disaster, she felt, 
must come to her, she might not go to meet it, and 
so you realise how deeply it stirred her, how it 
brightened her and uplifted her to learn from Mr 
Mergleson’s halting statements that perhaps that prob- 
ably, that almost certainly, a painful and tragical thing 
was happening even now within the walls of Shonts, 
that there was urgent necessity for action — if anguish 
was to be witnessed before it had ended and life saved 

She clasped her hands, she surveyed her large servitor 
with agonised green-grey eves 



BEALBY 


740 

Something must be done at once,” she said 
Everything possible must be done Poor little 
Mite»” 

Of course, my lady, ’e may ’ave run away * ” 

^‘Oh no^” she cried, ‘‘he hasn’t run away He 
hasn’t run away How can you be so wicked, Mergle- 
son ? Of course he hasn’t run away He’s there now 
And It’s too dreadful ” 

She became suddenly very firm and masterful The 
morning’s colliery tragedy inspired her imagination 
“We must get pick-axes,” she said “We must 
organise search parties Not a moment is to be lost, 
Mergleson — not a moment Get the men in off 

the roads Get everyone you can ” 

And not a moment was lost The road men were 
actually at work in Shonts before their proper dinner- 
hour was over 

They did quite a lot of things that afternoon Every 
passage attainable from the dining room opening was 
explored, and where these passages gave off chinks and 
crannies they were opened up with a vigour which Lady 
Laxton had greatly stimulated by an encouraging 
presence and liberal doses of whisky Through their 
efforts a fine new opening was made into the librarv 
from the wall near the window, a hole big enough for 
a man to fall through, because one did, and a great 
piece of stonework was thrown down from the Queen 
Elizabeth tower exposing the upper portion of the secret 
passage to the light of day Lady Laxton herself and 
the head housemaid went round the panelling with a 
hammer and a chisel, and called out “Are you there?” 
and attempted an opening wherever it sounded hollow 
The sweep was sent for to go up the old chimneys out- 
side the present flues Meanwhile Mr Darling had 
been set with several of his men to dig for, discover, 
pick up and lay open the underground passage or dis- 
used drain, whichever it was, that was known to run 
from the corner of the laundry towards the old ice 
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house, and that was supposed to reach to the Abbey 
rums After some bold exploratory excavations this 
channel was located and a report sent at once to Lady 
Laxton 

It was this and the new and alarming scar on the 
Queen Elizabeth tower that brought Mr Beaulieu 
Plummer post-haste from the estate office up to the 
house Mr Beaulieu Plummer was the Marquis of 
Cranberry’s estate agent, a man of great natural tact, and 
charged among other duties with the task of seeing that 
the Laxtons did not make away with Shonts during the 
period of their tenancy He was a sound compact little 
man, rarely out of extreme riding breeches and gaiters, 
and he wore glasses, that now glittered with astonish 
ment as he approached Lady Laxton and her band of 
spade workers 

At his approach Mr Darling attempted to become 
invisible but he was unable to do so 

“ Lady Laxton,” Mr Beaulieu Plummer appealed, 
“may I ask 

“ Oh, Mr Beaulieu Plummer, I’m so glad you’ve 
come A little bov — suffocating ^ I can hardly hear 
it ” 

“Suffocating’” cried Mr Beaulieu Plummer, 
^^uhere^^^ and was in a confused manner told 

He asked a number of questions that Lady Laxton 
found very tiresome But how did she know the boy 
was in the secret passages? Of course she knew, was it 
likely she would do all this if she didn’t know? But 
mightn’t he have run away? How could he when he 
was in the secret passages ? But why not first scour the 
countryside? By which time he would be smothered 
and starved and dead’ 

They parted with a mutual loss of esteem, and Mr 
Beaulieu Plummer, looking very serious indeed, ran as 
fast as he could straight to the village telegraph-office 
Or to be more exact he walked until he thought himself 
out of sight of Lady Laxton and then he took to his 
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"heels and ran He sat for some time in the parlour 
post office spoiling telegraph forms, and composing tele 
grams to Sir Peter Laxton and Lord Cranberry 

He got these off at last, and then drawn by an irre- 
sistible fascination went back to the park and watched 
from afar the signs of fresh activities on the part of 
Lady Laxton 

He saw men coming from the direction of the stables 
with large rakes "With these they dragged the orna 
mental waters 

Then a man with a pick-axe appeared against the 
skyline and crossed the roof in the direction of the clock 
tower, bound upon some unknown but probably highly 
destructive mission 

Then he saw Lady Laxton going oE to the gardens 
She was going to console Mrs Darling in her trouble 
This she did through nearly an hour and a half And 
on the whole it seemed well to Mr Beaulieu Plummer 
that so she should be occupied 

It was striking five when a telegraph boy on a bicycle 
came up from the village with a telegram from Sir Peter 
Xaxton 

Stop all proceedings absolutely,” it said, until I 
get to you ” 

Lady Laxton’s lips tightened at the message She was 
back from much weeping with Mrs Darling and alto- 
gether finely strung Here she felt was one of those 
supreme occasions when a woman must assert herself 

A matter of life or death,” she wired in reply, and to 
show herself how completely she overrode such dictation 
as this, she sent Mr Mergleson down to the village 
public-house with orders to engage anyone he could find 
there for an evening’s work on an extraordinarily liberal 
overtime scale 

After taking this step the spirit of Lady Laxton 
quailed She went and sat in her own room and 
quivered She quivered but she clenched her delicate 
fist 
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She would go through with it, come what might, she 
would go on with the excavation all night if necessary, 
but at the same time she began a little to regret that 
she had not taken earlier steps to demonstrate the im 
probability of Bealby having simply run away She set 
to work to repair this omission She wrote off to the 
Superintendent of Police in the neighbouring town, to 
the nearest magistrate, and then on the off chance to 
various of her week end guests, including Captain 
Douglas If It was true that he had organised the 
annoyance of the Lord Chancellor (and though she still 
rejected that view she did now begin to regard it as a 
permissible hypothesis), then he might also know some 
thing about the mystery of this boy’s disappearance 
Each letter she wrote she wrote with greater fatigue 
and haste than its predecessor and more illegibly 

Sir Peter arrived long after dark He cut across the 
corner of the park to save time, and fell into one of the 
trenches that Mr Darling had opened This added 
greatly to the eclat with which he came into the hail 
Lady Laxton withstood him for five minutes and 
then returned abruptly to her bedroom and locked her 
self in, leaving the control of the operations in his 
hands 

“If he’s not m the house,’ said Sir Peter, “all this 
is thunderin’ foolery, and if he’s in the house he’s dead 
If he’s dead he’ll smell m a bit and then’ll be the time 
to lool for him Somethin’ to go upon instead of all 
this blind hacking the place about No wonder they’re 
threatenin’ proceedings ” 


§ + 

Upon Captain Douglas Lady Laxton’s letter was 
destined to have a very distracting effect Because as 
he came to think it over, as he came to put her partly 
illegible allusions to secret passages and a missing boy 
side by side with his memories of Lord Moggendge’s- 
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accusations and the general mystery of his expulsion from 
Shonts, It became more and more evident to him that he 
had here something remarkably like a clue, something 
that might serve to lift the black suspicion of irreverence 
and levity from his military reputation And he had 
already got to the point of suggesting to Miss Philips 
that he ought to follow up and secure Bealby forthwith, 
before ever they came over the hill crest to witness the 
disaster to the caravan 

Captain Douglas, it must be understood, was a young 
man at war within himself 

He had been very nicely brought up, first m a charm 
ing English home, then in a preparatory school for 
selected young gentlemen, then in a good set at Eton, 
then at Sandhurst, where the internal trouble had begun 
to manifest itself Afterwards the Bistershires 

There were three mam strands in the composition 
of Captain Douglas In the first place and what was 
peculiarly his own quality was the keenest interest in 
the why of things and the how of things and the general 
mechanism of things He was fond of clocks, curious 
about engines, eager for science, he had a quick brain 
and nimble hands He read Jules Verne and liked to 
think about going to the stars and making flying 
machines and submarines — in those days when every- 
body knew quite certainly that such things were im- 
possible His brain teemed with larval ideas that only 
needed air and light to become active full-fledged 
ideas There he excelled most of us In the next 
place — ^but this second strand was just a strand that 
most young men have — ^he had a natural keen interest 
in the other half of humanity, he thought them lovely, 
interesting, wonderful, and they filled him with warm 
curiosities and set his imagination cutting the prettiest 
capers And in the third place, and there again he was 
ordinarily human, he wanted to be liked, admired, 
approved, well thought of And so constituted he 

had passed through the educational influence of that 
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English home, that preparatory school, the good set at 
Eton, the Sandhurst discipline, the Bistershire mess 
Now the educational influence of the English home, 
the preparatory school, the good set at Eton and Sand 
hurst in those days — though Sandhurst has altered a 
little since — ^was all to develop that third chief strand 
of his being to the complete suppression of the others, 
to make him look well and unobtrusive, dress well and 
unobtrusively, beha\ e well and unobtrusi\ ely, carry him 
self well, play games reasonably well, do nothing else 
well, and in the best possible form And the mo 
brothers Douglas, who were both really very much alike, 
did honestly do their best to be such plain and simple 
gentlemen as our country demands, taking pretentious 
established things seriously, and not being odd or in 
telligent — in spite of those insurgent strands 

But the strands were in them Below the surface the 
disturbing impulses worked and at last forced their way 
out 

In one Captain Douglas, as Mrs Rampound Pilbv 
told the Lord Chancellor, the suppressed ingenuity 
broke out in disconcerting mystifications and practical 
jokes that led to a severance from Portsmouth, in the 
other the pent up passions came out before the other 
ingredients m an uncontrollable devotion to the ob\ious 
and challenging femininity of Miss Madeleine Philips 
His training had made him proof against ordinary 
^^omen, deaf as it were to their charms, but she — she 
had penetrated And impulsive forces that have been 
pent up go with a bang when they go 

The first strand in the composition of Captain 
Douglas has still to be accounted for, the sinister 
strain of intelligence and inventiveness and lively 
curiosity On that he had kept a warier hold So far 
that had not been noted against him He had his 
motor bicycle it is true at a time when motor bicvcles 
were on the verge of the caddish, to that extent a 
wa chful eye might have found him suspicious, that was 
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all that showed I wish I could add it was all that 
there was, but other things — other things were going 
on Nobody knew about them But they were going 
on more and more 
He read books 

Not decent fiction, not official biographies about other 
fellows’ fathers and all the old anecdotes brought up to 
date and so on, but books with ideas, — you 1 now, 
philosophy, social philosophy, scientific stuff, all that rot 
The sort of stujf they read in mechanics^ institutes 
He thought He could have controlled it But he 
did not attempt to control it He tried to think He 
knew perfectly well that it wasn’t good form, but a 
VICIOUS attraction drew him on 

He used to sit in his bedroom study at Sandhurst, 
with the door locked, and write down on a bit of 
paper what he really believed and why He would 
cut all sorts of things to do this He would question 
things no properly trained English gentleman ever 
questions 

And — ^he experimented 

This you know was long before the French and 
American aviators It was long before the coming of 
that emphatic lead from abroad without which no 
well bred Fnglish mind permits itself to stir In the 
darkest secrecy he used to make little models of cane 
and paper and elastic in the hope that somehow he 
would find out something about flying Flying — that 
dream ’ He used to go off by himself to lonely places 
and climb up as high as he could and send these things 
fluttering earthward He used to moon over them 
and muse about them If anyone came upon him 
suddenly while he was doing these things, he would 
sit on his model, or pretend it didn’t belong to him or 
clap It into his pocket, whichever was most convenient, 
and assume the vacuous expression of a well-bred gentle- 
man at leisure — ^and so far nobody had caught him But 
It was a dangerous practice 
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And finally, and this now is the worst and last thing 
to tell of his eccentricities, he was keenly interested in 
the science of his profession and intensely ambitions 

He thought — though it wasn’t his business to think, 
the business of a junior officer is to obey and look a 
credit to his regiment — that the military science of the 
British army was not nearly so bright as it ought to be, 
and that if big trouble came there might be consider 
able scope for an inventive man who had done what he 
could to keep abreast with foreign work, and a con 
siderable weeding out of generals whose promotion had 
been determined entirely by their seniority, amiability 
and unruffled connubial felicity He thought that the 
field artillery would be found out — there was no good 
in making a fuss about it beforehand — that no end of 
neglected dodges would have to be picked up from the 
enemy, that the transport was feeble, and a health 
service — other than surgery and ambulance — ^an un 
known idea, but he saw no remedy but experience So 
he worked hard m secret, he worked almost as hard as 
some confounded foreigner might have done, in the 
belief that after the first horrid smash-up there might 
be a chance to do things 

Outwardly of course he was sedulously al right 
But he could not quite hide the stir in his mind It 
broke out upon his surface in a chattering activity of 
incompleted sentences which he tried to keep as 
decently silly as he could He had done his utmost 
hitherto to escape the observation of the powers that 
were His infatuation for Madeleine Philips had at 
any rate distracted censonous attention from these 
deeper infamies 

And now here was a crisis in his life Through some 
idiotic entanglement manifestly connected with this 
missing boy, he h«d got tarred by his brother’s brush 
and was under grave suspicion for liveliness and dis 
respect 

The thing might be his professional ruin And he 
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loved the suppressed possibilities of his work beyond 
measure 

It was a thing to make him absent-minded even in 
the company of Madeleine 

§'s 

Not only were the first and second strands m the 
composition of Captain Douglas in conflict with all his 
appearances and pretensions, but they were also in con 
flict with one another 

He was full of that concealed resolve to do and serve 
and accomplish great things in the world That was 
surely purpose enough to hide behind an easy-going un- 
pretending gentlemanliness But he was also tremend- 
ously attracted by Madeleine Philips, more particularly 
when she was not there 

A beautiful woman may be the inspiration of a great 
career This however he was beginning to find was not 
the case with himself He had believed it at first and 
written as much and said as much, and said it very 
variously and gracefully But becoming more and more 
distinctly clear to his intelligence was the fact that the 
reverse was the case Miss Madeleine Philips was 
making it very manifest to Captain Douglas that she 
herself was a career, that a lover with any other career 
in view need not — as the advertisements say — apply 

And the time she took up ’ 

The distress of being with her * 

And the distress of not being with her * 

She was such a proud and lovely and entrancing and 
distressing being to remember, and such a vain and 
difficult thing to be with 

She knew clearly that she was made for love, for she 
had made herself for love, and she went through life 
like Its empress with all mankind and numerous women 
at her feet And she had an ideal of the lover who 
should win her which was like an oleographic copy of 
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a Laszlo portrait of Douglas greatly magnified He was 
to rise rapidly to great things, he was to be a con 
queror and administrator, while attending exclusively to 
her And incidentalh she would gather desperate 
homage from all other men of mark, and these atten 
tions would be an added glory to her love for him 
At first Captain Douglas had been quite prepared to 
satisfy all these requirements He had met her at 
Shorncliffe, for her people were quite good military 
people, and he had worshipped his way straight to her 
feet He had made the most delightfully simple and 
delicate love to her He had given up his secret vice 
of thinking for the writing of quite surprisingly clever 
love-letters, and the little white paper models had 
ceased for a time to flutter m lonely places 

And then the thought of his career returned to him 
from a nev/ aspect, as something he might lay at her 
feet And once it had returned to him it remained 
with him 

‘*Some day,” he said, **and it may not be so very 
long, some of those scientific chaps will invent flying 
Then the army will have to take it up, )ou know” 

‘ I should love ” she said, to soar through the air ” 
He talked one day of going on active service How 
would It affect them if he had to do so? It was a 
necessary part of a soldier’s lot 

“ But I should come too she said ^‘I should come 
with you ” 

“ It might not be altogether convenient,” he said, for 
already he had learned that Madeleine Philips usually 
travelled with quite a large number of trunks and con 
siderable impressiveness 

'‘Of course,” she said, “ it would be splendid’ How 
could I let you go alone? You would be the great 
general and I should be with you always ” 

" Not always very comfortable,” he suggested 
“Silly boy’ — I shouldn’t mind thai^ How little 
you know me’ Any hardship’” 



BEALBY 


750 

A woman — if she isn’t a nurse ” 

“ I should come dressed as a man I would be your 
groom ” 

He tried to think of her dressed as a man, but nothing 
on earth could get his imagination any further than a 
vision of her dressed as a Principal Boy She was so 
delightfully and valiantly not virile, her hair would 
have flowed, her body would have moved, a richly 
fluent femininity — ^visible through any disguise 

§6 

That was in the opening stage of the controversy 
between their careers In those days they were both 
acutely in love with each other Their friends thought 
the spectacle quite beautiful, they went together so 
well Admirers, fluttered with the pride of participa- 
tion, asked them for week ends together, those theatrical 
week-ends that begin on Sunday morning and end on 
Monday afternoon She confided widely 

And when at last there was something like a rupture 
It became the concern of a large circle of friends 

The particulars of the breach were differently stated 
It would seem that looking ahead he had announced his 
intention of seeing the French army manoeuvres just 
when It seemed probable that she would be out of an 
engagement 

“ But I ought to see what thej are doing,” he said 
They’re going to try those new dirigibles ” 

Then should she come ? 

He wanted to whisk about It wouldn’t be any fun 
for her They might get landed at nightfall in any old 
hole And besides people would talk-« Especially as 
It was in France One could do unconventional things 
in England one couldn’t in France Atmosphere was 
different 

For a time after that halting explanation she main- 
tained a »lence Then she spoke in a voice of deep 
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feeling She perceived, she said, that he vpanted his 
freedom She would be the last person to hold a 
reluctant lover to her side He might go — to any 
manoeuvres He might go if he wished round the 
world He might go away from her for ever She 
would not detain him, cripple him, hamper a career 
she had once been assured she inspired 

The unfortunate man torn between his love and his 
profession protested that he hadn^t meant that 
Then what had he meant? 

He realised he had meant something remarkably like 
It, and he found great difficulty in expressing these fine 
distinctions 

She banished him from her presence for a month, 
said he might go to his manoeuvres — ^with her blessing 
As for herself, that was her own affair Some day 
perhaps he might know more of the heart of a 
woman She choked back tears — ^very beautifully, 

and military science suddenly became a trivial matter 
But she was firm He wanted to go He must go For 
a month anyhow 
He went sadly 

Into this opening breach rushed friends It was the 
inestimable triumph of Judy Bowles to get there first 
To begin with, Madeleine confided in her and then, 
availing herself of the privilege of a distant cousinship, 
she commanded Douglas to tea in her Knightsbridge 
flat and had a good straight talk with him She liked 
good straight talks with honest young men about their 
love affairs, it was almost the only form of flirtation 
that the Professor, who was a fierce tough undis 
criminating man upon the essentials of matrimony, 
permitted her And there was something peculiarly 
gratifying about Douglas’s complexion Under her 
guidance he was induced to declare that he could not 
live without Madeleine, that her love was the heart 
of his life, without it he was nothing and with it he 
could conquer the world permitted herself 
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§ 7 

This meeting was no ecception to their other 
meetings 

The coming to her was a crescendo of poetical desire, 
the sight of her a climax and then — an accumulation of 
irritations 

He had thought being with her would be pure 
delight, and as they went over the down straying after 
the Bowles and the Geedges towards the Redlake Hotel 
he already found himself rather urgently asking her to 
marry him, and being annoyed by what he regarded as 
her evasiveness 

He walked along with the restrained movement of a 
decent Englishman, he seemed as it were to gesticulate 
only through his clenched teeth, and she floated beside 
him, m a blue dress that with a wonderful foresight 
she had planned for breezy uplands on the basis of 
Botticelli’s Pnmavera He was urging her to marry 
him soon, he needed her, he could not live in peace 
without her It was not at all what he had come to 
say, he could not recollect that he had come to say 
anything, but now that he was with her it was the only 
thing he could find to say xo her 

“ But, my dearest bov,’* she said, ‘‘ how are we to 
marry? What is to become of your career and my 
career?” 

‘‘I’ve left my career^” cried Captain Douglas with 
the first clear note of irritation in his voice 

“Oh^ don’t let us quarrel,” she cried “Don’t let 
us talk of all those distant things Let us be happy 
Let us enjoy just this lovely day and the sunshine and 
the freshness and the beauty Because you know 

we are snatching these days We have so few days 
together Each — each must be a gem Look^ 

dear, how the breeze sweeps through these tall dry 
stems that stick up everywhere — low broad ripples ” 
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She was a perfect work of art, abolishing time and 
obligations 

For a time thev walked in silence Then Captain 
Douglas said, ‘‘All very well — beauty and all that — 
but a fellow likes to know where he is ’’ 

She did not answer immediately and then she said, 
“ I believe you are angry because you have come away 
from France ” 

“Not a bit of It,’’ said the Captain stoutly “I’d 
come awav from anywhere to be with you ” 

“ I wonder,” she said 

« Well,— haven’t I?” 

“I wonder if you ever are with me Oh’ — I 

know you want me I know you desire me But the 
real thing, the happiness, — love What is anything to 
love — anything at alP” 

In this strain they continued until their footsteps 
led them through the shelter of a group of beeches 
And there the gallant Captain sought expression in 
deeds He kissed her hand, he sought her lips She 
resisted softly 

“ No,” she said, “ only if you love me with all your 
heart ” 

Then suddenly, wonderfully, conquenngly she 
yielded him her lips 

“Oh’” she sighed presently, “if only you under- 
stood ” 

And leaving speech at that enigma she kissed 
again 

But you see now how difficult it was under these 
mystically loving conditions to introduce the idea of a 
prompt examination and dispatch of Bealby Already 
these da}s were consecrated 

And then Bealby vanished — going seaward 

Even the crash of the caravan disaster did little to 
change the atmosphere In spite of a certain energetic 
quality m the Professor’s direction of the situation — 
he was a trifle embittered because his thumb was 
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sprained and his knee bruised rather badly and he had 
a slight abrasion over one ear and William had bitten 
his calf — the general disposition was to treat the affair 
hilariously Nobodv seemed really hurt except William, 
— the Professor was not so much hurt as annoyed — 
and William’s injuries though striking were all super 
ficial, a sprained jaw and grazes and bruises and little 
things like that, everybody was heartened up to the 
idea of damages to be paid for, and neither the internal 
injuries to the caravan nor the hawker’s estimate of 
his stock in trade proved to be as great as one might 
reasonably have expected Before sunset the caravan 
was safely housed in the Winthorpe Sutbury public 
house, William had found a congenial corner in the 
bar parlour, where his account of an inside view of the 
catastrophe and his views upon Professor Bowles were 
much appreciated, the hawker had made a bit extra bv 
carting all the luggage to the Redlake Rojal Hotel, 
and the caravanners and their men folk had loitered 
harmoniously back to this refuge Madeleine had 
walked along the road beside Captain Douglas and his 
motor bicycle, which he had picked up at the now 
desolate encampment 

It only remains,” she said, for that thing to get 
broken ’ 

But I may want it,” he said 

No,” she said, “ Heaven has poured us together 
and now He has smashed the vessels At least He has 
smashed one of the vessels And look ’ — like a great 
shield, there is the moon It’s the Harvest Moon, 
isn’t It?” 

No,” said the Captain, with his poetry running 
away with him It’s the Lovers* Moon ” 

It’s like a benediction rising over our meeting ” 

And it was certainly far too much like a benediction 
for the Captain to talk about Bealby 
That night was a perfect night for lovers, a night 
flooded with a kindly radiance, so that the warm 
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mystery of the centre of life seemed to lurk in every 
shadow, and hearts throbbed instead of beating and 
eyes were stars After dinner everyone found wraps and 
slipped out into the moonlight, the Geedges vanished 
like moths, the Professor made no secret that Judy was 
transfigured for him Night works these miracles The 
only other visitors there, a brace of couples, resorted to 
the boats upon the lake 

Two enormous waiters removing the coffee cups 
from the small tables upon the veranda heard Made- 
leine’s beautiful voice for a little while, and then it 
was stilled 


§8 

The morning found Captain Douglas in a state of 
reaction He was anxious to explain quite clearly to 
Madeleine how necessary it was that he should go in 
search of Bealby forthwith He was beginning to 
realise now just what a chance in the form of Bealby 
had slipped through his fingers He had dropped 
Bealby, and now the thing to do was to pick up Bealby 
again before he was altogether lost Her professional 
life unfortunately had given Miss Philips the habit of 
never rising before midday, and the Captain had to 
pass the time as well as he could until the opportunity 
for his explanation came 

A fellow couldn’t go off without an explanation 
He passed the time with Professor Bowles upon the 
golf-links 

The Professor was a first-rate player and an unselfish 
one, he wanted all other players to be as good as him- 
self He would spare no pains to make them so If 
he saw them committing any of the many errors into 
which golfers fall he would tell them of it and tell them 
why It was an error, and insist upon showing them 
just how to avoid it in future He would point out 
any want of judgment, and not confine himself as so 
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many professional golf teachers do merely to the stroke 
After a time he found it necessary to hint to the Captain 
that nowadays a military man must accustom himself to 
self-control The Captain kept Pishing and Tushing 
and presently, it was only too evident, swearing softly, 
his play got jerky, his strokes were forcible without any 
real strength, once he missed the globe altogether and 
several times he sliced badly The eyes under his light 
eyelashes were wicked little things 

He remembered that he had always detested golf 
And the Professor He had always detested the 
Professor 

And his caddie, at least he would have always 
detested his caddie if he had known him long enough 
His caddie was one of those maddening boys with no 
expression at all It didn’t matter what he did or 
failed to do, there was the silly idiot with his stuffed 
face, unmoved Really of course overjoyed — but ap 
patently unmoved 

‘‘Why did I play it that way?” the Captain repeated 
Oh ’ because I like to play it that way ” 

“ Well ” said the Professor “ It isn’t a recognised 
wav anyhow ” 

Then came a moment of evil pleasure 
He sliced Old Bowles sliced For once m a while 
he’d muffed something Alwaj-s teaching others and 
here he was slicing’ Why, sometimes the Captain 
didn’t slice ’ 

He’d got out of that neatly enough Luck * He’d 
get the hole yet What a bore it all was ’ 

Why couldn’t Madeleine get up at a decent hour to 
see a fellow ? Why must she he in bed when she wasn’t 
acting? If she had got up all this wouldn’t have hap 
pened The shame of it ’ Here he was, an able bodied 
capable man in the prime of life and the morning of a 

day playing this blockhead’s game ’ 

Yes — ^blockhead’s game’ 

“ You plav the like,” said the Professor 
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Rather said the Captain and addressed himself to 
his stroke 

That’s not your ball,” said the Professor 
‘‘ Similar position,” said the Captain 
‘‘You know, you might win this hole,” said the 
Professor 

“Who cares said the Captain under his breath, 
and putted extravagantly 

“ That saves me,” said the Professor and went down 
from a distance of twelve yards 
The Captain, full of an irrational resentment, did his 
best to halve the hole and failed 

“ You ought to put in a week at nothing but put 
ting,” said the Professor “It would save you at least 
a stroke a hole I’ve noticed that on almost every 
green, if I haven’t beaten you before I pull up in the 
putting ” 

The Captain pretended not to hear and said a lot of 
rococo things inside himself 

It was Madeleine who had got him in for this game 
A beautiful healthy girl ought to get up in the morn- 
ings Mornings and beautiful healthy girls are all the 
same thing really She ought to be dewy — ^positively 
dewy There she must be lying, warm and beauti 

fill in bed — like Catherine the Great or somebody of 
that sort No It wasn’t right All very luxurious 
and so on, but not right She ought to have under- 
stood that he was bound to fall a prey to the Professor 
if she didn’t get up Golf’ Here he was, neglecting 
his career, hanging about on these beastly links, all the 
sound men away there in France — it didn’t do to 
think of It’ — and he was playing this retired trades- 
man’s consolation ’ 

(Beastly the Professor’s legs looked from behind The 
uglier a man’s legs are the better he plays golf It’s 
almost a law ) 

That’s what it was, a retired tradesman’s consola- 
tion A decent British soldier has no more business to 
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be playing golf than he has to be dressing dolls Ids a 
game at once worthless and exasperating If a man 
isn’t perfectly fit he cannot play golf, and when he is 
perfectly fit he ought to be doing a man’s work in the 
world If ever anything deserved the name of vice, if 
ever anything was pure, unforgivable dissipation, surely 
golf was that thing 

And meanwhile that bo} was getting more and 
more start Anyone with a ha’porth of sense would 
have been up at five and after that brat — might have 
had him bagged and safe and back to lunch Ass one 
was at times * 

“ You’re here, sir,” said the caddie 

The Captain perceived he was in a nasty place, open 
green ahead but with some tumbled country near at 
hand and to the left, a rusty old gravel pit, furze at 
the sides, water at the bottom Nasty attractive hole of 
a place Sort of thing one gets into He must pull 
himself together for this After all, having undertaken 
to play a game one must play the game If he hit the 
infernal thing, that is to say the ball, if he hit the ball 
so that if It didn t go straight it would go to the right 
rather — clear of the hedge it wouldn’t be so bad to the 
right Difficult to manage Best thing was to think 
hard of the green ahead, a long way ahead, — ^with just 
the slightest deflection to the right Now then, — heels 
well down, club up, a good swing, keep your eye on 
the ball, keep your eye on the ball, keep vour C} e on 
the ball just where you mean to hit it — far below there 
and a little to the right — ^and don^t worry 

Rap 

‘‘In the pond, I thinks sir ” 

^‘The water would have splashed if it had gone in 
the pond,” said the Professor “ It must be over there 
in the wet sand You hit it pretty hard, I thought ” 

Search The caddie looked as though he didn’t care 
whether he found it or not He ought to be interested 
It was his profession, not just his game But nowa 
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days everybody had this horrid disposition towards 
slacking A Tired generation we are The world is 
too much with us Too much to think about, too 
much to do, Madeleines, army manoeuvres, angry 
lawyers, lost boys — ^let alone such exhausting foolery as 
this game 

Got It sir*” said the caddie 

Where?” 

“ Here, sir ’ Up in the bush, sir *” 

It was resting in the branches of a bush two yards 
above the slippery bank 

I doubt if you can play it,” said the Professor, but 
It will be interesting to try ” 

The Captain scrutinized the position I can play 
It,” he said 

You’ll slip, Pm afraid,” said the Professor 
They were both right Captain Douglas drove his 
feet into the steep slope of rusty sand below the bush, 
held his iron a little short and wiped the ball up and 
o\er and as he found afterwards out of the rough All 
eyes followed the ball except his The Professor made 
sounds of friendly encouragement But the Captain 
was going — going He was on all fours, he scrabbled 

handfuls of prickly gorse, of wet sand His feet, his 
ankles, his calves slid into the pond How much more ? 
No He’d reached the bottom He proceeded to get 
out again as well as he could Not so easy The 
bottom of this pond sucked at him 

When at last he rejoined the other three his hands 
were sandy red, his knees were sandy red, his feet were 
of clay, but his face was like the face of a little child 
Like the face of a little fair child after it has been 
boiled red in its bath and then dusted over with white 
powder His ears were the colour of roses, Lancaster 
roses And his eyes too had something of the angry 
wonder of a little child distressed 

“ I was afraid you’d slip into the pond,” said the 
Professor 
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tftf f » 

I just got m to see how deep it was and cool mv 
feet — I hate warm feet ” 

He lost that hole but he felt a better golfer now, his 
anger he thought was warming him up so that he would 
presently begin to make strokes by instinct and do re- 
markable things unawares After all there is something 
in the phrase ‘‘ getting one’s blood up ” If only the 
Professor wouldn’t dally so with his ball and let one’s 
blood get down again Tap ^ — the Professor’s ball went 
soaring Now for it The Captain addressed himself 
to his task, altered his plans rather hastily, smote and 
topped the ball 

The least one could expect was a sympathetic silence 
But the Professor thought fit to improve the occasion 
You’ll never drive,” said the Professor, you’ll 
never drive with that trniabie jerk in the middle of the 
stroke You might just as well smack the ball without 

raising your club If you think ” 

The Captain lost his self control altogether 
Look here,” he said, if you think that I care a 
single rap about how I hit the ball, if you think that I 
really want to win and do well at this beastly silly 

elderly childish game ” 

He paused on the verge of ungentlemanly language 
If a thing’s worth doing at all,” said the Professor 
after a pause for reflection, it’s worth doing well ” 

“ Then it isn’t worth doing at all As this hole gives 

you the game — if you don’t mind ” 

The Captain’s hot moods were so rapid that already 
he was acutely ashamed of himself 

Oh certmnly if you wish it,” said the Professor 
With a gesture the Professor indicated the altered 
situation to the respectful caddies, and the two gentle 
men turned their faces towards the hotel 

For a time they walked side by side in silence, the 
caddies following with hushed expressions 
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“ Splendid weather for the French manoeuvres,” said 
the Captain presently in an off hand tone, “ that is to 
say if they are getting this weather ” 

At present there is a series of high-pressure systems 
over the whole of Europe north of the Alps,” said the 
Professor “ It is as near set fair as Europe can be ” 
Fine weather for tramps and wanderers,” said the 
Captain after a further interval 

“There’s a drawback to everything,” said the Pro 
fessor “ But it’s very lovely weather ” 

§9 

They got back to the hotel about half-past eleven 
and the Captain went and had an unpleasant time with 
one of the tyres of his motor bicycle which had got 
down in the night In replacing the tyre he pinched 
the top of one of his fingers rather badly Then he got 
the ordnance map of the district and sat at a green table 
in the open air in front of the hotel windows and 
speculated on the probable flight of Bealby He had 
been last seen going south by east That way lay the 
sea, and all boy fugitives go naturally for the sea 

He tried to throw himself into the fugitive’s mind 
and work out just exactly the course Bealby must take 
to the sea 

For a time he found this quite an absorbing occupa- 
tion 

Bealby probably had no money or very little money 
Therefore he would have to beg or steal He wouldn’t 
go to the workhouse because he wouldn’t know about 
the workhouse, respectable poor people never know any- 
thing about the workhouse, and the chances weie he 
would be both too honest and too timid to steal He’d 
beg He’d beg at front doors because of dogs and things 
and he’d probably go along a high road He’d be more 
likely to beg from houses than from passers-by because 
a door is at first glance less formidable than a pedestrian 
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and more accustomed to being addressed And he’d 
try isolated cottages rather than the village street doors, 
an isolated wayside cottage is so much more confidential 
He’d ask for food — not monev All that seemed pretty 
sound 

Now this road on the map — into it he v^as bound to 
fall and along it he would go begging No other? 

No 

In the fine weather he’d sleep out And he’d go — 
ten twelve, fourteen — thirteen, thirteen miles a day 

So now, he ought to be about here And to night, — 
here 

To morrow at the same pace, — here 

But suppose he got a lift * 

He’d only get a slow lift if he got one at all It 
wouldn’t make much difference in the calculation 

So if to-morrow one started and went on to these 
cross roads marked Inn, just about twenty six miles it 
must be by the scale, and beat round it one ought to 
get something in the way of tidings of Mr Bealby 
Was there any reason why Bealby shouldn’t go on south 
by east and seaward ?” 

None 

And now there remained nothing to do but to explain 
all this clearly to Madeleine And why didn’t she come 
down ? Why didn’t she come down ? 

But when one got Bealby what would one do with 
him? 

Wring the truth out of him — ^half by threats and 
half by persuasion Suppose after all he hadn’t any 
connection with the upsetting of Lord Moggeridge? 
He had Suppose he hadn’t? He had He had He 
had 

And when one had the truth ? 

Whisk the boy right up to London and confront the 
Lord Chancellor with the facts But suppose he 
wouldn’t be confronted with the facts? He was a 
touchy old sinner 
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For a time Captain Douglas baulked at this difficulty 
Then suddenly there came into his head the tall figure, 
the long moustaches of that kindly popular figure, his 
adopted uncle Lord Chickney Suppose he took the 
boy straight to Uncle Chickney, told him the whole 
story Even the Lord Chancellor would scarcely refuse 
ten minutes to General Lord Chickney 

The clearer the plans of Captain Douglas grew the 
more anxious he became to put them before Madeleine 
— clearly and convincingly 

Because first he had to catch his boy 
Presently as Captain Douglas fretted at the continued 
eclipse of Madeleine, his thumb went into his waistcoat 
pocket and found a piece of paper He drew it out and 
looked at it It was a little piece of stiff note-paper cut 
into the shape of a curved V rather after the fashion of 
a soaring bird It must have been there for months 
He looked at it His care-wrinkled brow relaxed He 
glanced over his shoulder at the house and then held 
this little scrap high over his head and let go It 
descended with a slanting flight curving round to the 
left, and then came about and swept down to the 
ground to the right Now why did it go like 

that? As if It changed its mind He tried it again 
same result Suppose the curvature of the wings 

was a little greater? Would it make a more acute or a 
less acute angle? He did not know Try it 

He felt in his pocket for a piece of paper, found 
Lady Laxton’s letter, produced a stout pair of nail 
scissors in a sheath from his waistcoat pocket, selected 
a good clear sheet, and set himself to cut out his im- 
proved V 

As he did so his eyes were on V number one, on the 
ground It would be interesting to see if this thing 
turned about to the left again If in fact it would go 
on 2ig-2aggmg It ought he felt to do so But to test 
that one ought to release it from some higher point so 
as to give It a longer flight Stand on the chair ? 
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Not in front of the whole rotten hotel And there 
was a beastly looking man in a green apron coming out 
of the house, — the sort of man who looks at you He 
might come up and watch, these fellows are equal to 
anything of that sort Captain Douglas replaced his 
scissors and scraps in his pockets, leaned back with an 
affectation of boredom, got up lit a cigarette — sort of 
thing the man in the green apron would think all ngh" 
— ^ard strolled off towards a clump of beech trees, be- 
yond which were bushes and a depression There 
perhaps one might be free from observation Just try 
these things for a bit That point about the angle was 
a curious one, it made one feel one’s ignorance not to 
know that 


§ 10 

The ideal King has a careworn look, he rules, he has 
to do things, but the ideal Queen is radiant happiness, 
tall and sweetly dignified, simplv she has to be things 
And when at last towards midday Queen Madeleine 
dispelled the clouds of the morning and came shining 
back into the world that waited outside her door, she 
was full of thankfulness for herself and for the empire 
that was given her She knew she was a delicious and 
wonderful thing she knew she was well done, her hands, 
the soft folds of her dress as she held it up, the sweep 
of her hair from her forehead pleased her, she lifted 
her chin but not too high for the almost unenvious 
homage in the eyes of the housemaid on the staircase 
Her descent was well timed for the lunch gathering of 
the hotel guests, there was “ Ah ^ — ^here she comes at 
last^” and there was her own particular court out upon 
the veranda before the entrance, Geedge and the fto- 
fessor and Mrs Bowles — and Mrs Geedge coming 
acrosss the lawn, — ^and the lover? 

She came on down and out into the sunshine She 
betrayed no surprise The others met her with flatter- 
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ing greetings that she returned smilingly But the 
lover ^ 

He was not there ’ 

It was as if the curtain had gone up on almost emptv 
stalls 

He ought to have been worked up and waiting 
tremendously He ought to have spent the morning 
in writing a poem to her or m writing a delightful 
poetical love-letter she could carry away and read, or in 
wandering alone and thinking about her He ought to 
be feeling now like the end of a vigil He ought to be 
standing now, a little in the background and with that 
pleasant flush of his upon his face and that shy sub 
dued, reluctant look that was so infinitely more flatter 
mg than any boldness of admiration And then she 
would go towards him, for she was a giving type, and 
hold out both hands to him, and he, as though he 
couldn’t help it, in spite of all his British reserve, would 
take one and hesitate — ^which made it all the more 
marked — and kiss it 

Instead of which he was just not there 

No visible disappointment dashed her bravery She 
knew that at the slightest flicker Judy and Mrs Geedge 
would guess and that anyhow the men would guess 
nothing “ I’ve rested,” she said, “ I’ve rested delight 
fully What have you all been doing?” 

Judv told of great conversations, Mr Geedge had 
been looking for trout in the stream, Mrs Geedge 
with a thin little smile said she had been making a few 
notes and — she added the word with deliberation — 
‘‘observations,” and Professor Bowles said he had had 
a round of golf with the Captain “And he lost?” 
asked Madeleine 

“ He s careless in his drive and impatient at the 
greens,” said the Professor modestly 

“ And then?” 

“He vanished,” said the Proressor, recognizing the 
true orientation of her interest 
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There was a little pause and Mrs Geedge said, “ You 
know — ” and stopped short 

Interrogative looks focussed upon her 
It s so odd,” she said 

Curiosity increased 

“ I suppose one ought not to say,” said Mrs Geedge, 
‘‘and yet — why shouldn’t one?” 

“Exactl},” said Professor Bowles and everyone drew 
a little nearer to Mrs Geedge 

“ One can t help being amused, ’ she said “ It was 
so — extraordinary ” 

“ Is It something about the Captain ?” asked Made- 
leine 

“Yes You see, — he didn’t see me ” 

“ Is he — is he writing poetry f*” Madeleine was much 
entertained and relieved at the thought That would 
account for ever} thing The poor dear^ He hadn’t 
been able to find some rhyme’ 

But one gathered from the mysterious airs of Mis 
Geedge that he was not writing poetry “ You see,” 
she said, “I was lying out there among the bushes, just 
jotting down a few little things, — and he came by 
And he went down into the hollow out of sight 
And what do you think he is doing? You’d never 
guess He’s been at it for twenty minutes ” 

They didn’t guess 

“ He’s playing with bits of paper — oh ’ like a kitten 
plays with dead leaves He throws them up — and the}^ 
flutter to the ground — and then he pounces on them ” 
‘ But — ” said Madeleine And then very brightly, 
“ Let’s go and see 

She was amazed She couldn’t understand She hid 
it under a light playfulness, that threatened to become 
distraught Even when presently, after a ver} careful 
stalking of the dell under the guidance of Mrs Geedge, 
with the others in support, she came in sight of him, she 
still found him incredible There was her lover, her 
devoted lover, standing on the top bar of a fence, his 
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legs wide apart and his body balanced with difficulty, 
and m his fingers poised high was a scrap of paper This 
was the man who should have been waiting in the hall 
with feverish anxiety His fingers released the little 
model and down it went drifting 

He seemed to be thinking of nothing else in the 
world She might never have been born 

Some noise, some rustle, caught his ear He turned 
his head quickly, guiltily, and saw her and her com 
panions 

And then he crowned her astonishment No love 
light leaped to his eyes, he uttered no cry of joy In 
stead he clutched wildly at the air, shouted, ‘‘Oh, 
damnP' and came down with a complicated inelegance 
on all fours upon the ground 

He was angry with her — angry, she could see that he 
was extremely angry 


§ II 

So It was that the incompatibilities of man and woman 
arose again in the just recovering love-dream of Made 
leine Philips But now the discord was far more evident 
than It had been at the first breach 

Suddenly her dear lover, her flatterer, her worshipper, 
had become a strange averted man He scrabbled up 
two of his paper scraps before he came towards her, 
still with no love light in his eyes He kissed her hand 
as if It was a matter of course and said almost im 
mediately “IVe been hoping for you all the endless 
morning I’ve had to amuse myself as best I can ” 
His tone was resentful He spoke as if he had a 
claim upon her, upon her attentions As if it wasn’t 
entirely upon his side that obligations lay 

She resolved that shouldn’t deter her from being 
charming 

And all through the lunch she was as charming as 
she could be, and under such treatment that rebellious 
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rufHed quality vanished from his manner, vanished so 
completely that she could wonder if it had really been 
evident at any time The alert servitor returned 

She was only too pleased to forget the disappoint- 
ment of her descent and forgive him, and it was with 
a puzzled incredulity that she presentlv saw his “ diffi- 
cult” expression returning It was an odd little knit- 
ting of the brows, a faint absent mindedness, a filming 
of the brightness of his worship He was just per- 
ceptibly indifferent to the charmed and charming things 
he was saying 

It seemed best to her to open the question herself 
‘ Is there something on your mind, Dot 
‘‘ Dot ” was his old school nickname 
“Well no — not exactly on my mind But — It’s a 

bother of course There’s that confounded boy ” 
“Were you trying some sort of divination about 
himi* With those pieces of paper?” 

“No That was different That was — ^just some- 
thing else But vou see that boy — Probably clear up 
the whole of the Moggeridge bother — and you know it 
IS a bother Might turn out beastly awkward ” 

It was extraordinarily difficult to express He wanted 
so much to stay with her and he wanted so much to go 
But all reason, all that was expressible, all that found 
vent in words and definite suggestions was on the side of 
an immediate pursuit of Bealby So that it seemed to 
her he wanted and intended to go much more definitely 
that he actually did 

That divergence of purpose flawed a beautiful after- 
noon, cast chill shadows of silences over their talk, 
arrested endearments She was irritated About six 
o’clock she urged him to go she did not mind, any- 
how she had things to see to, letters to wnte, and she 
left him with an effect of lea ing him for ever He 
went and overhauled his motor bicjcle thoroughly, and 
then an aching dread of separation from her arrested 
him 
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Dinner, the late June sunset and the moon seemed 
to bring them together again Almost harmoniously 
he was able to suggest that he should get up very early 
the next morning, pursue and capture Bealby and return 
for lunch 

“ You d get up at dawn she cried “ But how per 
fectl;y Splendid the midsummer dawn must be ” 

Then she had an inspiration “Dot’” she cried, “I 
will get up at dawn also and come with you Yes, 

but as you say he cannot be more than thirteen miles 
away we*d catch him warm in his little bed somewhere 
And the freshness’ The dewy freshness’” 

And she laughed her beautiful laugh and said it 
would be “ Such Fun entering as she supposed into 
his secret desires and making the most perfect of recon 
dilations They were to have tea first, which she would 
prepare with the caravan lamp and kettle Mrs Geedge 
would hand it over to her 

She broke into song “A Hunting we will go — 
ooh,” she sang “ A Hunting we will go ” 

But she could not conquer the churlish underside of 
the Captain’s nature even by such efforts She threw 
a glamour of vigour and fun over the adventure, but 
some cold streak in his composition was insisting all 
the time that as a boy hunt the attempt failed Various 
delays in her preparations prevented a start before half 
past seven, he let that weigh with him, and when some 
times she clapped her hands and ran — and she ran like 
a deer, and sometimes she sang, he said something about 
going at an even pace 

At a quarter-past one Mrs Geedge observed them 
returning They were walking abreast and about six 
feet apart, they bore themselves grimly after the manner 
of those who have delivered ultimata and they conversed 
no more 

In the afternoon Madeleine kept her own room ex- 
hausted, and Captain Douglas sought opportunities of 
speaking to her in vain His face expressed distress 
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and perplexity, with momentary lapses into wrathful 
resolution, and he evaded Judy and her leading questions 
and talked about the weather with Geedge He declined 
a proposal of the Professor’s to go round the links, with 
especial reference to his neglected putting “You ought 
to, you know,” said the Professor 

About half-past three and without any publication of 
his intention. Captain Douglas departed upon his motor 
bicycle 

Madeleine did not reappear until dinner time, and 
then she was clad in lace and gaiety that impressed the 
naturally very good observation of Mrs Geedge as 
unreal 

§ 12 

The Captain, a confusion of motives that was as it 
were a mind returning to chaos, started upon his motor 
bicycle He had seen tears in her eyes Just for one 
instant, but certainly they were tears Tears of vexa- 
tion Or sorrow? (Which is the worse thing for a 
lover to arouse, grief or resentment ?) But this boy 
must be caught, because if he was not caught a per- 
petualh developing story of imbecile practical joking 
upon eminent and influential persons would eat like a 
cancer into the Captain’s career And if his career 
was spoiled what sort of thing would he be as a lover ? 
Not to mention that he might never get a chance then 
to try flying for military purposes So anyhow 

anyhow this bov must be caught But quicklj-, for 
women’s hearts are tender, thev will not stand exposure 
to hardship There is a kind of unreasonableness natural 
to goddesses Unhappily this was an expedition need- 
ing wariness, deliberation, and one brought to it a 
feverish hurry to get back There must be self-control 
There must be patience Such occasions try the 
soldierly quality of a man 

It added nothing to the Captain’s self control that 
after he had travelled ten miles he found he had for 



BEALBY 


772 

gotten his quite indispensable map and had to return 
for It Then he was seized again with doubts about 
his inductions and went over them again, sitting by the 
roadside (There must be patience) He went 

on at a pace of thirty five miles an hour to the Inn he 
had marked upon his map as Bealby’s limit for the 
second evening It was a beastly little inn, it stewed 
tea for the Captain atrociously, and it knew nothing of 
Bealby In the adjacent cottages also they had never 
heard of Bealby Captain Douglas revised his deduc 
tions for the third time and came to the conclusion 
that he had not made a proper allowance for Wednesday 
afternoon Then there was all Thursday, and the 
longer, lengthening part of Friday He might have 
done thirtv miles or more already And he might have 
crossed this corner — inconspicuously 

Suppose he hadn’t after all come along this road^ 

He had a momentary vision of Madeleine with eyes 
brightly tearful “You left me for a Wild Goose 
Chase,” he fancied her saying 

One must stick to one’s job A soldier more particu 
larly must stick to his job Consider Balaclava 

He decided to go on along this road and try the 
incidental cottages that his reasoning led him to suppose 
were the most likely places at which Bealby would ask 
for food It was a business demanding patience and 
politeness 

So a number of cottagers, for the greater part they 
were elderly women past the fiercer rush and hurry of 
life, grandmothers and ancient dames or wives at leisure 
with their children away at the Council schools, had a 
caller that afternoon Cottages are such lonely places in 
the daytime that even district visitors and canvassers are 
godsends, and only tramps ill received Captain Douglas 
ranked high in the scale of visitors There was some 
thing about him, his fairness, a certain handsomeness, his 
quick colour, his active speech, which interested women 
at all times, and now an indefinable flow of romantic 
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excitement conveyed itself to his interlocutors He en- 
countered the utmost civilitj everywhere, doors at first 
tentatively ajar opened wider at the sight of him, and 
there was a kindly disposition to enter into his troubles 
lengthily and deliberately They listened attentively to 
his demands, and before they testified to Bealby^s sus- 
tained absence from their perception they would for the 
most part ask numerous questions m return They 
wanted to hear the Captain’s story, the reason for his 
research, the relationship between himself and the boy, 
they wanted to feel something of the sentiment of the 
thing After that was the season for negative facts 
Perhaps when everything was stated they might be able 
to conjure up what he wanted He was asked m to 
have tea twice, for he looked not only pink and dusty 
but dry, and one old lady said that years ago she had lost 
just such a boy as Bealby seemed to be — “Ah’ not in 
the way you have lost him” — and she wept, poor old 
dear’ and was only comforted after she had told the 
Captain three touching but extremely lengthy and de- 
tailed anecdotes of Bealby’s vanished prototype 

(Fellow cannot rush away, you know, still all this sort 
of thing, accumulating, means a confounded lot of 
delay ) 

And then there was a deaf old man A very, 

very tiresome deaf old man who said at first he hai seen 
Bealby 

After all the old fellow was deaf 
The sunset found the Captain on a breezy common 
forty miles away from the Redlake Royal Hotel, and by 
this time he knew that fugitive boys cannot be trusted 
to follow the lines e\en of the soundest inductions 
This business meant a search 

Should he pelt back to Redlake and start again more 
thoroughly on the morrow** 

A moment of temptation 

If he did he knew she wouldn’t let him go 

Nof 
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NO’ 

He must make a sweeping movement thiough the 
country to the left, trying up and down the roads that, 
roughly speaking, radiated from Redlake between the 
twenty fifth and the thirty-fifth milestone 

It was night and high moonlight when at last the 
Captain reached Craymmster, that little old town de 
cayed to a village, in the Grays valley He was hungry, 
dispirited, quite unsuccessful, and here he resolved to 
eat and rest for the night 

He would have a meal, for by this time he was 
ravenous, and then go and talk in the bar or the tap 
about Bealby 

Until he had eaten he felt he could not endure the 
sound of his own voice repeating what had already be 
come a tiresome stereotyped formula ‘‘ Y ou haven’t I 
suppose seen or heard anything during the last two days 
of a small boy — ^little chap of about thirteen — ^wander 
mg about ? He’s a sturdy, resolute little fellow with a 
high colour, short wirv hair, rather dark ” 

The White Hart at Craymmster after some negotia 
tions produced mutton cutlets and Australian hock As 
he sat at his meal in the small ambiguous respectable 
dining-room of the inn — adorned with framed and 
glazed beer advertisements, crinkled paper fringes and 
insincere sporting prints — he became aware of a mnr 
murous confabulation going on in the bar parlour It 
must certainly, he felt, be the bar parlour 

He could not hear distinctly, and yet it seemed to 
him that the conversational style of Craymmster was 
abnormally rich in expletive And the tone was odd 
It had a steadfast quality of commination 

He brushed off a crumb from his jacket, lit a cigarette 
and stepped across the passage to put his hopeless 
questions 

The talk ceased abruptly at his appearance 
It was one of those deep-toned bar parlours that are 
so infinitely more pleasant to the eye than the tawdry 
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decorations of the genteel accommodation It was 
brown with a trimming of green paper hops and it had 
a mirror and glass shelves sustaining bottles and tankards 
Six or seven individuals were sitting about the room 
They had a numerous effect There was a man in very 
light floury tweeds, with a floury bloom on his face and 
hair and an anxious depressed expression He was 
clearly a baker He sat forward as though he nursed 
something precious under the table Next him was a 
respectable looking, regular featured, fair man with a 
large head, and a ruddy faced butcher like individual 
smoked a clay pipe by the side of the fireplace A 
further individual with an alert intrusive look might 
have been a grocer’s assistant associating above himself 

“ Evening,’ said the Captain 

‘Evening,” said the man with the large head 
guardedly 

The Captain came to the hearthrug with an affecta- 
tion of ease 

“ I suppose, ’ he began, “that you haven’t any of you 
seen anything of a small bov, wandering about He’s a 
little chap about thirteen Sturdy, resolute-looking little 
fellow with a high colour, short wiry hair, rather 
dark 

He stopped short arrested b} the excited movements 
of the butcher’s pipe and by the changed expressions of 
the rest of the company 

“We — ^we seen im,’ the man with the big head 
managed to say at last 

“We seen ’im all right,” said a voice out of the 
darkness beyond the range of the lamp 

The baker with the melancholy expression interjected, 
“ I don’t care if I don’t ever see ’im again ” 

“Ah’” said the Captain astonished to find himself 
suddenly beyond hoping on a hot fresh scent “Now 
all that’s very interesting Where did you see him?” 

“Thunderin’ vicious little varmint,” said the butcher 
“ Owdacious ” 

25* 
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‘‘ Mr Benshaw,” said the voice from the shadows, 
‘ arter *im now with a shot gun loaded up wi’ oats 
’E’ll pepper ’im if ’e gets hm, Bill will, you bet vour 
^at And serve \m jolly well right tew ” 

‘‘ I doubt,” said the baker, “ I doubt if Fll ever get 
my stummik — not thoroughly proper again It’s a Blow 
I’ve ’ad ’E give me a Blow Oh* Mr ’Orrocks, 
could I trouble you for another thimbleful of brandy? 
Just a thimbleful neat It eases the ache ” 





Bealby and the Tramf 
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Jl>EALBY was loth to leave the caravan party even 
when by his own gross negligence it had ceased to be a 
caravan party He made off regretfully along the crest 
of the hills through bushes of yew and box until the 
clamour of the disaster was no longer in his ears Then 
he halted for a time and stood sorrowing and listening, 
and then turned up by a fence along the border of a 
plantation and so came into a little overhung road 
His ideas of his immediate future were vague in the 
extreme He was a receptive expectation Since his 
departure from tne gardener’s cottage circumstances had 
handed him on They had been interesting but un- 
stable circumstances He supposed they would still 
hand him on So far as he had any definite view about 
his intentions it was that he was running away to sea 
And that he was getting hungry 

It was also, he presently discovered, getting dark very 
gently and steadily And the overhung road, after some 
777 
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tortuosities expired suddenly upon the bosom of a great 
grey empty common with distant mysterious hedges 
It seemed high time to Bealby that something hap 
pened of a comforting nature 

Always hitherto something or someone had come to 
his help when the world grew dark and cold, and given 
him supper and put him or sent him to bed Even 
when he had passed a night in the interstices of Shonts 
he had known there was a bed at quite a little distance 
under the stairs If only that loud Voice hadn’t shouted 
curses whenever he moved he would have gone to it 
But as he went across this common in the gloaming it 
became apparent that this amiable routine was to be 
broken For the first time he realised the world could 
be a homeless world 

And It had become very still 
Disagreeably still, and full of ambiguous shadows 
That common was not only an unsheltered place, he 
felt, but an unfriendly place, and he hurried to a gate at 
the farther end He kept glancing to the right and to 
the left It would be pleasanter when he had got 
through that gate and shut it after him 
In England there are no grey wolves 
Yet at times one thinks of wolves, grey wolves, the 
colour of twilight and running noiselessly, almost noise 
lessly, at the side of their prey for quite a long time 
before they close in on it 

In England, I say, there are no grey wolves 
Wolves were extinguished in the reign of Edward the 
Third, It was in the histones, and since then no free 
wolf has trod the soil of England, only menagerie 
captives 

Of course there may be escaped wolves ^ 

Now the gate* — ^sharp through it and slam it behind 
vou, and a brisk run and so into this plantation that 
slopes downhill This is a sort of path, vague, but it 
must be a path Let us hope it is a path 
What was that among the trees ^ 
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It stopped, surely it stopped, as Bealby stopped 
Pump, pump — Of course * that was one’s heart 
Nothing there’ Just fancy Wolves live m the 
open, they do not come into woods like this And 
besides, there are no wolves And if one shouts — even 
if It IS but a phantom voice one produces, they go away 
They are cowardly things — ^really Such as there aren’t 

And there is the power of the human eye 
Which IS why they stalk you and watch you and evade 
you when vou look, and creep and creep and creep 
behind you ’ 

Turn sharply 
Nothing 

How this stuff rustled under the feet ’ In woods at 
twilight, with innumerable things darting from trees ana 
eyes watching you everywhere, it would be pleasanter if 
one could walk without making quite such a row Pre- 
sently surely, Bealby told himself, he would come out on 
a high road and meet other people and say “ Good- 
night ” as they passed Jolly other people they would 
be, answering “ Good-night ’ He was now going at a 
moistening trot It was getting darker and he stumbled 
against things 

When j'Ou tumble down wolves leap Not of couise 
that there are any wolves 

It was stupid to keep thinking of wolves in this way 
Think of something else Think of things beginning 
with a B Beautiful things, boys, beads, butterflies, 
bears The mind stuck at bears Are there such things 
as long grey bears ^ Ugh* Almost endless, noiseless 
bears ? 

It grew darker until at last the trees were black The 
night was swallowing up the flying Bealby and he had 
a preposterous persuasion that it had teeth and would 
begin at the back of his legs 
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§ 2 

cried Bealby weakly, hailing the glow of the 
fire out of the darkness of the woods above 

The man by the fire peered at the sound, he had 
been listening to the stumbling footsteps for some time, 
and he answered nothing 

In another minute Bealby had struggled through the 
hedge into the visible world and stood regarding the 
man by the fire The phantom wolves had fled beyond 
Sinus But Bealby’s face was pale still from the terrors 
of the pursuit and altogether he looked a smallish sort 
of small boy 

“ Lost?” said the man by the fire 
Couldn^t find my way,” said Bealby 

“ Anyone with you ?” 

No ” 

The man reflected ‘‘Tired?” 

“ Bit ” 

“ Come and sit down by the fire and rest yourself ” 

“ I won’t ’urt you,” he added as Bealby hesitated 

So far in his limited experience Bealby had never 
seen a human countenance lit from behind by a flicker 
ing red flame The effect he found remarkable rather 
than pleasing It gave him the most active and unstable 
countenance Bealby had ever seen The nose seemed to 
be in active oscillation between Pug and Roman, the 
eyes jumped out of black caves and then went back into 
them, the more permanent features appeared to be a 
vast triangle of neck and chin The tramp would have 
impressed Bealby as altogether inhuman if it had not 
been for the smell of cooking he diffused There were 
onions in it and turnips and pepper — mouth-watering 
constituents, testimonials to virtue He was making a 
stew in an old can that he had slung on a cross stick over 
brisk fire of twigs that he was constantly replenishing 
I won’t ’urt you, darn you,” he repeated “ Come 
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and sit down on these leaves here for a bit and tell me 
all abart it ” 

Bealby did as he was desired I got lost,” he said, 
feeling too exhausted to tell a good storv 

The tramp, examined more closely, became less pyro- 
technic He had a large loose mouth, a confused mas- 
sive nose, much long fair hair, a broad chm with a 
promising beard and spots — a lot of spots His eyes 
looked out of deep sockets and they were sharp little 
eyes He was a lean man His hands were large and 
long and they kept on with the feeding of the fire as he 
sat and talked to Bealby Once or twice he leaned 
forward and smelled the pot judiciously, but all the 
time the little eyes watched Bealby very closely 
‘‘Lose yer collar?” said the tramp 
Bealby felt for his collar “ I took it orf,” he said 
“Come far?’ 

“ Over there, ’ said Bealby 
‘Where?” 

‘ Over there ” 

“What place?” 

“ Don’t know the name of it ” 

“ Then it ain’t your ’ome ?” 

‘ No” 

“ You’ve run away,” said the man 
“ P’raps I ’ave,” said Bealby 

‘ P raps you ’ave ’ Why p’raps ? You ave ^ What’s 
the good of telling lies about it? When d’you start?” 

“ Monday,” said Bealby 

The tramp reflected “ Had about enough of it ?” 

“ Dunno,” said Bealby truthfully 
“ Like some soup ?” 

“ Yes ” 

“’Ow much?” 

i “ I could do with a lot,” said Bealby 
“ Ah yah * I didn’t mean that I meant, ’ow much 
for some? ’Ow much will you pay for a nice, nice 
’arf can of soup? I ain’t a darn charity See?” 
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‘‘Tuppence,” said Bealby 

The tramp shook his head slowly from side to side 
and took out the battered iron spoon he was using to stir 
the stuff and tasted the soup lusciously It was — ^jolly 
good soup and there were potatoes in it 
“ Thrippence,” said Bealby 
“’Ow much you got?” asked the tramp 
Bealby hesitated perceptibly “ Sixpence,” he said 
weakly 

“ It’s sixpence,” said the tramp “ Pay up ” 

“ ’Ow big a can ?” asked Bealby 
The tramp felt about in the darkness behind him and 
produced an empty can with a jagged mouth that had 
once contained, the label witnessed — I quote, I do 
not justify — “ Beef Sea Salmon ” “ That, ’ he said, 

“and this chunk of bread Right enough?” 

“ You will do it ?” said Bealby 
“ Do I look a swindle ?” cried the tramp, and sud 
denly a lump of the abundant hair fell over one eve in a 
singularly threatening manner Bealby handed over the 
sixpence without further discussion “ I’ll treat you 
iairly, you see,” said the tramp, after he had spat on 
and pocketed the sixpence, and he did as much He 
decided that the soup was ready to be served and he 
served it with care Bealby began at once “There’s 
a nextry onion,” said the tramp, throwing one over 
“ It didn’t cost me much and I gives it you for nothin’ 
That’s all right, eh? Here’s ’ealth'” 

Bealby consumed his soup and bread meekly with one 
eye upon his host He would, he decided, eat all he 
could and then sit a little while, and then get this tramp 
to tell him the way to — ^anywhere else And the tramp 
wiped soup out of his can with %obbets of bread very 
earnestly and meditated sagely on Bealby 

“You better pal m with me, matey, for a bit,” he 
said at last “You can’t go nowhere else — not to- 
night ” 

“ Couldn’t I walk perhaps to a town or sumpthing ?” 
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These woods ain’t safe ” 

^ ’Ow d’you mean ?’ 

Ever ’eard tell of a gurrillia ? — sort of big black 
monkey thing ” 

Yes,” said Bealby faintly 

There’s been one loose abat ’ere — oh week or more 
Fact ^nd if you wasn’t a grown up man quite and 
going along m the dark, well — ^*e might say something 
to you Of course ’e wouldn’t do nothing where 

there was a fire or a man — but a little chap like \ou I 
wouldn’t like to let }^ou do it, ’strewth I wouldn’t It’s 
risky Course I don’t want to keep you There it is 
You go if you like But I’d rather you didn’t 
’Onest ’ 

“ Where’d he come from ?” asked Bealb) 

M’nagerv,” said the tramp 

’E very near bit through the fist of a chap that tried 
to stop ’im,” said the tramp 

Bealby after weighing tramp and gorilla ver) care- 
fully in his mind decided he wouldn’t, and drew closer 
to the fire — but not too close — and the conversation 
deepened 


§3 

It was a long and rambling con\ersation and the 
tramp displayed himself at times as quite an amiable 
person It was a discourse varied b'^ interrogations, and 
as a thread of departure and return it dealt with the life 
of the road and with life at large and — life, and with 
matters of ‘‘ must ” and may ” 

Sometimes and more particularly at first Bealby felt as 
though a ferocious beast lurked in the tramp and peered 
out through the fallen hank of hair and might leap out 
upon him, and sometimes he felt the tramp was large 
and fine and gay and amusing more particularly when 
he lifted his voice and his bristling chin And ever and 
again the talker became a nasty creature and a disgusting 
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creature, and his red-lit face was an ugly creeping 
approach that made Bealby recoil And then again he 
was strong and wise So the unstable needle of a boy's 
moral compass spins 

The tramp used strange terms He spoke of the 
deputy ” and the doss house,” of the spike ” and 
^‘padding the hoof,” of '^screevers” and tarts” and 

copper's narks ' To these words Bealby attached such 
meanings as he could, and so the things of which the 
t-amp talked floated unsurely into his mind and again 
and again he had to readjust and revise his mterpreta 
tions And through these dim and fluctuating veils a 
new side of life dawned upon his consciousness, a side 
that was strange and lawless and dirty — in every way 
dirty — and dreadful and — ^attractive That was the 

queer thing about it, that attraction It had humour 
For all Its squalor and repulsiveness it was lit by defiance 
and laughter, bitter laughter perhaps but laughter It 
had a gaiety that Mr Mergleson for example did not 
possess, It had a penetration, like the penetrating quality 
of onions or acids or asafoetida, that made the memory 
of Mr Dailing insipid 

The tramp assumed from the outset that Bealby had 
“ done something ” and run away, and some mysterious 
etiquette prevented his asking directly what was the 
nature of his offence But he made a number of in- 
sidious soundings And he assumed that Bealby was 
taking to the life of the road and that, until good cause 
to the contrary appeared, they were to remain together 
It's a tough life,” he said, but it has its points, and 
you got a toughish look about you ” 

He talked of roads and the quality of roads and 
countryside This was a good countryside, it wasn't 
overdone and there was no great hostility to wanderers 
and sleeping out Some roads — the London to Brighton 
for example — if a chap struck a match somebody came 
running But here unless you went pulling the hay- 
stacks about too much they left you alone And they 
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weren’t such dead nuts on their pheasants, and one had 
a chance of an empty cowshed If IVe spotted a shed 
or anything with a roof to it I stay out,” said the tramp, 
‘‘ even if it’s raining cats and dogs Otherwise it’s the 
doss’ouse or the ‘ spike ’ It’s the ram is the worst 
thing — ^getting wet You haven’t been wet yet, not if 
you only started Monday Wet — with a chilly wind 
to drive it Gaw ’ I been blown out of a holly hedge 
You would think there’d be protection in a holly 
hedge 

“ Spike s the last thing,” said the tramp, “ I’d rather 
go bare-gutted to a doss-’ouse anywhen Gaw* — 
you’ve not ’ad your first taste of the spike yet ’ 

But it wasn’t heaven in the doss-houses He spoke of 
several of the landladies m strange but it would seem 
unflattering terms And there’s always such a blamed 
lot of washing going on in a doss-’ouse Always wa h 
ing they are* One chaps washing ’is socks and an 
other’s washing ’is shirt Making a steam drying it 
Disgustin’ Carn’t see what they want with it all 
Band to git dirtv again ” 

He discoursed of spikes, that is to say of workhouses, 
and of masters ** And then,” he said with revolting 
yet alluring adjectives, there’s the bath 

“That’s the worst side of it,’ said the tramp 
“ ’Owever it doesn’t always rain, and if it doesn’t ram, 
well, you can keep yourself dry” 

He came back to the pleasanter aspects of the 
nomadic life He was all for the outdoor style ‘ Ain’t 
we comfortable ’ere?” he asked He sketched out the 
simple larcenies that had contributed and given zest to 
the evening’s meal But it seemed there were also doss 
houses that had the agreeable side “ Never been in 
one * ” he said “ But where you been sleeping since 
Monday?” 

Bealby described the caravan in phrases that seemed 
suddenly thin and anasmic to his ears 

“You hit It lucky,” said the tramp “If a chaps a 
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kid he strikes all sorts of luck of that sort Now ef / 
come up against three ladies travellm’ in a van — think 
they’d arst me in? Not it*” 

He dwelt with manifest envy on the situation and 
the possibilities of the situation for some time “You 
ain’t dangerous,” he said, "‘that’s where you get 
in ” 

He consoled himself by anecdotes of remarkable good 
fortunes of a kindred description Apparently he some 
times travelled m the company of a lady named Izzy 
Berners — “ a fair scorcher, been a regular, slap up circus 
actress ” And there was also “ good old Susan ” It was 
a little difficult for Bealby to see the point of some of 
these flashes because of a tendency on the part of the 
tramp while his thoughts turned on these matters to 
adopt a staccato style of speech, punctuated by brief, 
darkly significant guffaws There grew in the mind of 
Bealby a vision of the doss-house as a large crowded 
place, lit by a great central fire, with much cooking 
afoot and much jawing and disputing going on, and 
then “ me and Izzv sailed in ” 

The fire sank, the darkness of the woods seemed to 
creep nearer The moonlight pierced the trees only in 
long beams that seemed to point steadfastly at unseen 
things, It made patches of ashen light that looked like 
watching faces Under the tramp’s direction Bealby 
skirmished round and got sticks and fed the fire until 
the darkness and thoughts of a possible gorilla were 
driven back for some yards and the tramp pronounced 
the blaze a “ fair treat ” He had made a kind of bed 
of leaves which he now invited Bealby to extend and 
share, and lying feet to the fire he continued his 
discourse 

He talked of stealing and cheating by various endear 
mg names, he made these enterprises seem adventurous 
and facetious, there was it seemed a peculiar sort of 
happy find one came upon called a “flat,” that it was 
not only entertaining but obligatory to swindle He 
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made fraud seem so smart and bright at times that 
Bealby found it difficult to keep a firm grasp on the 
fact that It was — fraud 

Bealby lay upon the lea\es close up to the prone 
body of the tramp and his mind and his standards 
became confused The tramp’s body was a dark but 
protecting ridge on one side of him, he could not see 
the fire bevond his toes but its Bickerings were reflected 
by the tree stems about them, and made perplexing 
sudden movements that at times caught his attention 
and made him raise his head to watch them 
Against the terrors of the night the tramp had become 
humanity, the species, the moral basis His voice was 
full of consolation, his topics made one forget the 
watchful silent circumambient Bealby’s first distrusts 
faded He began to think the tramp a fine, brotherly, 
generous fellow He was also growing accustomed to 
a faint something — shall I call it an olfactory bar — that 
had hitherto kept them apart The monologue ceased 
to devote itself to the elucidation of Bealby, the tramp 
was lying on his back with his fingers interlaced beneath 
his head and talking not so much to his companion as 
to the stars and the universe at large His theme was 
no longer the wandering life simply but the wandering 
life as he had led it, and the spiritedness with which he 
had led it and the real and admirable quality of him- 
self It was that soliloquy of consolation which is the 
secret preservative of innumerable li\es 

He wanted to make it perfectly clear that he was a 
tramp by choice He also wanted to make it clear that 
he was a tramp and no better because of the wicked 
folly of those he had trusted and the evil devices of 
enemies In the world that contained those figures of 
spirit, Isobel Berners and Susan, there was also it seemed 
a bad and spiritless person, the tramp’s wife, who had 
done him many passive injuries It was clear she did 
not appreciate her blessings She had been much 
to blame “ Anybody’s opinion is better than ’er 
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’usband’s,” said the tramp Always ’as been ” Bealby 
had a sudden memory of Mr Darling saying exactly 
the same thing of his mother “ She’s the sort,” said 
the tramp, ''what would rather go to a meetin’ than a 
music ’all She’d rather drop a shilling down a crack 
than spend it on anything decent If there was a choice 
of jobs going she’d ask which ’ad the lowest pay and 
the longest hours and she’d choose that She’d feel 
safer She was born scared When there wasn’t any 
thing else to do she’d stop at ’ome and scrub the floors 
Gaw ^ It made a chap want to put the darn’ pail over 
’er ’ed, so’s she’d get enough of it ” 

" I don’t hold with all this crawling through life and 
saying Please^'* said the tramp “I say it’s my world 
just as much as it’s your world You may have your 
’orses and carriages, your ’ouses and country places and 
all that, and you may think Gawd sent me to run abart 
and work for you, but / don’t See ?” 

Bealby saw 

" I seek my satisfactions just as you seek your satisfac 
tions, and if you want to get me to work you’ve jolly 
well got to make me I don’t choose to work I choose 
to keep on my own and a bit loose, and take my chance 
where I find it You got to take your chances in this 
world Sometimes they come bad and sometimes they 
come good And very often you can’t tell which it is 
when they ’ave come ” 

Then he fell questioning Bealby again and then he 
talked of the immediate future He was beating for the 
seaside " Always something doing,” he said " You 
got to keep your eve on for cops, those seaside benches, 
they’re ’ot on tramps — ^give you a month for begging 
soon as look at you — but there’s flats dropping six- 
pences thick as flies on a sore ’orse You want a pal 
there for all sorts of jobs You’re just the chap for it, 
matey Saw it soon’s ever I set eyes on you Then 
you can ’ave fun ” 

He made projects 
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Finally he became more personal and very flattering 
Now you and me,” he said, suddenly shifting him- 
self quite close to Bealby, ^‘we’ie going to be down- 
right pals Fve took a liking to you Me and you are 
going to pal together See?” 

He breathed into Bealby’s face and laid a hand on his 
knee and squeezed it, and Bealby, on the whole, felt 
honoured by his protection 


§4 

In the unsympathetic light of a bright and pushful 
morning the tramp was shorn of much of his overnight 
glamour It became manifest that he was not merelv 
offensively unshaven but extravagantly dirty It was 
rot ordinary rural dirt During the last ^ew days he 
must have had dealings of an intimate nature tvith 
coal He was taciturn and irritable, he declared that 
this sleeping out would be the death of him, and the 
breakfast was only too manifestly wanting in the 
comforts of a refined home He seemed a little less 
embittered after breakfast, he became even faintly 
genial, but he remained unpleasmg A distaste for the 
tramp arose in Bealby’s mind, and as he walked on 
behind his guide and friend, he revolved schemes of un- 
obtrusive detachment 

Far be it from me to accuse Bealby of ingratitude 
But It is true that that same disinclination which made 
him a disloyal assistant to Mr Mergleson was now 
affecting his comradeship with the tramp And he was 
deceitful He allowed the tramp to build projects in 
the confidence of his continued adhesion, he did not 
warn him of the defection he meditated But on the 
other hand Bealby had acquired from his mother an 
effective horror of stealing And one must admit, since 
the tramp admitted it, that the man stole 

And another little matter had at the same time 
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You blame ’im T don’t objec’ to you going to work 
for any other Mr Samuel there may ’appen to be abart 
or anything of that sort, that’s good for you, that is, 
but ’e’s most particular you shouldn’t go into a public- 
’ouse So you just wait outside ’ere Vll ’ave my eye 
on \ou ” 

‘ You going to spend my money?” asked Beal by 
“ I m going to ration the part} said the tramp 
“ You — ^you got no right to spend my money,” said 
Bealby 

“ I — ’ 4ng It — I’ll get you some acid drops,” said 
the tramp in tones of remonstrance ‘‘ I tell you 
blame you, — it s ’Erbert Samuel I can’t ’elp it * I 
can t fight against the lor ’ 

‘ \ou aven’t an) right to spend m\ money,” said 
Bealby 

DownH cut up crusty Ow can / ’elp it ” 

‘‘ 1 11 tell a policeman You gimme back my monev 
and lemme go ” 

The tramp considered the social atmosphere It did 
not contain a policeman It contained nothing but a 
peaceful kindly corner public house, a sleeping dog and 
the back of an elderly man digging 

The tramp approached Bealby in a confidential 
manner Go’s going to believe you ?” he said “ And 
besides, ’ow did you come by it 

Moreover ‘V ain’t going to spend your money I 
got money of my own ^Ere^ See ” And suddenh 
before the dazzled eyes of Bealby he held and instantly 
withdrew three shillings and two coppers that seemed 
familiar He had had a shilling of his own 
Bealby waited outside 

The tramp emerged in a highly genial mood, with 
acid drops, and a short clay pipe going strong ’Ere,” 
he said to Bealby with just the faintest flavour of 
magnificence over the teeth-held pipe and handed over 
not only the acid drops but a virgin short clay “Fill,” 
he said, proffering the tobacco It’s yours jus’ much 
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as It’s mine Be’r not let ’Erbert Samuel see you 
though, that’s all ’E’s got a lor abart it ” 

Bealby held his pipe in his clenched hand He had 
already smoked — once He remembered it quite vividly 
still, although It had happened six months ago Yet 
he hated not using that tobacco No,” he said, ** I’ll 
smoke later ” 

The tramp replaced the screw of red Virginia in his 
pocket v^ith the air of one who has done the gentle- 
manly thing 

They went on their way, an ill-assorted couple 
All day Bealby chafed at the tie and saw the security 
in the tramp’s pocket vanish They lunched on bread 
and cheese and then the tramp had a good sustaining 
drink of beer for both of them, and after that they 
came to a common where it seemed agreeable to repose 
And after a due meed of repose in a secluded hollow 
among the gorse the tramp produced a pack of exceed- 
ingly greasy cards and taught Bealby to play Euchre 
Apparently the tramp had no distinctive pockets in his 
tail coat, the whole lining was one capacious pocket 
Various knobs and bulges indicated his cooking tin, his 
feeding tin, a turnip and other unknown properties At 
first they played for love and then they played for the 
balance in the tramp’s pocket And by the time Bealby 
had learned Euchre thoroughly, that balance belonged 
to the tramp But he was very generous about it and 
said they would go on sharing just as they had done 
And then he became confidential He scratched about 
in the bagginess of his garment and drew out a little 
dark blade of stuff, like a flint implement, regarded it 
gravely for a moment and held it out to Bealby 
“Guess what this is” 

Bealby gave it up 
“Smell It” 

It smelled very nasty One familiar smell indeed 
there was with a paradoxical sanitary quality that he 
did not quite identify, but that was a mere basis for a 
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complex reek of acquisitions ‘‘What is it?” said 
Bealbv 

‘ But what’s It for?” 

‘ I thought )ou’d ask that What’s soap usually 

for?” 

“Washing,” said Bealby guessing wildly 
The tramp shook his head “ Making a foam,” he 
corrected “ That s what I has my fits with See ? I 
shoves a bit in my mouth and down I goes and I rolls 
about Making a sort of moaning sound Why, I been 
gnen brandy often — neat brandy It isn’t always 

a cert — nothing s absolutely a cert I’ve ’ad some let- 
downs Once I waa bit bv a nasty little dog — 

that brought me to pretty quick, and once I ’ad an ola 
gentleman go through my pockets ‘Poor chap*’ ’e ses, 
yer} likely ’e’s destitoot, let’s see if ’e’ got any- 
thing ’ I’d got all sorts of things, I didn’t want 

^zm prying about But I didn’t come-to sharp enough 
to stop ’im Got me into trouble that did ” 

“ It’s an old lay,” said the tramp, “ but it’s astonish- 
ing ’ow It’ll go in a quiet village Sort of amuses ’em 
Or dropping suddenly in front of a bicycle party Lot 
of them old tricks are the best tricks, and there ain’t 
many of ’em Billy Bridget don’t know That’s where 
you’re lucky to ’ave met me, matey Billy Bridget’s a 
ard man to starve And I know the ropes I know 
what you cazz do and what you can’t do And I got a 
feeling for a policeman — same as some people ’ave for 
cats I’d know if one was ’idden in the room ” 

He expanded into anecdotes and the s^or) of various 
encounters in which he shone It was amusing and it 
took Bealby on his weak side Wasn’t he the Champion 
Dodger of the Chelsome playground ? 

The tide of talk ebbed “Well,” said the tramp, 
“ time we was up and doing ” 

They went along shady lanes and across an open park 
and they skirted a breezy common from which they 
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could see the sea And among other things that the 
tramp said was this, “ Time we began to forage a bit ’’ 
He turned his large observant nose to the right of 
him and the left 


§5 

Throughout the afternoon the tramp discoursed upon 
the rights and wrongs of property, in a wav that Bealby 
found very novel and unsettling The tramp seemed 
to have his ideas about owning and stealing arranged 
quite differently from those of Bealby Never before 
had Bealby thought it possible to have them arranged 
in any other than the way he knew But the tramp 
contrived to make most possession seem unrighteous and 
honesty a code devised bv those who have for those who 
haven’t “Theyve just got hold of it,” he said 
‘‘They want to keep it to themselves Do I look 

as though I’d stole much of anybody’s^ It isn’t me 
got ’old of this land and sticking up my notice boards 
to keep everybody off It isn’t me spends my days and 
nights scheming ’ow I can get ’old of more and more 
of the stuff 

“ I don’t envy it ’em,” said the tramp “ Some ’as 
one taste and some another But when it comes to 
making all this fuss because a chap who isn i a schemer 
’elps ’imself to a mathful, — ^well, it’s Rot 

“ It’s them makes the rules of the game and nobody 
ever arst me to play it I don’t blame ’em, mind you 
Me and you might very well do the same But brast 
me if I see where the sense of my keeping the rules 
comes in This world ought to be a share out Gawd 
meant it to be a share out And me and you — ^we been 
done out of our share That justifies us ” 

“ It isn’t right to steal,” said Bealby 
“It isn’t right to steal — certainly It isn’t right — 

but It’s universal Here’s a chap here over this fence, 
ask ’im where ’e got ’is land Stealing * What you call 
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stealing, matey, / call restitootion You ain’t probably 
never even ’eaid of socialism ’ 

‘‘ I’ve ’card of socialists right enough Don’t believe 
in Gawd and ’aven’t no moralit]^ ” 

^‘Dont you believe it Whv’ — ’Arf the socialists 
are parsons What I’m saving ts socialism — practically 
I m 2. socialist I know all abat socialism There isn’t 
nothing you can tell me abat socialism Why’ — for 
three weeks I was one of these here Anti Socialist 
speakers Paid for it A.nd I tell you there ain’t such 
a thing as property left, it’s all a blooming old pinch 
Lords, commons, judges, all of them they’re just a crew 
of brasted old fences and the lawyers getting in the stuff 
Then you talk to me of stealing’ Stealing 

The tramp’s contempt and his long intense way of 
saying stealing were very unsettling to a sensitive 
mind 

They bought some tea and grease m a village shop 
and the tramp made tea in his old tin with great 
dexterity, and then they gnawed bread on which two 
ounces of margarine had been generously distributed 
“ Live like fighting cocks, we do,” said the tramp wiping 
out his simple cuisine with the dragged-out end of his 
shirt sleeve ‘^And if I’m not very much mistaken 
we’ll sleep to-night on a nice bit of hay ” 

But these anticipations were upset by a sudden 
temptation, and instead of a starry summer comfort 
the two were destined to spend a night of suffering 
and remorse 

A green lane lured them off the road, and after some 
windings led them past a field of wire netted enclosures 
containing a number of perfect and conceited looking 
hens close beside a little cottage, a vegetable garden 
and some new elaborate outhouses It was manifestly a 
poultry farm, and something about it gave the tramp 
the conviction that it had been left, that nobody was 
at home 

These realisations are instinctive, they leap to the 
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mind He knew it, and an ambition to know furthei 
what was in the cottage came with the knowledge But 
It seemed to him desirable that the woik of exploration 
should be done by Bealbv He had thought of dogs, 
and It seemed to him that Bealby might be unem- 
barrassed by that idea So he put the thing to Bealby 
‘‘ Let’s have a look round ’ere,” he said “ You go in 
and see what’s abat ” 

There was some difference of opinion “ I don’t ask 
you to take anything,” said the tramp “ Nobody 

won’t catch you I tell you nobody won’t catch 

you I tell you there ain’t nobody here to catch 

you Just for the fun of seeing in I’ll go up by 

them outhouses And I’ll see nobody comes 
Ain’t afraid to go up a garden path, are you^ I 

tell you, I don’t want you to steal You ain’t 

got much guts to funk a thing like that I’ll be 

abat too Thought you’d be the very chap for a 

bit of scouting Well, if you ain’t afraid you’d 

do It Well, why didn’t you say you’d do it at 

the beginning? ’ 

Bealby went through the hedge and up a grass track 
between poultry runs, made a cautious inspection of the 
outhouses and then approached the cottage Everything 
was still He thought it more plausible to go to the 
door than peep into the window He rapped Then 
after an interval of stillness he lifted the latch, opened 
the door and peered into the room It was a pleasantly 
furnished room, and before the empty summer fireplace 
a very old white man was sitting in a chints-covered 
armchair, lost it would seem in painful thought He 
had a peculiar grey shrunken look, his eyes were closed, 
a bony hand with the shiny texture of alabaster gripped 
the chair arm There was something about him 

that held Bealby quite still for a moment 

And this old gentleman behaved very oddly 

His body seemed to crumple into his chair, his hands 
slipped down from the arms, his head nodded forwards 
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and his mouth and eyes seemed to open together And 
he made a snoring sound 

For a moment Beal by remained rigidly agape and 
then a violent desire to rejoin the tramp carried him 
back through the hen-runs 

He tried to describe what he had seen 
“ Asleep with his mouth open,” said the tramp 
“Well, that ain’t anything so wonderful You got any 
thing? That’s what I want to know Did any 

one ever see such a boy? ’Ere^ I’ll go 
“You leep a look out here,” said the tramp 
But there was something about that old man in there, 
something so strange and alien to Bealby, that he could 
not remain alone in the falling twilight He followed 
the cautious advances of the tramp towards the house 
From the corner by the outhouses he saw the tramp 
go and peer in at the open door He remained for 
some time peering, his head hidden from Bealby 
Then he went in 

Bealby had an extraordinary desire that somebody 
else would come His soul cried out for help against 
some vaguely apprehended terror And in the very 
moment of his wish came its fulfilment He saw 
advancing up the garden path a tall woman in a blue 
serge dress, hatless and hurrying and carrying a little 
package — it was medicine — in her hand And with her 
came a big black dog At the sight of Bealby the dog 
came forward barking, and Bealby after a moment’s 
hesitation turned and fled 

The dog was quick But Bealby was quicker He 
went up the netting of a hen-run and gave the dog no 
more than an ineffectual snap at his heels And then 
dashing from the cottage door came the tramp Under 
one arm was a brass bound workbox and in the other 
was a candlestick and some smaller articles He did 
not instantly grasp the situation of his treed companion, 
he was too anxious to escape the tall woman, and then 
with a yelp of dismay he discovered himself between 
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woman and dog All too late he sought to emulate 
Bealby The workbox slipped from under his arm, 
the rest of his plunder fell from him, for an uneasy 
moment he was clinging to the side of the swaying 
hen-run and then it had caved in and the dog had 
got him t 

The dog bit, desisted and then finding itself con 
fronted by two men retreated Bealby and the tramp 
rolled and scrambled over the other side of the collapsed 
netting into a parallel track and were half-way to the 
hedge before the dog, — but this time in a less vehement 
fashion, — ^resumed his attack 

He did not close with them again and at the hedge 
he halted altogether and remained hacking the gloaming 
with his rage 

The woman it seemed had gone into the house, 
leaving the tramp’s scattered loot upon the field of 
battle 

“This means mizzle,” said the tramp, leading the 
way at a trot 

Bealby saw no other course but to follow 
He had a feeling as though the world had turned 
against him He did not dare to think what he was 
thinking of the events of these crowded ten minutes 
He felt he had touched something dreadful, that the 
twilight was full of accusations He feared and 

hated the tramp now, but he perceived something had 
linked them as they had not been linked before What- 
ever it was they shared it 


§6 

They fled thiough the night, it seemed to Bealby for 
interminable hours At last when they were worn out 
and footsore they crept through a gate and found an 
uncomfortable cowering-place in the corner of a field 
As they went they talked but little, but the tramp 
kept up a constant muttering to himself He was 
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troubled by the thought of hydrophobia I know I’ll 
’ave It,” he said, I know I’ll get it * 

Bealbv after a time ceased to listen to his com 
panion His mmd was preoccupied He could think 
of nothing but that very white man in the chair and 
the strange manner of his movement 

Was ’e awake when you saw ’im^” he asked at last 
“ Awake — ^who ?” 

‘‘That old man” 

For a moment or so the tramp said nothing 
“ ’E wasn’t awake, you young silly,” he said at last 
“ But — ^wasn’t he ?” 

“ Why ’ — don’t you know * ’E’d croaked, — ^popped 
off the ’ooks — ^very moment you saw ’im ” 

For a moment Bealby’s voice failed him 
Then he said quite faintly, ‘You mean — he’d — 
Was dead?” 

“ Didn’t you know ?” said the tramp “ Gaw ’ 
What a kid you are’” 

In that manner it was Bealby first saw a dead man 
Never before had he seen anyone dead And after 
that for all the night the old white man pursued him, 
with strange slowly-opening eyes, and a head on one 
side and his mouth suddenly and absurdly agape 
All night long that white figure presided over seas 
of dark dismay It seemed always to be there, and 
yet Bealby thought of a score of other painful things 
For the first time in his life he asked himself, “ Where 
am I going? What am I drifting to?” The world be- 
neath the old man’s dominance was a world of prisons 
Bealby believed he was a burglar, and behind the 
darkness he imagined the outraged law already seeking 
him And the terrors of his associate reinforced his 
own 

He tried to think what he should do in the morning 
He dreaded the dawn profoundly But he could not 
collect his thoughts because of the tramp’s incessant 
lapses into grumbling lamentation Bealby knew he 
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had to get away from the tramp, but now he was too 
weary and alarmed to think of running away as a pos 
sible expedient And besides there was the matter of 
his money And beyond the range of the tramp’s voice 
there were darknesses which to night at least might 
hold inconceivable forms of lurking evil But could 
he not appeal to the law to save him ? Repent Was 
there not something called turning King’s Evidence? 

The moon was no comfort that night Across it 
there passed with incredible slowness a number of 
jagged little black clouds, blacker than any clouds 
Bealby had ever seen before They were like velvet 
palls, lined with snowy fur There was no end to 
them And one at last most horribly gaped slowly and 
opened a mouth 


§7 

At intervals there would be uncomfortable move 
ments and the voice of the tramp came out of the dark 
ness beside Bealby lamenting his approaching fate and 
discoursing — sometimes with violent expressions — on 
watch-dogs 

“ I know I shall ’ave ’idrophobia,” said the tramp 
‘‘I’ve always ’ad a disposition to ’idrophobia Always 
a dread of water — ^and now it’s got me 

“Think of it^ — ^keeping a beast to set at a ’uman 
being Where’s the brotherhood of it? Where’s the 
law and the humanity? Getting a animal to set at a 
brother man And a poisoned animal, a animal with 
death m his teeth And a ’orrible death too Where’s 
the sense and brotherhood? 

“ Gaw * when I felt ’is teeth coming through my 
trasers — ’ 

“ Dogs oughtn’t to be allowed They’re a noosance 
in the towns and a danger in the country They 
oughtn’t to be allowed anywhere — ^not till every 
blessed ’uman being ’as got three square meals a day 
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Then if you like, keep a dog And see ’e’s a clean 
dog 

“ Gaw ^ if Id been a bit quicker up that ^en 
roost ’ 

I ought to ’ave landed him a kick 

“ It’s a man’s duty to ’urt a dog When ’e sees a 
dog ’e ought to ’urt ’im It s a natural ’atred If dogs 
were what they ought to be, if dogs understood ’ow 
they re situated, there wouldn’t be a dog go for a man 
ever 

“ And if one did they’d shoot ’im 
After this if ever I get a chance to land a dog a 
oner with a stone I’ll land ’im one I been too sorft 
with dogs ” 

Towards dawn Bealby slept une.*sily, to be awakened 
by the loud snorting curiosity of three lively young 
horses He sat up in a blinding sunshine and saw the 
tramp looking very filthy and contoited, sleeping w'lth 
his mouth wide open and an expression of dismay and 
despair on his face 


§8 

Bealby took his chance to steal away next morning 
while the tramp was engaged in artificial epilepsy 

“ I feel like fits this morning,” said the tramp I 
could do it well I want a bit of human kindness again 
After that brasted dog 

I expect soon 1 11 ’ave the foam all right withat 
any soap ’ 

They marked down a little cottage before which a 
benevolent-looking spectacled old gentleman in a large 
straw hat and a thin alpaca jacket was engaged in 
budding roses Then they retired to prepare The 
tramp handed over to Bealby various compromising 
possessions, which might embarrass an afflicted person 
under the searching hands of chanty There was for 
example the piece of soap after he had taken sufficient 
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for his immediate needs, there was ninepence in money, 
there were the pack of cards with which they had played 
Euchre, a Lev or so and some wires, much assorted 
string, three tins, a large piece of bread, the end of a 
composite candle, a box of sulphur matches, list slippers, 
a pair of gloves, a clasp knife, sundry grey rags They 
all seemed to have the distinctive flavour of the tramp 
“ If you do a bunk with these,” said the tramp “ By 
Gawd ” 

He drew his Anger across his throat 
(King’s Evidence ) 

Bealby from a safe distance watched the beginnings 
of the At, and it impressed him as a thoroughly nasty 
kind of At He saw the elderly gentleman hurry out 
of the cottage and stand for a moment looking over 
his little green garden gate, surveying the sufferings of 
the tramp with an expression of intense yet discreet 
commiseration Then suddenly he was struck by an 
idea, he darted in among his rose bushes and reappeared 
with a big watering-can and an enormous syringe Still 
keeping the gate between himself and the sufferer he 
loaded his syringe very carefully and deliberately 
Bealby would have liked to see more, but he felt his 
moment had come Another instant and it might be 
gone again Very softly he dropped from the gate on 
which he was sitting and made off like a running 
partridge along the hedge of the Aeld 

Just for a moment did he halt — --at a strange sharp 
velp that came from the direction of the little cottage 
Then his purpose of flight resumed its control of him 
He would strike across country for two or three 
miles, then make for the nearest police station and 
give himself up (Loud voices Was that the tramp 
murdering the benevolent old gentleman in the straw 
hat, or was it the benevolent old gentleman in the 
straw hat murdering the tramp? No time to question 
Onward, Onward*) The tramp’s cans rattled in his 
pocket He drew one out, hesitated a moment and 
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flung It away and then sent its two companions after 
It 

He found his police station upon the road between 
Someport and Crayminster, a little peaceful rural station, 
a mere sunny cottage with a blue and white label and 
a notice board covered with belated bills about the 

stealing of pheasants’ eggs And another bill 

It was headed MISSING and the next most con- 
spicuous words were Reward and the next 

ARTHUR BEALBY 

He was fascinated So swift, so terribly swift is the 
law Already they knew of his burglary, of his callous 
participation in the robbing of a dead man Already 
the sleuths were upon his trail So surely did his 
conscience strike to this conclusion that even the 
carelessly worded offer of a reward that followed his 
description conveyed no different intimation to his 
mind To whomsoever will bring him back to Lady 
Laxton, at Shonts near Chelsmore,” so it ran 
‘‘ And out of pocket expenses ” 

And even as Bealby read this terrible document, 
the door of the police station opened and a very big 
pink young policeman came out and stood regarding 
the world in a friendly, self approving manner He 
had innocent, happy, blue eyes, thus far he had had 
much to do with order and little with crime, and his 
rosebud mouth would have fallen open, had not dis- 
cipline already closed it and set upon it the beginnings 
of a resolute expression that accorded ill with the rest 
of his open freshness And when he had surveyed the 
sky and the distant hills and the little rose bushes that 
occupied the leisure of the force, his eyes fell upon 
Bealby 

Indecision has ruined more men than wickedness 
And when one has slept rough and eaten nothing and 
one is conscious of a marred unclean appearance, xt is 
hard to face one’s situations What Bealby had in- 
tended to do was to go right up to a policeman and say 
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to him, simply and frankly I want to turn King’s 
Evidence, please I was in that burglary where there 
was a dead old man and a workbox and a woman and 
a dog I was led astray by a bad character and I did 
not mean to do it And really it was him that did it 
and not me ” 

But now his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, 
he felt he could not speak, could hot go through with 
it His heart had gone down into his feet Perhaps he 
had caught the tramp’s constitutional aversion to the 
police He affected not to see the observant figure in 
the doorway He assumed a slack careless bearing 
like one who reads by chance idly He lifted his eye 
brows to express unconcern He pursed his mouth to 
whistle but no whistle came He stuck his hands into 
his pockets, pulled up his feet as one pulls up plants 
by the roots and strolled away 

He quickened his stroll as he supposed by imper 
ceptible degrees He glanced back and saw that the 
young policeman had come out of the station and was 
reading the notice And as the young policeman read he 
looked ever and again at Bealby like one who checks 
off Items 

Bealby quickened his pace and then, doing his best 
to suggest bv the movements of his back a mere boyish 
levity quite unconnected with the law, he broke into 
a trot 

Then presently he dropped back into a walking 
pace, pretended to see something in the hedge, stopped 
and took a sidelong look at the young policeman 

He was coming along with earnest strides, every 
movement of his suggested a stealthy hurry * 

Bealby trotted and then becoming almost frank about 
it, ran He took to his heels 

From the first it was not really an urgent chase, it 
was a stalking rather than a hunt, because the young 
policeman was too young and shy and lacking in con 
fidence really to run after a boy without any definite 
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warrant for doing so When anyone came along he 
would drop into a smart walk and pretend not to be 
looking at Bealby but just going somewhere briskly 
And after two miles of it he desisted, and stood for a 
time watching a heap of mangold wurzel directly and 
the disappearance of Bealby obliquely, and then when 
Bealby was quite out of sight he turned back thought- 
fully towards his proper place 

On the whole he considered he was well out of it 
He might have made a fool of himself 
And yet, — five pounds reward ’ 
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from one’s situation and setting up for oneself is not 
so easy and simple a thing as it had appeared during 
those first days with the caravan Three things he 
perceived had arisen to pursue him, two that followed 
in the daylight, the law and the tramp, and a third 
that came back at twilight, the terror of the darkness 
And within there was a hollow faintness, for the after 
noon was far advanced and he was extremely hungry 
He had dozed away the early afternoon in the weedy 
corner of a wood But for his hunger I think he would 
have avoided Crayminster 

Within a mile of that place he had come upon the 

Missing ” notice again, stuck to the end of a barn 
He had passed it askance, and then with a sudden in- 
spiration returned and torn it down Somehow with the 
daylight his idea of turning King’s Evidence against 
the tramp had weakened He no longer felt sure 

Mustn’t one wait and be asked first to turn King’s 
Evidence ? 
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Suppose they said he had merely confessed 
The Crayminster street had a picturesque nutritious 
look Half way down it was the White Hart with 
cyclist club signs on its walls and geraniums over 
a white porch, and beyond a house being built and 
already at the roofing pitch To the right was a bakeFs 
shop diffusing a delicious suggestion of buns and cake, 
and to the left a little comfortable sweetstufi window 
and a glimpse of tables and a board “ Teas ” Tea ^ 
He resolved to break into his mnepence boldly and 
generously Verv likely they would boil him an egg 
for a penny or so Yet on the other hand if he just had 
three or four buns, soft new buns He hovered towards 
the baker’s shop and stopped short That bill was m 
the window’ 

He wheeled about sharply and went into the sweet- 
stuff shop and found a table with a white cloth and a 
motherly little woman m a large cap Tea? He could 
have an egg and some thick bread and-butter and a 
cup of tea for fivepence He sat down respectfully to 
await her preparations 
But he was uneasy 

He knew quite well that she would ask him questions 
For that he was prepared He said he was walking 
from his home in London to Someport to save the 
fare ‘‘But you’re so dirty’” said the motherly little 
woman “ I sent my luggage by post, ma’am, and I 
lost my way and didn’t get it And I don’t much mind 
ma’am, if you don’t Not washing ” 

All that he thought he did quite neatly But he 
wished there was not that bill m the baker’s window 
opposite and he wished he hadn’t quite such a hunted 
feeling A faint claustrophobia affected him He felt 
the shop might be a trap He would be glad to get 
into the open again Was there a way out behind if, 
for example, a policeman blocked the door ? He hovered 
to the entrance while his egg was boiling, and then 
when he saw a large fat baker surveying the world with 
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an afternoon placidity upon his face, he went back 
and sat by the table He wondered if the baker had 
noted him 

He had finished his egg, he was drinking his tea 
with appreciative noises, when he discovered that the 
baker had noted him Bealby's eyes, at first inanely 
open above the tilting teacup, were suddenly riveted on 
something that was going on in the baker’s window 
From where he sat he could see that detestable bill, 
and then slowly feeling about for it, he beheld a hand 
and a floury sleeve The bill was drawn up and 
vanished, and then behind a glass shelf of fancy bread 
and a glass shelf of buns something pink and indistinct 
began to move jerkily It was a human face and 

It was trying to peer into the little refreshment shop 
that shelteied Bealby 
Bealby’s soul went faint 

He had one inadequate idea Might I go out,” he 
said, “ by your back way ?” 

‘‘There isn’t a back way,” said the motherly little 

woman “ There’s a yard 

“ If I might,” said Bealby and was out in it 
No way at all * High walls on every side He was 
back like a shot in the shop, and now the baker was 
half-way across the road “ Fivepence,” said Bealby, 
and gave the little old woman sixpence “ Here,” she 
cried, “take your penny*” 

He did not wait He darted out of the door 
The baker was all over the way of escape He ex 
tended arms that seemed abnormally long and with a 
weak cry Bealby found himself trapped Trapped, 
but not hopelessly He knew how to do it He had 
done it m milder forms before, but now he did it with 
all his being Under the diaphragm of the baker 
smote Bealby’s hard little head, and instantly he was 
away running up the quiet sunny street Man when 
he assumed the erect attitude made a hostage of his 
belly It is a proverb among the pastoral Berbers of 
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the Atlas mountains that the man who extends his 
arms in front of an angry ram is a fool 

It seemed probable to Bealby that he would get 
away up the street The baker was engaged in 
elaborately falling backward, making the most of sitting 
down in the road, and the wind had been knocked out 
of him so that he could not shout He emitted “Stop 
him ’ ” in large whispers Away ahead there were only 
three builder’s men sitting under the wall beyond the 
White Hart, consuming tea out of their tea cans But 
the boy who was trimming the top of the tall privet 
hedge outside the doctor s saw the assault of the baker 
and incontinently uttered the shout that the baker 
could not Also he fell off his steps with great alacrity 
and started in pursuit of Bealby A young man from 
anywhere — perhaps the grocer’s shop — also started for 
Bealby But the workmen were slow to rise to the 
occasion Bealby could have got past them And 
then, abruptly at the foot of the street ahead, the tramp 
came into view, a battered disconcerting figure His 
straw-coloured hat which had recently been wetted 
and dried in the sun was a swaying mop The sight of 
Bealby seemed to rouse him from some disagreeable 
meditations He grasped the situation with a terrible 
quickness Regardless of the wisdom of the pastoral 
Berbers he extended his arms and stood prepared to 
intercept 

Bealby thought at the rate of a hundred thoughts 
to the minute He darted sideways and was up the 
ladder and among the beams and rafters of the un- 
finished roof before the pursuit had more than begun 

Here, come off that,” cried the foreman builder, only 
now joining in the hunt with any sincerity He came 
across the road while Bealby regarded him wickedly 
from the rafters above Then as the good man made 
to ascend Bealby got him neatly on the hat — ^it was a 
bowler hat — ^with a tile This checked the advance 
There was a disposition to draw a little off and look up 
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at Bealby One of the younger builders from the 
opposite sidewalk got him very neatly in the ribs with a 
stone But two other shots went wide, and Bealby 
shifted to a more covered position behind the chimney 
stack 

From here however he had a much less effective 
command of the ladder, and he perceived that his 
tenure of the new house was not likely to be a long one 
Below men parleyed “Who ts ’e?” asked the fore 
man builder “Where’d ’e come from?** 

“*E*s a brasted little thief,’* said the tramp “*E*s 
one of the wust characters on the road ** 

The baker was recovering his voice now “ There’s a 
reward out for *im,” he said, “ and *e butted me in the 
stummick ” 

“ *Ow much reward ?” asked the foreman builder 
“ Five pound for the man who catches him ” 

“ ’Ere * ” cried the foreman builder in an arresting 
voice to the tramp “ Just stand away from that 
ladder 

Whatever else Bealby might or might not be, one 
thing was very clear about him and that was that he 
was a fugitive And the instinct of humanity is to 
pursue fugitives Man is a hunting animal, inquiry into 
the justice of a case is an altogether later accretion to 
his complex nature, and that is why, whatever you are 
or whatever you do you should never let people get you 
on the run There is joy in the mere fact of hunting, 
the sight of a scarlet coat and a hound will brighten a 
whole village, and now Craymmster was rousing itself 
like a sleeper who wakes to sunshine and gay music 
People were looking out of windows and coming out 
of shops, a policeman appeared and heard the baker’s 
simple story, a brisk hatless young man in a white apron 
and with a pencil behind his ear became prominent 
Bealby, peeping over the ridge of the roof, looked a 
thoroughly dirty and unpleasant little creature to all 
these people The only spark of human sympathy for 
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him below was in the heart of the little old woman in 
the cap who had given him his breakfast She surveyed 
the roof of the new house from the door of her shop, 
she hoped Bealby wouldn’t hurt himself up there, and 
she held his penny change clutched in her hand m her 
apron pocket with a vague idea that perhaps presently 
if he ran past she could very quickly give it him 


§ 2 

Considerable delay m delive ing the assault on the 
house was caused by the foreman’s insistence that he 
alone should ascend the ladder to capture Bealby He 
was one of those regular-featured men with large heads 
who seem to have inflexible backbones, he was large and 
fair and full with a sweetish chest voice, and m all his 
movements authoritative and deliberate Whenever he 
made to ascend he discovered that people were straying 
into his building, and he had to stop and direct his men 
how to order them off Inside his large head he was 
trying to arrange everybody to cut off Bealby’s line of 
retreat without risking that anybody but himself should 
capture the fugitive It was none too easy and it knitted 
his brows Meanwhile Bealby was able to reconnoitre 
the adjacent properties and to conceive plans for a 
possible line of escape He also got a few tiles handy 
against when the rush up the ladder came At the same 
time two of the younger workmen were investigating 
the possibility of getting at him from inside the house 
There was still no staircase, but there were ways of 
clambering They had heard about the reward and 
they knew that they must do this before the foreman 
realised their purpose, and this a little retarded them 
In their pockets they had a number of stones, ammuni 
tion in reserve, if it came again to throwing 

Bealby was no longer fatigued nor depressed, anxiety 
for the future was lost in the excitement of the present, 
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and his heart told him that, come what might, getting 
on to the roof was an extraordinarily good dodge 
And if only he could bring off a certain jump he had 
in mind, there were other dodges 

In the village street an informal assembly of leading 
citizens, a little recovered now from their first nervous 
ness about flying tiles, discussed the problem of Bealby 
There was Mumby, the draper and vegetarian, with the 
bass voice and the big black beard He advocated the 
fire engine He was one of the volunteer fire brigade 
and never so happy as when he was wearing his helmet 
He had come out of his shop, at the shouting Schocks 
the butcher, and his boy were also in the street, Schocks’s 
yard with its heap of manure and fodder bounded the 
new house on the left Rymell the vet emerged from 
the billiard-room of the White Hart, and with his head 
a little on one side was watching Bealby and replying 
inattentively to the baker, who was asking him a number 
of questions that struck him as irrelevant All the White 
Hart people were in the street 

“ I suppose, Mr Rymell,” said the baker, “ there’s a 
mort of dangerous things in a man’s belly round about 
’is Stummick'*” 

“ Tiles,” said Mr Rymell ‘‘ Loose bricks It 
wouldn’t do if he started dropping those ” 

‘‘ I was saying, Mr Rymell,” said the baker after a 
pause for digestion, “ is a man likely to be injured badly 
by a Blaw in his stummick?’ 

Mr Rymell stared at him for a moment with unre 
sponsive eyes More likely to get you in the head,” 
he said, and then, Here ’ What’s that fool of a 
carpenter going to do^*” 

The tramp was hovering on the outskirts of the, 
groups of besiegers, vindictive but dispirited He had 
been brought to from his fit and given a shilling by the 
old gentleman, but he was dreadfully wet between his 
shirt — he wore a shirt, under three waistcoats and a coat 
—and his skin, because the old gentleman’s method of 
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revival had been to syringe him suddenly with cold 
water It had made him weep with astonishment and 
misery Now he saw no advantage in claiming Bealby 
publicly His part, he felt, was rather a waiting one 
What he had to say to Bealby could be best said without 
the assistance of a third person And he wanted to 
understand more of this talk about a reward If there 
was a reward out for Bealby 

‘^That’s not a bad dodge*” said Rymell, changing 
his opinion of the foreman suddenly as that individual 
began his ascent of the ladder with a bricklayer’s hod 
carried shield-wise above his head He went up with 
difficulty and slowly because of the extreme care he 
took to keep his head protected But no tiles came 
Bealby had discovered a more dangerous attack develop- 
ing inside the house and was already in retreat down the 
other side of the building 

He did a leap that might have hurt him badly, taking 
off from the corner of the house and jumping a good 
twelve feet on to a big heap of straw m the butch ei’s 
yard He came down on all fours and felt a little jarred 
for an instant, and then he was up again and had 
scrambled up by a heap of manure to the top of the 
butcher’s wall He was over that and into Maccullum’s 
yard next door before anyone in the front of the new 
house had realised that he was in flight Then one of 
the two workmen who had been coming up inside the 
house saw him from the oblong opening that was some 
day to be the upstairs bedroom window, and gave 
tongue 

It was thirty seconds later and after Bealby had 
vanished from the butcher’s wall that the foreman, still 
clinging to his hod, appeared over the ridge of the roof 
At the workmen’s shout the policeman who, with the 
preventive disposition of his profession, had hitherto 
been stopping anyone from coming into the unfinished 
house, turned about and ran out into its brick and 
plaster and timber-littered backyard, whereupon the 
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crowd in the street realising that the quarry had gone 
away and no longer restrained, came pouring partly 
through the house and partly round through the 
butcher’s gate into his yard 

Bealby had had a check 

He had relied upon the tarred felt roof of the mush 
room shed of Maccullum the tailor and breeches-maker 
to get him to the wall that gave upon Mr Benshaw’s 
strawberry fields, and he had not seen from his roof 
above the ramshackle glazed outhouse which Maccullum 
called his workroom and in which four industrious 
tailors were working in an easy deshabille The roof 
of the shed was the merest taned touchwood, it had 
perished as felt long ago, it collapsed under Bealby, he 
went down into a confusion of mushrooms and mush 
room bed, he blundered out trailing mushrooms and 
spawn and rich matter, he had a ninefoot wall to 
negotiate and only escaped by a hair’s-breadth from the 
clutch of a little red-slippered man who came dashing 
out from the workroom But by a happy use of the 
top of the dustbin he did just get away over the wall 
in time, and the red-slippered tailor who was not good 
at walls was left struggling to imitate an ascent that had 
looked easy enough until he came to trv it 

For a moment the little tailor struggled alone, and 
then both Maccullum’s domain and the butcher’s yard 
next door and the narrow patch of space behind the 
new house, were violently injected with a crowd of 
active people, all confusedly on the Bealby trail Some 
one, he never knew who, gave the little tailor a leg-up 
and then his red slippers twinkled over the wall and 
he was leading the hunt into the market gardens of 
Mr Benshaw A collarless colleague in list slippers 
and conspicuous braces followed The policeman, after 
he had completed the wreck of Mr Maccullum’s mush 
room shed, came next, and then Mr Maccullum, 
with no sense of times and seasons, anxious to have a 
discussion at once upon the question of this damage 
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Mr Maccullum was out of breath and he never got 
farther with this projected conversation than ^^Here'” 
This was repeated several times as opportunity seemed 
to offer The remaining tailors got to the top of the 
wall more sedately with the help of the Maccullum 
kitchen steps and dropped, Mr Schocks followed 
breathing hard, and then a fresh jet of humanitj. came 
squirting into the gardens through a gap in the fence 
at the back of the building site This was led by the 
young workman who had first seen Bealby go away 
Hard behind him came Rymell, the ^et, the grocer’s 
assistant, the doctor’s page bov and, less briskly, the 
bal er Then the tramp Then Mumbv and Schocks’s 
boy Then a number of other people The seeking of 
Bealby had assumed the dimensions of a Hue and Cry 

The foreman with the large head and the upright 
back was still on the new roof, he \vas greatly distressea 
at the turn things had taken and shouted h s claims to 
a major share in the capture of Bealby, mixed with his 
opinions of Bealby and a good deal of mere swearing, 
to a sunny but unsympathetic skv 

§3 

Mr Benshaw was a small holder, a sturdy English 
yeoman of the new school He was an Anti Socialist, 
a self-helper, an independent spirited man He had a 
steadily growing banking account and a plain but sterile 
wife, and he was dark in complexion and so erect m 
his bearing as to seem a little to lean backward Usually 
he wore a sort of grey gamekeeper’s suit with brown 
gaiters (except on Sundays when the coat was black), 
he was addicted to bowler hats that accorded ill with 
his large grave grey-coloured face, and he was altogether 
a very sound young man His bowler hats did but 
accentuate that He had no time for vanities, even 
the vanity of dressing consistently He went into the 
nearest shop and just bought the cheapest hat he could. 
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and so he got hats designed for the youthful and giddy, 
hats with flighty crowns and flippant bows and amorous 
brims that undulated attractively to set off flushed and 
foolish young faces It made his unrelenting mask look 
rather like the Puritans under the Stuart monarchy 
He was a horticulturist rather than a farmer He 
had begun his career in cheap lodgings with a field of 
early potatoes and cabbages, supplemented by employ 
ment, but with increased prosperity his area of culti 
vation had extended and his methods intensified He 
now grew considerable quantities of strawberries, rasp 
berries, celeiy, seakale, asparagus, early peas, late peas 
and onions, and consumed more stable manure than 
any other cultivator within ten miles of Crayminster 
He was beginning to send cut flowers to London He 
had half an acre of glass and he was rapidly extend 
ing It He had built himself a cottage on lines of 
austere economy, and a bony-lookmg dwelling-house 
for some of his men He also owned a number of 
useful sheds of which tar and corrugated iron were 
conspicuous features His home was furnished with 
the utmost respectability, and notably joyless even in 
a countryside where gaiety is regarded as an impossible 
quality in furniture He was already in a small local 
way a mortgagee Good fortune had not turned the 
head of Mr Benshaw nor robbed him of the feeling 
that he was a particularly deserving person, entitled to 
a preferential treatment from a country which m his 
plain unsparing way he felt that he enriched 

In many ways he thought that the country was care 
less of his needs And m none more careless than in 
the laws relating to trespass Across his dominions ran 
three footpaths, and one of these led to the public 
elementary school That he should have to maintain 
this latter — and if he did not keep it m good order the 
children spread out and made parallel tracks among 
his cultivations — seemed to him a thing almost intoler- 
ably unjust He mended it with cinders, acetylene 
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refuse, which he believed and hoped to be thoroughly 
bad for boots, and a peculiarly slimy chalky clav, and 
he put on a board at each end ‘‘ Keep to the foot 
paths, Trespassers will be prosecuted, by Order,’* which 
he painted himself to save expense when he was con 
fined indoors by the influenza Still more unjust it 
would be, he felt, for him to spend money upon 
effective fencing, and he could find no fencing cheap 
enough and ugly enough and painful enough and im- 
possible enough to express his feelings in the matter 
Every day the children streamed to and fro, marking 
how his fruits ripened and his produce became more 
esculent And other people pursued these tracks, man\ 
Mr Benshaw was convinced went to and fro through 
his orderly crops who had no business whatever, no 
honest business, to pass that way Either, he con- 
cluded, they did it to annoy him, or they did it to 
injure him This continual invasion aroused in Mr 
Benshaw all that stern anger against unrighteousness 
latent m our race which more than any other single 
force has made America and the Empire what they are 
to day Once already he had been robbed — a raid 
upon his raspberries — and he felt convinced that at 
any time he might be robbed again He had made 
representations to the local authority to get the foot- 
paths closed, but in vain Thej^ defended themselves 
with the paltry excuse that the children would then 
have to go nearly a mile round to the school 

It was not only the tyranny of these footpaths that 
offended Mr Benshaw’s highly developed sense of 
Individual Liberty All round his rather straggling 
dominions his neighbours displayed an ungenerous indis- 
position to maintain their fences to his satisfaction In 
one or two places, in abandonment of his clear rights 
in the matter, he had at his own expense supplemented 
these lax defences with barbed wire But it was not 
a very satisfactory sort of barbed wire He wanted 
barbed wire with extra spurs like a fighting cock he 
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wanted barbed wire that would start out after night 
fall and attack passers-by This boundary trouble was 
universal, in a way it was worse than the footpaths, 
which after all only affected the Cage Fields where his 
strawberries grew Except for the yard and garden 
walls of Maccullum and Schocks and that side, there 
was not really a satisfactory foot of enclosure all round 
Mr Benshaw One the one side rats and people’s dogs 
and scratching cats came in, on the other side rabbits 
The rabbits were intolerable, and recently there had 
been a rise of nearly thirty per cent in the price of 
wire netting 

Mr Benshaw wanted to hurt rabbits, he did not 
want simply to kill them, he wanted so to kill them as 
to put the fear of death into the burrows He wanted 
to kill them so that scared little furry survivors with 
their tails as white as ghosts would go lolloping home 
and say, I say, you chaps, we’d better shift out of this 
We’re up against a Strong Determined Man ” 

I have made this lengthy statement of Mr Ben 
shaw’s economic and moral difficulties in order that the 
reader should understand the peculiar tension that 
already existed upon this side of Crayminster It has 
been necessary to do so now because in a few seconds 
there will be no further opportunity for such prepara- 
tions There had been trouble, I may add very hastily, 
about the shooting of Mr Benshaw’s gun, a shower of 
small shot had fallen out of the twilight upon the 
umbrella and basket of old Mrs Frobisher And only 
a week ago an unsympathetic bench after a hearing of 
over an hour and in the face of overwhelming evidence 
had refused to convict little Lucy Mumby, aged eleven, 
of stealing fruit from Mr Benshaw’s fields She had 
been caught red handed 

At the very moment that Bealby was butting the 
baker in the stomach, Mr Benshaw was just emerging 
from his austere cottage after a wholesome but inex- 
pensive high tea in which he had finished up two left- 
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over cold sausages, and he v^as considering very deeply 
the financial side of a furious black fence that he had 
at last decided should pen in the school children from 
further depredations It should be of splintery tarred 
deal, and high, with well pointed tops studded with 
sharp nails, and he believed that by making the path 
only two feet wide, a real saving of ground for cultiva 
tion might be made and a very considerable discom 
fort foi the public arranged, to compensate for his 
initial expense The thought of a narrow lane which 
would in winter be characterised by an excessive slimi 
ness and from which there would be no lateral escape 
was pleasing to a mind by no means absolutely restricted 
to considerations of pounds, shillings and pence In 
his hand after his custom he carried a hoe, on the 
handle of which feet were marked so that it was avail 
able not only for destro}ing the casual weed but also 
for purposes of measurement With this he now 
checked hi estimate, and found that here he would 
reclaim as much as three feet of trodden waste, here 
a full two 

Absorbed in these calculations, he heeded little the 
growth of a certain clamour from the backs of the 
houses bordering on the High Street It did not 
appear to concern him, and Mr Benshaw made it 
almost ostentatiouslv his rule to mind his own business 
His eyes remained fixed on the lumpy, dusty sun-baked 
track that with an intelligent foresight he saw already 
transformed into a deterrent slough of despond for the 
young 

Then quite suddenly the shouting took on a new 
note He glanced over his shoulder almost involun- 
tarily and discovered that after all this uproar was his 
business Amazingly his business His mouth assumed 
a Cromwellian fierceness His grip tightened on his 
hoe That anyone should dare * But it was impossible ’ 

His dominions were being invaded with a peculiar 
boldness and violence 
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Ahead of everyone else and running with wild wav 
mgs of the arms across his strawberries was a small and 
very dirty little boy He impressed Mr Benshaw 
merely as a pioneer Some thirty yards behind him was 
a collarless, short sleeved man in red slippers running 
with great effrontery, and behind him another still 
more denuded lunatic, also in list slippers and with 
braces — ^braces of inconceivable levity And then 
Wiggs, the policeman, hotly followed by Mr Mac 
cullum Then more distraught tailors and Schocks the 
butcher But a louder shout heralded the mam attack 
and Mr Benshaw turned his eyes — already they were 
slightly blood-shot eyes — to the right and saw, pouring 
through the broken hedge, a disorderly crowd, Rymell 
whom he had counted his friend, the grocer’s assistant, 
the doctor’s boy, some strangers — Mumby ' 

At the sight of Mumbv, Mr Benshaw leaped at a 
conclusion He saw it all The whole place was 
rising against him, they were asserting some infernal 
new right-of-way Mumby — Mumby had got them 

to do It All the fruits of fifteen years of toil, all the 
care and accumulation of Mr Benshaw’s prime, were 
to be trampled and torn to please a drapei’s spite' 
Sturdy yeoman as Mr Benshaw was he resolved 
instantly to fight for his liberties One moment he 
paused to blow the powerful police whistle he earned 
in his pocket, and then rushed forward in the direction 
of the hated Mumby, the leader of trespassers, the 
parent and abetter and defender of the criminal Lucy 
He took the hurrying panting man almost unawares, 
and with one wild sweep of the hoe felled him to the 
earth Then he staggered about and smote again, but 
not quite in time to get the head of Mr R}<mell 
This whistle he carried was part of a systematic cam 
paign he had developed against trespassers and fruit 
stealers He and each of his assistants earned one, and 
at the first shrill note — it was his rule — everyone seized 
on any weapon that was handy and ran to pursue and 
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capture All his assistants were extraordinarily prompt 
in responding to these alarms, which were often the 
only break in long days of strenuous and strenuoush 
directed toil So now with an astonishing promptitude 
and animated faces men appeared from sheds and green 
houses and distant patches of culture hastening to the 
assistance of their dour employer 

It says much for the amiable relations that existed 
between employers and employed in those days before 
Syndicalism became the creed of the younger workers 
that they did hurry to his assistance 

But many rapid things were to happen before the) 
came into action For first a strange excitement seized 
upon the tramp A fantastic delusive sense of social 
rehabilitation took possession of his soul Here he was 
pitted against a formidable hoe wielding man, who for 
some inscrutable reason was resolved to cover the 
retreat of Bealby And all the world, it seemed, was 
with the tramp and against this hoe wielder All the 
tremendous forces of human society against which the 
tramp had struggled for so many years, whose power he 
knew and feared as only the outlaw can, had suddenh 
come into line with him Across the strawberries to 
the right there was even a policeman hastening to join 
the majority, a policeman closely followed by a trades 
man of the blackest, most respectable quality The 
tramp had a vision of himself as a respectable man 
heroically leading respectable people against outcasts 
He dashed the lank hair from his eyes, waved his arms 
laterally and then with a loud strange cry flung him 
self towards Mr Benshaw Two pairs of super im 
posed coat-tails flapped behind him And then the 
hoe whistled through the air and the tramp fell to the 
ground like a sack 

But now Schocks’s boy had grasped his opportunity 
He had been working discreetly round behind Mr 
Benshaw and as the hoe smote he leaped upon that 
hero’s back and seized him about the neck with both 
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arms and bore him staggering to the ground, and 
Rymell, equally quick, and used to the tackling of for 
midable creatures, had snatched and twisted away the 
hoe and grappled Mr Benshaw almost before he was 
down The first of Mr Benshaw's helpers to reach 
the fray found the issue decided, his master held down 
conclusively and a growing circle trampling down a 
wide area of strawberry plants about the panting 
group 

Mr Mumby more frightened than hurt was already 
sitting up, but the tramp with a glowing wound upon 
his cheekbone and an expression of astonishment in his 
face, lay low and pawed the earth 

'‘What d’you mean,” gasped Mr Rymell, “hitting 
people about with that hoe?” 

“What d’you mean,” groaned Mr Benshaw, “run 
nmg across my strawberries?” 

“We were going after that boy” 

“ Pounds and pounds worth of damage Mischief 
and wickedness Mumby’” 

Mr Rymell, suddenly realising the true values of 
the situation, released Mr Benshaw’s hands and knelt 
up “ Look here, Mr Benshaw,” he said, “ you seem 
to be under the impression we are trespassing ” 

Mr Benshaw struggling into a sitting position was 
understood to inquire with some heat what Mr Rymell 
called It Schocks^s boy picked up the hat with the 
erotic brim and handed it to the horticulturist silently 
and respectfully 

“We were not trespassing,” said Mr Rymell “We 
were following up that boy He was trespassing if you 
like By the bye, — ^where ts the boy? Has any- 

one caught him?” 

At the question attention which had been focussed 
upon Mr Benshaw and his hoe, came round Across 
the field in the direction of the sunlit half acre of 
glass the little tailor was visible standing gingerly and 
picking up hi*s red slippers for the third time — they 



BATTLE OF CRAYMINSTER 823 

would come off in that loose good soil, everybody else 
had left the trail to concentrate on Mr Benshaw — and 
Bealby — Bealby was out of sight He had escaped, 
clean got away 

‘^What boy?” asked Mr Benshaw 
“Ferocious little beast who’s fought us hie a rat 
Been committing all sorts of crimes about the countr} 
Five pounds reward for him ” 

“Fruit stealing?” asked Mr Benshaw 
“Yes,” said Mr Rymell, chancing it 
Mr Benshaw reflected slowly His eyes surveyed 
his trampled crops “ Gooooooooooooo Lord he 
cried “Look at those strawberries’” His voice 
gathered violence “And that lout there’” he said 
“Why’ — ^he’s lying on them’ That’s the brute who 
went for me’” 

“You got him a pretty tidy one aside the head’” 
said Maccullum 

The tramp rolled over on some fresh strawberries 
and groaned pitifully 

“ He’s hurt,” said Mr Mumby 
The tramp flopped and lay still 
“Get some water’” said Rymell, standing up 
At the word water, the tramp started convulsively, 
rolled over and sat up with a dazed expression 

“No water,” he said weakly “No more water,’ 
and then catching Mr Benshaw’s eye he got rather 
quickly to his feet 

Everybody who wasn’t already standing was getting 
up, and everyone now was rather carefully getting him- 
self off any strawberry plant he had chanced to find 
himself smashing m the excitement of the occasion 
“That’s the man that started in on me,’^ said, Mr 
Benshaw “What’s he doing here? Who is he'*^’ 

“ Who are you my man ? W hat business have you 
to be careering over this field ?” asked Mr Rymell 
“ I was only ’elping,” said the tramp 
“Nice help,” said Mr Benshaw 
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I thought that boy was a thief or something ’ 

‘ And so you made a rush at me ’’ 

I didn t exactly — ^sir — I thought you was ’elpmg 
im 

You be off anyhow,” said Mr Benshaw ‘‘ What 
ever you thought” 

“Yes, you be off’” said Mr Rymell 
“ That’s the way, my man,” said Mr Benshaw 
“We haven’t any jobs for you The sooner we have 
you out of It the better for everyone Get right on to 
the path and keep it ” And with a desolating sense of 
exclusion the tramp withdrew “There’s pounds and 
pounds worth of damage here,” said Mr Benshaw 
“This job’ll cost me a pretty penny Look at them 
berries there Why they ain’t fit for jam’ And all 
done by one confounded boy” An evil light came 
into Ml Benshaw’s eyes “You leave him to me and 
my chaps If he’s gone up among those sheds there — 
we’ll settle with him Anyhow there’s no reason why 
my fruit should be trampled worse than it has been 
Fruit stealer, you say, he is f*” 

“They live on the country this time of year,” said 
Mr Mumby 

“And catch them doing a day’s work picking’” said 
Mr Benshaw “ I know the sort ” 

“There’s a reward of five pounds for ’im already,” 
said the baker 


§ + 

You perceive how humanitarian motives may some 
times defeat their own end, and how little Lady Lax 
ton’s well-intentioned handbills were serving to rescue 
Beafby Instead they were turning him into a scared 
and hunted animal In spite of its manifest impossi- 
bility he was convinced that the reward and this pur- 
suit had to do with his burglary of the poultry farm, 
and that his capture would be but the preliminary to 
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prison, trial and sentence His one remaining idea was 
to get away But his escape across the market gardens 
had left him so blown and spent, that he was obliged 
to hide up for a time in this perilous neighbourhood, 
before going on He saw a disused looking shed m 
the lowest corner of the gardens behind the green 
houses and by doubling sharply along a hedge he got 
to It unseen It was not disused — nothing m Mr 
Benshaw’s possession ever was absolutely disused, but 
It was filled with horticultural lumber, with old cal 
cium carbide tins, with broken wheelbarrows and 
damaged ladders awaiting repair, with some ragged 
wheeling planks and surplus rolls of roofing felt 
the back were some unhinged shed doors leaning against 
the wall, and between them Bealby tucked himself 
neatly and became still, glad of any respite from tne 
chase 

He would wait for twilight and then get ai\ay across 
the meadows at the back and then go — He didn t 
know whither And now he had no confidence in tl e 
wild world any more A qualm of home sickness for 
the compact little gardener’s cottage at Shonts, came 
to Bealby Why, as a matter of fact, wasn’t he there 
now? 

He ought to have tried more at Shonts 

He ought to have minded what the^ told him and 
not have taken up a toasting-fork against Thomas 
Then he wouldn’t now have been a hunted burglar 
with a reward of five pounds on his head and nothing 
in his pocket but threepence and a pack of greasy play- 
ing cards, a box of sulphur matches and various objec- 
tionable sundries, none of which were properly his 
own 

If only he could have his time over again ^ 

Such wholesome reflections occupied his thoughts 
until the onset of the dusk stirred him to departure 
He crept out of his hiding place and stretched his 
limbs which had got very stiff, and was on the point 
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of reconnoitring from the door of the shed when he 
became aware of stealthy footsteps outside 

With the quickness of an animal he shot back into 
his hiding-place The footsteps had halted For a 
long time it seemed the unseen waited listening Had 
he heard Bealby? 

Then someone fumbled with the door of the shed, 
It opened and there was a long pause of cautious 
inspection 

Then the unknown had shufHed into the shed and 
sat down on a heap of matting 
GawP* said a voice 
The tramp’s’ 

“ If ever I struck a left-handed Mascot it was that 
boy,” said the tramp “ The little swtne 

For the better part of two minutes he went on from 
this mild beginning to a descriptive elaboration of 
Bealby For the first time in his life Bealby learned 
how unfavourable was the impression he might leave 
on a fellow creature’s mind 

‘‘Took even my matches’” cried the tramp, and 
tried this statement over with variations 

“First that old fool with his syringe’” The tramp’s 
voice rose in angry protest “ Here’s a chap dying 
epilepsy on your doorstep and all you can do is to 
squirt cold watei at him’ Cold water’ Why you 
might kill a man doing that ’ And then say you’d 
thought’d bring ’im rand ’ Bring ’im rind ’ You be 
jolly glad I didn’t stash your silly face in You [mis 
begotten] old fool’ What’s a shilling for wetting a 
man to ’is skin? Wet through I was Running inside 
my shirt, — dripping And then the blooming 

boy clears’ 

“/ don’t know what boys are coming to’” cried the 
tramp “These board schools it is Gets ’old of 
everything ’e can and bunks ’ Gaw ’ if I get my ’ands 

on ’im. I’ll show ’im I’ll 

For some time the tramp revelled in the details, for 
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the most part crudely surgical, of his vengeance upon 
Bealby 

‘‘Then theie’s that dog bite ’Ow do I know ’ow 
that’s going to turn at^* If I get ’idrophobia, blowed 
if I don’t btie some of ’em ’Idrophobia Screaming 
and foaming Nice death for a man — my time 0 life * 
Bark I shall Bark and bite 

“And this is your world,” said the tramp “This 
IS the world you put people into and expect ’em to be 
’appy 

‘ I’d like to bite that dough-faced fool with the silly 
’at I’d enjoy biting ’m I’d spit it out, but Td 
bite It right enough Wiping abat with ’is ’O Gaw f 
Get off my ground’ Be orf with you Slash ’E 
ought to be shut up 

‘Where’s the justice of it?” shouted the tramp 
“Where’s the right and the sense of it? What ’ave 
/ done that I should always get the under side ? Why 
should I be stuck on the under side of everything? 
There’s worse men than me in all sorts of positions 
Judges there are ’Ornble Kerecters Minis 
ters and people I ve read abat ’em in the papers 

“ It s we tramps are the scapegoats Somebody’s got 
to suffer so as the police can show a face Gaw ’ Some 
of these days I’ll do something I’ll do some 

thing You’ll drive me too far with it I tell 
you ” 

He stopped suddenly and listened Bealby had 
creaked 

“Gaw’ What can one do?” said the tramp after 
a long interval 

And then complaining more gently, the tramp 
began to feel about to make his simple preparations 
for the night 

“’Unt me out of this I expect,” said the tramp 
“And many sleeping in feather beds that ain’t fit to 
’old a candle to me Not a hordinary farthing 
candle 
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from away up the garden There he goes,” shouted 
a voice, ‘‘ in the shadow of the hedge ” 

‘‘Look out, Jim*” — Bang — and a yelp 
“Stand away* I’ve got another barrel**^ Bang 
Then silence for a time, and then the footsteps 
coming back 

“ That ought to teach him,” said Mr Benshaw 
“ First time I got him fair, and I think I peppered him 
a bit the second Couldn’t see very well, but I heard 
him yell He won’t forget that in a hurry Not 
him There’s nothing like oats for fruit-stealers 
Jim, just shut that door, will you? That’s where he 
was hiding 

It seemed a vast time to Bealby before he ventured 
out into the summer moonlight, and a verj^ pitiful and 
outcast little Bealby he felt himself to be 

He was beginning to realise what it means to go 
beyond the narrow securities of human society He 
had no friends, no friends at all 

He caught at and arrested a sob of self pit) 

Perhaps after all it was not so late as Bealb)' had 
supposed There were still lights in some of the 
houses and he had the privilege of seeing Mr Ben 
shaw going to bed with pensive deliberation Mr 
Benshaw wore a flannel nightshirt and said quite a 
lengthy prayer before extinguishing his candle Then 
suddenly Bealby turned nervously and made off 
through the hedge A dog had barked 

At first there were nearly a dozen lighted windows 
in Crayminster They went out one by one He 
hung for a long time with a passionate earnestness on 
the sole surviving one, but that too went at last He 
could have wept when at last it winked out He came 
down into the marshy flats by the river, but he did not 
like the way in which the water sucked and swirled in 
the vague moonlight, also he suddenly discovered a 
great white horse standing quite still in the misty grass 
not thirty yards away, so he went up to and crossed 
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the high road and wandered up the hillside towards 
the allotments, which attracted him by reason of the 
sociability of the numerous tool sheds In a hedge 
near at hand a young rabbit squealed sharply and was 
stilled Why? 

Then something like a short snake scrabbled by very 
fast through the grass 

Then he thought he saw the tramp stalking him 
noiselessly behind some currant bushes That went 
on for some time, but came to nothing 

Then nothing pursued him, nothing at all The gap, 
the void, came after him The bodiless, the faceless, 
the formless, these are evil hunters in the night 

What a cold still watching thing moonlight can 
be» 

He thought he would like to get his back against 
something solid and found near one of the sheds a little 
heap of litter He sat down against good tarred boards, 
assured at least that whatever came must come in front 
Whatever he did, he was resolved, he would not shut 
his eyes 

That would be fatal 

He awoke in broad daylight amidst a cheerful uproar 
of birds 


§6 

And then again flight and pursuit were resumed 
As Bealby went up the hill away from Crayminster 
he saw a man standing over a spade and watching his 
retreat, and when he looked back again presently this 
man was following It was Lady Laxton’s five pound 
rewaid had done the thing for him 

He was half minded to surrender and have done with 
It, but gaol he knew was a dreadful thing of stone and 
darkness He would make one last effort So he beat 
along the edge of a plantation and then crossed it and 
forced his way through some gorse and came upon a 
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sunken road, that crossed the hill in a gorse lined 
cutting He struggled down the steep bank At its 
foot, regardless of him, unaware of him, a man sat beside 
a motor bicycle with his fists gripped tight and his head 
downcast, swearing A county map was crumpled in 
his hand “ Damn ’ ’ he cried and flung the map to 
the ground and kicked it and out his foot on it 

Bealbv slipped, came down the bank with a run and 
found himself in the road within a couple of yards of 
the blonde features and angry e}es of Captain Douglas 
When he saw the Captain and perceived himself 
recognised, he flopped down — 3. done and finished 
Bealbv 


§ 7 

He had arrived just in time to interrupt the Captain 
in a wild and reprehensible fit of passion 

The Captain imagined it was a secret fit of passion 
He thought he was quite alone and that no one could 
hear him or see him So he had let himself shout and 
stamp, to work off the nervous tensions that tormented 
him bej^ond endurance 

In the direct sense of the words the Captain was in 
love with Madeleine He was in love quite be}'Ond 
the bounds set by refined and decorous people to this 
dangerous passion The primordial savage that lurks 
in so many of us was uppermost in him He was not 
in love with her prettilv or delicately, he was in love 
with her violently and vehemently He wanted to be 
with her, he wanted to be close to her, he wanted to 
possess her and nobody else to approach her He was 
so inflamed now that no other interest in life had any 
importance except as it aided or interfered with this 
desire He had forced himself m spite of this fever in 
his blood to leave her in order to pursue Bealby, and 
now he was furiously regretting this firmness He had 
expected to catch Bealby overnight and bring him back 

27 
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to the hotel in triumph But Bealby had been elusive 
There she was, awav there, hurt and indignant- 
neglected ’ 

“ A laggard in love,” cried the Captain, a dastard 
in war* God’ — I run away fiom everything First I 
leave the manoeuvres, then her Unstable as water 
thou shalt not prevail Water’ What does the con 
founded boy matter? What does he matter? 

And there she is Alone ’ She’ll flirt — naturally 
she’ll flirt Don’t I deserve it? Ha\en’t I asked for 
It? Just the one little time we might have had to 
gether’ I fling it in her face You fool, you laggard, 
you dastard ’ And here s this map 

A breathing moment 

‘‘ How the devil ” cried the Captain, am I to find 
the little beast on this map ? 

‘‘ And twice he’s been within reach of my hand ’ 

“No decision’” cried the Captain “No instant 
grip ’ What good is a soldier without it ? What good 
IS any man who will not leap at opportunity? I ought 
to have chased out last night after that fool and his 
oats Then I might have had a chance ’ 

“ Chuck It ’ Chuck the whole thing ’ Go back to 
her Kneel to her, kiss her, compel her ’ 

“And what sort of reception am I likely to get?” 

He crumpled the flapping map m his fist 

And then suddenly out of nowhere Bealby came 
rolling down to his feet, a dishevelled and earthly 
Bealby But Bealby 

“Good Lord’” cried the Captain, starting to his 
feet and holding the map like a sword sheath “ What 
do you want ?” 

For a second Bealby was a silent spectacle of misery 

“ Oooh ’ I want my hreckfuss/^ he burst out at last, 
reduced to tears 

“Are you young Bealby?” asked the Captain, seizing 
him by the shoulder 

“ They’re after me,” cried Bealby “ If they catch 
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me they’ll put me in prison Where they don t giv e 
you anything It wasn’t me did it — and I ’aven t had 
anything to eat — not since yesteiday ” 

The Captain came rapidly to a decision There 
should be no moie fal ering He saw his wai clear 
before him He would act — like a whistling sword 
‘^Here’ jump up behind,” he said ^ hold on 

tight to me ” 


§S 

For a time there was a more than Napoleonic swift 
ne&s in the Captain’s moyements \\Ten Bealby’s 
pursuer came up to the hedge that looks down into 
the sunken road, there was no Bealbv, no Captain, 
nothing but a torn and dishevelled county map an 
almost imperceptible odour of petiol and a faint sound 
— like a distant mowing machine, — and the motor 
bicycle was a mile away on the road to Beckinstone 
Eight miles, eight rather sickening miles, Be^lby did to 
Beckinstone in eleven minutes and there in a little 
coffee house he was given breakfast with eggs and bacon 
and marmalade (Piime’) and his spirit was restored to 
him while the Captain raided a bicjclc and repairing 
shop and negotiated the hire of an experienced but 
fairly comforcable wicker work trailer And so to 
London through the morning sunshine, leaving trnmos, 
pursuers, policemen, handbills, bakers, market gardeners, 
terrors of the darkness and everything upon the road 
behind — ^and farther behind and remote and insignifi 
cant — and so to the vanishing point 

Some few words of explanation the Captain had 
vouchsafed and that was all 

Don’t be afraid about it,” he said “ Don’t be in 
the least bit afraid You tell them about it, just simph 
and truthfully, exactly what you did, exactly how you 
got into It and out of it and all about it ” 

You’re going to take me up to a Magistra e, sir ^ ’ 
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“ Fm going to take you up to the Lord Chancellor 
himself ” 

And then they won’t do anything 
Nothing at all, Bealby, you trust me All youve 
got to do IS to tell the simple truth ” 

It was pretty rough going in the trailer but very 
exciting If you gripped the sides hard and sat quite 
tight nothing very much happened, and also there was a 
strap across your chest And you went past everything 
There wasn’t a thing on the road the Captain didn’t 
pass, lowing deeply TMth his great horn when they 
seemed likely to block his passage And as for the 
burglary and everything, it would all be settled 
The Captain also found that ride to London ex 
hilarating At least he was no longer hanging about, 
he was getting to something He would be able to go 
back to her — and all his being now yearned to go back 
to her — ^with things achieved, with successes to show 
He’d found the boy He would go straight to dear 
old Uncle Chickney, and Uncle Chickney would put 
things right with Moggeridge, the boy would bear his 
testimony Moggeridge would be convinced and all 
would be well again He might be back with Made 
leine that evening He would go back to her, and she 
would see the wisdom and energy of all he had done, 
and she would lift that dear chin of hers and smile 
that dear smile of hers and hold out her hand to be 
kissed, and the lights and reflections would play on 
that strong soft neck of hers 

They buzzed along stretches of common and stretches 
of straight-edged meadowland, by woods and orchards, 
by pleasant inns and slumbering villages and the gates 
and lodges of country houses 

These latter grew more numerous and presently they 
skirted a town, and then more road, more villages and 
at last signs of a nearness to London, more frequent 
houses, more frequent inns, hoardings and advertise- 
ments, an asphalted side-walk, lamps, a gasworks, 
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laundries, a stretch of suburban villadom, a suburban 
railway station a suburbanised old tov.n, an omnibus, 
the head of a tramline, a stretch of public common 
thick with notice-boards, a broad pavement, something 
or-other parade, with a row of shops 
London 



CHAPTER THE 
EIGHTH 

Hojd Bealby Explained 

J ^ ^ 

X-^ORD CHICKNEY w^s only slightly oldei than 
Lord Moggendge, but he had not worn nearly so well 
His hearing was not good, though he would never 
admit It, and the loss of several teeth greatly affected his 
articulation One might generalise and say that neither 
physically nor mentally do soldiers wear so well as 
lawyers The army ages men sooner than the law and 
philosophy, It exposes them moie freely to germs, which 
undermine and destroy, and it shelters them more 
completely from thought, which stimulates and pre 
serves A lawyer must keep his law highly polished 
and up to date or he hears of it within a fortnight, a 
general never realises he is out of training and behind 
the times until disaster is accomplished Since the 
magnificent retreat from Bondy-Satina in eighty-seven 
and his five weeks’ defence of Barrowgast (with the 
subsequent operations) the abilities of Lord Chickney 
had never been exercised seriously at all But there 
was a certain simplicity of manner and a very tall, very 
836 
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drooping, guzzled old-veteran picturesqueness about him 
that kept him distinguished, he was easv to recognise 
on public occasions on account of his \ast height and 
his vast blonde white moustaches, and so he got pointed 
out when greater men were ignored The autograph 
collectors adored him Every morning he would spend 
half an hour writing autographs and patriotic senti 
ments, and the habit was so strong in him that on 
Sundays, when there was no London post, and auto 
graph writing would have been wrong anyhow, he filled 
the time in copying out the epistle and gospel for the 
day And he liked to be well in the foiegroimd of 
public affairs — if possible wearing his decorations 
After the autogiaphs he would work, sometimes for 
hours, for various patriotic and morally aggresswe 
societies, and more particularly for those which opposed 
Socialism in every shape and form and thoac which 
sought to deprve working people, and particularly 
working girls, of the temptations that arise from un 
assigned leisure He had a peculiar vague horror of 
Socialism, which he regarded as a compound of 
atheism, republicanism, blight, mildew, measles, and all 
the worst characteristics of a Continental sabbath He 
wrote and toiled for these societies, but he could not 
speal for them on account of his teeth For he had 
one peculiar weakness, he had faced death in many 
forms but he had never faced a dentist The thought 
of dentists gave him just the same sick honor as the 
thought of Socialism But it was a great grief to him 
that he could not speak his mind 

He was a man of blameless private life, a widower 
and childless In later years he had come to believe 
that he had once been very deeply m love with his 
cousin Susan, who had married a rather careless husband 
named Douglas, both she and Douglas were dead now, 
but he maintained a touching affection for her two 
Iwely rather than satisfying sons He called them his 
nephews, and by the continuous attrition of affection 
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he had become their lecognised uncle He was glad 
when they came to him in their scrapes, and he liked to 
be seen about with them in public places They 
regarded him with considerable confidence and respect, 
and an affection that they sometimes blamed themselves 
for as not quite warm enough for his merits But 
there is a kind of injustice about affection 

He was really giatified when he got a wire from the 
less discreditable of these two bright young relations, 
saying, “ Sorely in need of your advice Hope to bring 
difficulties to vou to-day at twelve ” 

He concluded very naturally that the boy had come 
to some crisis in his unfortunate entanglement with 
Madeleine Philips, and he was flattered by the trust- 
fulness that brought the matter to him He resolved 
to be delicate but wily, honourable, strictly honourable, 
but steadily, patiently separative He paced his spacious 
study with his usual morning’s work neglected, and 
rehearsed little sentences in his mind that might be 
effective in the approaching interview Theie would 
probably be emotion He would pat the lad on his 
shoulder and be himself a little emotional I under- 
stand, mv boy,’ he would say, “ I understand 

“ Don’t forget, my boy, that I’ve been a young man 
too ” 

He would be emotional, he would be sympathetic, 
but also he must be a man of the world “ Sort of thing 
that won’t do, you know, my boy, sort of thing that 
people will not stand A soldier’s wife has to be a 

soldier’s wife and nothing else Your business is 

to serve the King, not — not some celebrity Lovely, 
no doubt, I don’t deny the charm of her — but on the 
hoardings, my boy Now don’t you think — don’t 

you thtnk^ — there’s some nice pure girl somewhere, 
sweet as violets, new as the dawn, and ready to be 
yours, a girl I mean, a maiden fancy free, not — how 
shall I put itf* — Sl woman of the world Wonderful 
I admit — ^but seasoned Public My dear, dear boy. 
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I knew jour mother when she was a girl, a sweet, pure 
girl — a thing of dewy freshness Ah’ Well I re 
member her ’ All these years, my boy — Nothing 
It s difficult ’ 

Tears stood in his brave old blue eyes as he elaborated 
such phrases He went up and down mumbling them 
through the defective teeth and the long moustache and 
waving an eloquent hand 


§ 2 

When Lord Chickney’s thoughts had once started 
m any direction it was difficult to turn them aside 
No doubt that concealed and repudiated deafness 
helped his natuial perplexity of mind Truth comes 
to some of us as a still small voice, but Lord Chickney 
needed shouting and piods And Douglas did not get 
to him until he was finishing lunch Moreover it was 
the weakness of Captain Douglas to talk in jerky 
fragments and undertones, rather than clearly and fully 
in the American fashion “Tell me all about it, my 
boy,” said Lord Chickney “Tell me all about it 
Don t apologise for your clothes I understand 
Motor bicycle and just come up But have you had 
any lunch, Eric?” 

“ Alan, uncle, — not Eric My brother is Eric ” 

“Well, I called him Alan Tell me all about it 
Tell me what has happened What are you thinking 
of doing? Just put the position before me To tell 
you the truth IVe been worrying over this business for 
some time ” 

“ Didn’t know you’d heard of it, uncle He can’t 
have talked about it already Anyhow, — vou see all 
the awkwardness of the situation They say the old 
chap’s a thundering spiteful old devil when he’s roused 
— and there’s no doubt he was roused Tre 

mendously ” 

Lord Chickney was not listening very attentively 

27* 
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Indeed he was also tall ing Not clear to me there 
was another man m it,” he was saying That makes 
It more complicated, my boy, makes the row acuter 
Old fellow, eh? Who?” 

They came to a pause at the same moment 
You speak so indistinctly,” complained Lord 
Chickney ^ W/io did you say?” 

I thought you understood Lord Moggeridge ” 
Lord ' — Lord Moggeridge * Mv dear Boy ’ But 
how ?” 

I thought YOU understood, uncle ” 

“ He doesn’t want to mairy her ’ Tut ^ Never * 
'Why the man must be sixty if he’s a day ” 
Captain Douglas regarded his distinguished uncle for 
a moment with distressed eyes Then he came nearer, 
raised his voice and spoke more deliberately 

“ I don’t know whether you quite understand, uncle 
I am talking about this affair at Shonts last week-end ’ 

“ Mv dear Boy, there s no need for you to shout If 
only you don’t mumble and clip your words — and turn 
head over heels with your ideas Just tell me about 
It plainly Who is Shonts? One of those Liberal 
peers? I seem to have heard the name ” 

“Shonts, uncle, is the house the Laxtons have, jou 
know, — Lucy ” 

“ Little Lucy * I remember her Curls all down her 
back Married the milkman But how does s/ze come 
in, Alan ? The story’s getting complicated But that’s 
the worst of these infernal affairs, — they always do get 
complicated Tanglfed skeins — 

“ ‘ what a tangled weh we weave 
W hen ‘first we fracizse to deceive ’ 

And now, like a sensible man, you want to get out 
of It ” 

Captain Douglas was bright pink with the effort to 
control himself and keep perfectly plain and straight- 
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forward His hair had become like tow and little beads 
of perspiration stood upon his forehead 

“ I spent last week end at Shonts,” he said Lord 
Moggeridge, also there, week-ending Got it into his 
head that I was pulling his leg 

“ Naturally, my boy, if he goes philandering At his 
time of life What else can he expect?” 

It wasn t philandering ” 

Fine distinctions Fine distinctions Go on — any- 
how ’ 

He got It into his head that I was playing practical 
jokes upon him Confused me with Eric It led to a 
rather first-class row I had to get out of the house 
Nothing else to do He brought all sorts of accusa 
tions ” 

Captain Douglas stopped short His uncle was no 
longer attending to him They had drifted to the 
window of the study and the General was staring with 
an excitement and intelligence that grew visibly at 
the spectacle of Bealby and the trailer outside For 
Bealby had been left in the trailer and he was sitting 
as good as gold waiting for the next step in his vindica- 
tion from the dark charge of burglary He was very 
travel-worn and the trailer was time-worn as well as 
travel-worn, and both contrasted with the efficient 
neatness and newness of the motor bicycle in front 
The contrast had attracted the attention of a tall 
policeman who was standing in a state of elucidatory 
meditation regarding Bealby Bealby was not legard- 
ing the policeman He had the utmost confidence m 
Captain Douglas, he felt sure that he would presently 
be purged of all the horror of that dead old man and 
of the brief unpremeditated plunge into crime, but still 
for the present at any rate he did not feel equal to 
staring a policeman out of countenance 

From the window the policeman very largely ob- 
scured Bealby 

Whenever hearts are simple there lurks romance 
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Age cannot wither nor custom stale her infinite 
diversity Suddenly out of your kindly diplomacies, 
your sane man-of the-world intentions, leaps the 
imagination like a rocket, flying from such safe 
securities bang into the skv So it happened to the 
old General He became deaf to everything but the 
appearances before him The world was jewelled with 
dazzling and delightful possibilities His face was lit 
by a glow of genuine romantic excitement He grasped 
his nephew’s arm He pointed His grizzled cheeks 
flushed 

“ That isn’t,” he asked with something verging upon 
admiration in his voice and manner, a Certain Lady 
in disguise^” 


§ 3 

It became clear to Captain Douglas that if ever he 
was to get to Lord Moggendge that day he must take 
his uncle firmly in hand Without even attempting 
not to appear to shout he cried, “ That is a little Boy 
That is my Witness It is Most Important that I should 
get him to Lord Moggendge to tell his Story ” 

What story?” cried the old commander pulling at 
his moustache and still eyeing Bealby suspiciously 
It took exactly half an hour to get Lord Chickney 
from that inquiry to the telephone and even then he 
was still far from clear about the matter in hand 
Captain Douglas got in most of the facts, but he could 
not eliminate an idea that it all had to do with Made- 
leine Whenever he tried to say clearly that she was 
entirely outside the question, the General patted his 
shoulder and looked very wise and kind and said, My 
dear Boy, I quite understand, I quite understand 
Never mention a lady No ” 

So they started at last rather foggily — so far as things 
of the mind went, though the sun that day was brilliant 
— and because of engine trouble in Port Street the 
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General’s hansom reached Little Tenby Street first and 
he got in a good five minutes preparing the Lord 
Chancellor tactfully and carefully before the bicycle 
and Its trailer came upon the scene 

§4 

Candler had been packing that morning with un 
usual solicitude for a week end at Tulliver Abbey His 
master had returned from the catastrophe of Shonts, 
fatigued, visibly aged and extraordinarily cross, and 
Candler looked to Tulliver Abbey to restore him to 
his former self Nothing must be forgotten, there must 
be no little hitches, everything from first to last must 
go on oiled wheels, or it was clear his lordship might 
develop a desperate hostility to these excursions excur- 
sions which Candler found smgulaily refreshing and 
entertaining during the stresses of the session Tulliver 
Abbey was as good a house as Shonts was bad. Lady 
Checksammington ruled with the softness of velvet and 
the strength of steel over a household of admirably 
efficient domestics, and there would be the best of 
people there Mr Evesham perhaps, the Loopers, Lady 
Privet, Andreas Dona and Mr Pernambuco, great 
silken mellow personages and diamond-like individuali- 
ties, amidst whom Lord Moggeridge’s mind would be 
restfully active and his comfort quite secure And as 
far as possible Candler wanted to get the books and 
papers his master needed into the trunk or the small 
valise That habit of catching up everything at the 
last moment and putting it under his arm and the 
consequent need for alert picking up, meant friction and 
nervous wear and tear for both master and man 

Lord Moggeridge rose at half-past ten — he had 
been kept late overnight by a heated discussion at the 
Aristotelian — ^and breakfasted lightly upon a chop and 
coffee Then something ruffled him, something that 
came with the letters Candler could not quite make 
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out what It was, but he suspected another pamphlet 
by Dr Schiller It could not be the chop because 
Lord Moggeridge was always wonderfully successful 
with chops Candler looked through the envelopes and 
letteis afterwards and found nothing diagnostic, and 
then he observed a copy of Mind torn across and lying 
in the waste paper basket 

When I went out of the room,” said Candler 
disci eetly examining this \'’ery likelv it’s that there 
Schiller after all ” 

But in this Candler was mistaken What had dis- 
turbed the Lord Chancellor was a coarsely disrespectful 
article on the Absolute by a Cambiidge Rhodes scholar 
written in that flighty facetious strain that spreads now 
like a pestilence over modem philosophical discussion 
** Does the Absolute, on Lord Moggeridge’s own show- 
ing, mean anything more than an eloquent oiliness 
uniformly distributed through spaced*” and so on 

Pretty bad ’ 

Lord Moggeridge early in life had deliberately 
acquired a quite exceptional power of mental self- 
control He took his perturbed mind now and threw 
it forcibly into the consideration of a case upon which 
he had reser\ed judgment He was to catch the 3 35 at 
Paddington, and at two he was smoking a cigar after 
a temperate lunch and leading over the notes of this 
judgment It was then that the telephone bell became 
audible, and Candler came in to inform him that Lord 
Chickney was anxious to see him at once upon a matter 
of some slight importance 

“Slight importance?” asked Lord Moggeridge 
Some slight importance, my lord ” 

“Some? Slight?” 

“ ’Is lordship, my lord, mumbles rather now ’is back 
teeth ’ave gone,” said Candler, “ but so I understand 
im 

“ These apologetic assertive phrases annoy me, 
Candler,” said Lord Moggeridge over his shoulder 
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“ You see,” he turned round and spoke very cleaily, 
“ either the matter is of importance or it is not of 
importance A thing must either be or not be I wish 
}'Ou would manage — when you get messages on the 
telephone — But I suppose that is asking too 

much Will you explain to him, Candler, when 

we start, and — ask him, Candler — ask him what sort of 
matter it is ’ 

Candler returned after some parleying 

‘ So far as I can make ’is lordship out, mv lord, ’e 
savs ’e wants to set you right about something, my 
lord He says something about a little misappiehen- 
sion ” 

“ These diminutives, Candler, kill sense Does he 
sav what sort — what sort — of little misapprehension?” 

‘‘ He says something — I’m sorn , my lord, but it’s 
about Shonts, my lord ’ 

Then I don’t want to hear about it,” said Lord 
Moggendge 

There was a pause The Lord Chancellor resumed 
his reading with a deliberate obviousness, the butler 
hovered 

“ I’m sorry, mv lord, but I can’t think exactly what 
I ought to say to ’is lordship my lord ’ 

“ Tell him — tell him that I do not wish to hear any 
thing more about Shonts for e\er Simple ” 

Candler hesitated and went out, shutting the door 
carefully lest any fragment of his halt ng rendering of 
this message to Lord Chickney should reach his master’s 
ears 

Lord Moggeridge’s powers of mental control were, 
I say, very great He could dismiss subjects from his 
mind absolutely In a few instants he had completely 
f 01 gotten Shonts and was making notes with a silver 
cased pencil on the margins of his draft judgment 
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He became aware that Candler had returned 
‘‘ ’Is lordship. Lord Chickney, my lord, is very 
persistent, my lord ’E’s rung up twice ’E says now 
that ’e makes a personal matter of it Come what 
may, ’e sa}s ’e wishes to speak for two minutes to your 
lordship Ovei the telephone, my lord, ’e vouchsafes 
no further information” 

Lord Moggeridge meditated over the end of his third 
after-lunch cigar His man watched the end of his 
left eyebrow as an engineer might watch a steam gauge 
There were no signs of an explosion “ He must come, 
Candler,” his lordship said at last 
‘‘Oh, Candler 
“My lordl^” 

“ Put the bags and things m a conspicuous position in 
the hall, Candler Change } ourself, and see that you 
look thoroughly like trains And in fact have every- 
thing ready, pomtnenily ready, Candler” 

Then once more Lord Moggeridge concentrated his 
mind 


§6 

To him there presently entered Lord Chickney 
Lord Chickney had been twice round the world and 
he had seen many strange and dusky peoples and many 
remarkable customs and peculiar prejudices, which he 
had never failed to depise, but he had never completely 
shaken off the countj- family ideas in which he had 
been brought up He believed that there was an 
incurable difference in spirit between quite good people 
like himself and men from down below like Moggeridge, 
who was the son of an Exeter chorister He believed 
that these men from nowhere always cherished the 
profoundest respect for the real thing like himself, 
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that they weie gieedy for association and gratified by 
notice, and so for the life of him he could not approach 
Lord Moggeridge without a faint sense of condescen 
Sion He saluted him as “ my dear Lord Moggeridge, ’ 
wrung his hand with effusion, and asked him kind, 
almost district visiting questions about his younger 
brother and the aspect of his house “ And you are 
just off, I see for a week end ’ 

These amenities the Lord Chancellor acknowledged 
by faint gruntmgs and an almost imperceptible move- 
ment of his eyebrows ‘ There was a matter,” he said 
some little matter, on which j'OU want to consult 
me?” 

^‘Well,” said Lord Chickney and rubbed his 
chin Yes Yes, there xas a little matter, a little 

trouble ” 

Of an urgent nature ?” 

Yes Yes Exactly Just a little complicated, you 
know, not quite simple ” The dear old soldier’s manner 
became almost seductive “ One of these difficult little 
affairs, where one has to lemember that one is a man of 
the woild, you know A little complication about a 
ladj, known to you both But one must make con- 
cessions, one must understand The boy has a witness 
Things are not as } ou supposed them to be ” 

Lord Moggeiidge had a clean conscience about ladies, 
he drew out his watch and looked at it — aggressively 
He kept It in his hand during his subsequent remarks 
I must confess,” he declared, ‘‘ I have not the 
remotest idea If you will be so good as to be — 

elementary What is it all about?” 

You see I knew the lad’s mother,” said Lord 
Chickney In fact — ” He became insanely con- 
fidential — Under happier circumstances — don’t mis- 
understand me, Moggeridge I mean no evil — but 
he might have been mv son I feel for him like a 
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§7 

When presently Captain Douglas, a little heated from 
his engine trouble, came into the room — he had left 
Bealby \Mth Candler in the hall — it was instantly 
manifest to him that the work of preparation had been 
inadequately performed 

‘‘ One ntinute more, mv dear Alan,’’ cried Lord 
Chickney 

Lord Moggendge with eyebrows wa/ing and watch 
in hand \/as of a different opinion He addressed him- 
self to Captain Douglas 

There zsn^t a minute more^” he said ‘‘ What is all 
this — this philoprogenitive rigmarole about ? Why 
have you come to me? My cab is outside now All 
this about ladies and witnesses, — ^what zs it?” 

‘^Perfectly simple, my lord’ You imagine that I 
played practical jokes upon you at Shonts I didn’t 
I have a witness The attack upon you downstairs, 

the noise in your room ” 

Have I any guarantee ? 

“ It’s the steward’s boy from Shonts Your man 
outside knows him Saw him in the steward’s room 
He made the trouble for you — and me, and then he 
ran away Just caught him Not exchanged thirty 
words with him Half a dozen questions Settle 
Everything Then you’ll know — nothing for you but 
the utmost respect ” 

Lord Moggendge pressed his lips together and resisted 
conviction 

^‘In consideration,” interpolated Lord Chickney, 

feelings of an old fellow Old soldier Boy means 
no harm ” 

With the rudeness of one sorely tried the Lord 
Chancellor thrust the General aside “Oh’’ he said, 
“Oh’” and then to Captain Douglas “One minute 
Where’s your witness? ” 
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The Captain opened the door Bealby found himself 
bundled into the presence of two celebrated men 

“ Tell him, ’ said Captain Douglas And look 
sharp about it ’’ 

“ Tell me plainly, * cried the Lord Chancellor 
“ And be — q^uick ” 

He put such a point on “ quid ” that it made Bealby 
jump 

“ Tell him,” said the General more gently “ Don’t 
be afraid ’ 

“ Well,” began Bealby after one accumulating pause, 
‘‘ it was ’im told me to do it E said you go in 
there ” 

The Captain would have interrupted but the Lord 
Chancellor restrained him by a magnificent gesture of 
the hand holding the watch 

‘ He told you to do it^” he said I knew he did 
Now listen * He told you practically to go in and do 
anything you could ” 

Yessir ” Woe took possession of Bealby I didn’t 
do any ’arm to the ole gentleman ” 

But who told you ?” cried the Captain ‘‘ Who 
told you^*” 

Lord Moggeiidge annihilated him with arm and 
eyebrows He held Bealby fascinated by a pointing 
finger 

Don’t do moie than answer the questions I have 
thirty seconds more He told you to go in He madt 
you go m At the earliest possible opportunity you 
got away?” 

I jest nipped out ” 

Enough ’ And now, sir, how dare -v ou come here 
without even a plausible he? How dare you after 
vour intolerable tomfoolery at Shonts confront me 
again with fresh tomfoolery? How dare you drag in 
your gallant and venerable uncle m this last pre 
posterous — I suppose you would call it — lark'^ I sup 
pose you had prepared that little wretch with some fine 



BEALBY 


850 

story Little you know of False Witness* At the first 
question, he breaks down * He does not even begin 
his he He at least knows the difference between mj^ 
standards and yours Candler* Candler*’’ 

Candler appeared 

“ These — these gentlemen are going Is everything 
ready?” 

“ The cab is at the door, m’lord The usual cab ’ 
Captain Douglas made one last desperate effort 

“Sir*” he said ‘‘My lord 

The Lord Chancellor turned upon him with a face 
that he sought to keep calm, though the eyebrows 
waved and streamed like black smoke in a gale 
‘^Captain Douglas,” he said, ‘^you are probably not 
aware of the demands upon the time and patience of a 
public servant in such a position as mine You see the 
world no doubt as a vastly entertaining fabric upon 
which you can embroider your — ^your facetious airange- 
ments Well, it is not so It is real It is earnest 
You may sneer at the simplicity of an old man, but 
what I tell you of life is true Comic effect is not, be- 
lieve me. Its goal And you, sir, you, sir, you impress 
me as an intolerably foolish, flippant and unnecessary 
young man Flippant Unnecessary Foolish ” 

As he said these words Candler approached him 
with a dust coat of a peculiar fineness and dignity, and 
he uttered the last words over his protruded chest while 
Candler assisted his arms into the sleeves 

“ My lord,” said Captain Douglas again, but his 
resolution was deserting him 

‘‘ N 0/^ said the Lord Chancellor, leaning forward in 
a minatory manner while Candler pulled down the tail 
of his jacket and adjusted the collar of his overcoat 
“ Uncle,” said Captain Douglas 

said the General, with the curt decision of a 
soldier and turned exactly ninety degrees away from 
him “ You little know how you have hurt me, Alan * 
You little know I couldn t have imagined it The 
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Douglas strain’ False Witness — and insult I am 
sorry, my dear Moggeridge, beyond measure” 

“ I quite understand — you are as much a victim as 
^myself Quite A more foolish attempt — I am sorry 
to be in this hurry ” 

‘‘Oh’ You damned little fool,” said the Captain 
and advanced a step towards the perplexed and shrinking 
Bealby “You imbecile little trickster’ What do you 
mean bv it?” 

“ I didn’t mean anything ’” 

Then suddenly the thought of Madeleine, sweet and 
ovei powering, came into the head of this distraught 
young man He had risked losing her, he had slighted 
and insulted her and here he was — entangled Here 
he was in a position of nearly inconceivable foolishness, 
about to assault a dirty and silly little boy in the 
presence of the Lord Chancellor and Uncle Chickney 
The world, he felt, was lost, and not well lost And 
she was lost too Even now while he pursued these 
follies she might be consoling her wounded pride 
He perceived that love is the supreme thing in life 
He perceived that he who divides his purposes scatters 
his life to the four winds of Heaven A vehement 
resolve to cut the whole of this Bealby business pounced 
upon him In that moment he ceased to care for 
reputation, for appearances, for the resentment of Lord 
Moggeridge or the good intentions of Uncle Chickney 
He turned, he rushed out of the room He escaped 
by unparalleled gymnastics the worst consequences 
of an encounter with the Lord Chancellor’s bag which 
the under butler had placed rather tactlessly between 
the doors, crossed the wide and dignified hall, and in 
another moment had his engine going and was struggling 
to mount his machine in the street without His face 
expressed an almost apoplectic concentration He 
narrowly missed the noses of a pair of horses in the 
carriage of Lady Beach Mandarin, made an extra- 
ordinary curve to spaie a fishmonger’s tricycle, shaved 
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the front and completely debtroyed the gesture of that 
eminent actor managei, Mr Pomegranate, who was 
crossing the road in his usual inadvertent fashion, and 
then he was popping and throbbing and banging 
round '•he corner and on his way back to the lovely 
and irresistible woman who was exerting so disastrous 
an influence upon his career 

§8 

The Captain fled from London in the utmost fury 
and to the general danger of the public His heart 
was full of wicked blasphemies, shoutings and self- 
reproaches, but outwardly he seemed only pinkly intent 
And as he crossed an open breezy common and passea 
bv a milestone bearing this inscription, ‘‘To London 
Thirteen Miles,” his hind tyie burst conclusively with 
a massive report 


§9 

In every life there are crucial moments, turning 
points, and not infrequently it is just such a thing as 
this, a report, a sudden waking in the night, a flash 
upon the road to Damascus that marks and precipitates 
the accumulating new Vehemence is not concentra- 
tion The headlong violence of the Captain had been 
no expression of a single-minded purpose, of a soul all 
gathered together to an end Far less a pursuit had it 
been than a flight, a flight from his own dissensions 
And now — now he was held 

After he had attempted a few plausible repairs and 
found the tyre obdurate, after he had addressed ill- 
chosen remonstrances to some unnamed hearer, after 
he had walked some way along the road and back in 
an indecision about repair shops in some neighbouring 
town, the last dregs of his resistance were spent He 
perceived that he was in the presence of a Lesson He 
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sat down by the roadside some twenty feet from the 
disabled motor bicvcle, and, impotent for further effort, 
frankly admitted himself overtaken He had not 
reckoned with punctures 

The pursuing questions came clambering upon him 
and would no longer be denied, who he was and what 
he was and how he was and the meaning of this Rare 
Bate he had been in, and all those deep questions that 
are so systematically neglected m the haste and excite- 
ment of modern life 

In short, for the first time in many headlong days 
he asked himself simply and plainly what he thought 
he was up to? 

Certain things became clear, and so minutely and 
exactly clear that it was incredible that they had ever 
for a moment been obscure Of course Bealby had 
been a perfectly honest little boy, undei some sort of 
misconception, and of course he ought to have been 
carefully coached and prepared and rehearsed before 
he was put before the Lord Chancellor This was so 
manifest now that the Captain stared aghast at his 
own inconceivable negligence But the mischief was 
done Nothing now would ever propitiate Moggeridge, 
nothing now would ever reconcile Uncle Chickney 
That was — settled But what was not settled was the 
amazing disorder of his own mind Why had he been 
so negligent, what had come over his mind m the last 
few weeks? 

And this sudden strange illumination of the Captain’s 
mind went so far as perceiving that the really important 
corcern for him was not the accidents of Shonts but 
this epilepsy of his own will Why now was he rushing 
back to Madeleine? Why? He did not love her 
He knew he did not love her On the whole, more 
than anything else he resented her 

But he was excited about her, he was so excited that 
these other muddles, fluctuations, follies, came as a 
natuial consequence from that Out of this excitement 
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came those wild floods of angr/ energy that made him 
career about 

Like some damned Cracker,” said the Captain 

“For instance,” he asked himself, “ now^ what am 
I going for?’ 

‘ If I go back she’ll probably behave like an offended 
Queen Doesn’t seem to understand anything that 
does not focus on herself Wants a sort of Limelight 
Lovei 

“ She rehes upon exciting me * 

^ She relies upon exciting everyone’ — she’s just a 
woman specialised for excitement ” 

And after meditating through a profound minute 
upon this judgment, the Captain pronounced these two 
epoch-making words “ 1 wonH 


§ lo 

The Captain’s mind was now in a state of almost 
violent lucidity 

“ This sex stuff,” he said, “ first I kept it under too 
tight and now I’ve let it np too loose 

“ I’ve been just a distracted fool, with my head 
swimming with meetings and embraces and — frills ” 

He produced some long impending generalisations 
“Not a man’s work, this Lover business Dancing 
about in a world of petticoats and powder puffs and 
attentions and jealousies Rotten game Played 

off against some other man 
“ I’ll be hanged if I am 
“ Have to put women in their places 
“ Make a hash of everything if we don’t ” 

Then for a time the Captain meditated in silence 
and chewed his knuckle His face darkened to a 
scowl He swore as though some thought twisted and 
tormented him “ Let some other man get her ’ Think 
of her with some other man 
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“I don’t caie,” he said, when obviously he did 
‘ There s other women in the world 
‘^A man — a man mustn’t care for that 
It’s this or that,” said the Captain, ‘‘ anyhow ” 


§ II 

Suddenly the Captain’s mind was made up and done 
He arose to his feet and his face was firm and tranquil 
and now nearer pallor than pink He left his bicycle 
and trailer by the wayside even as Christian left his 
burden He asked a passing nurse-girl the way 
to the nearest railway station and thither he went 
Incidentally and because the opportunity offered he 
called in upon a cvclist’s repair shop and committed his 
abandoned machinery to its keeping He went straight 
to London, changed at his flat, dined at his club and 
caught the night tram for France — for France and what 
ever was left of the grand manoeuvres 

He wrote a letter to Madeleine from the Est tram 
next day, using their customary endearments, avoiding 
any discussion of their relations and describing the 
scenery of the Seine valley and the characteristics of 
Rouen in a few vivid and masterly phrases 

“ If she’s worth having she 11 understand,” said the 
Captain, but he knew perfectly well she would not 
understand 

Mrs Geedge noted this letter among the others, 
and afterwards she was much exercised by Madeleine’s 
behaviour For suddenly that lady became extra 
ordinarily gay and joyous in her bearing, singing 
snatches of song and bubbling over with suggestions 
for larks and picnics and wild excursions She patted 
Mr Geedge on the shoulder and ran her arm through 
the arm of Professor Bowles Both gentlemen received 
these familiarities with a gawky coyness that Mrs 
Geedge found contemptible And moreover Madeleine 
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drew several shy strangers into their circle She invited 
the management to a happy participation 

Her great idea was a moonlight picnic We’ll ha\e 
a great camp-fire and afterwards we’ll dance — this veiy 
night ” 

'‘But wouldn t It be better to-morrow?” 

“ To-night »” 

"To-morrow perhaps Captain Douglas may be back 
again And he’s so good at all these things ” 

Mrs Geedge knew better because she had seen the 
French stamp on the letter, but she meant to get to 
the bottom of the business, and thus it was she said 
this 

“ I’ve sent him back to his soldiering,” said Made- 
leine serenely " He has better things to do ” 

§ 12 

For some moments after the unceremonious de- 
parture of Captain Douglas from the presence of Lord 
Moggeridge, it did not occur to anyone, it did not occur 
even to Bealby, that the Captain had left his witness 
behind him The General and the Lord Chancellor 
moved into the hall, and Bealby, under the sv^ay of 
a swift compelling gesture from Candler followed 
modestl} The same curient swept them all out into 
the portico, and while the under-butler whisuled up a 
hansom for the General, the Lord Chancellor with a 
dignity that was at once polite and rapid, and with 
Candler gravely protective and a little reproving, 
departed Bealby, slowly apprehending their desertion, 
regarded the world of London with perplexity and 
dismay Candler had gone The last of the gentlemen 
was going The under-butler, Bealby felt, was no 
friend Under-butlers never are 

Lord Chickney m the very act of entering his cab 
had his coat tail tugged He looked inquiringly 

" Please, sir, there’s me,” said Bealby 
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Lord Chickney reflected “Well?” he said 

The spirit of Bealby w^s now greatly abased His 
face and voice betrayed him on the verge of tears I 
want to go ome to Shonts, sir ” 

“Well, my boy, go ’ome — go home I mean to 
Shonts ” 

“ ’E’s gone, sir,” said Bealbv 

Lord Chid ney was a good hearted man, and he 
knew that a certain public kirdlmess and disregard of 
appearances, lool s far better and is infinitely more 
popular than a punctilious dignity He took Bealby 
to Waterloo in his hansom, got him a third-class ticket 
to Chelsome, tipped a poiter to see him safely into his 
tram and dismissed him m the most fatherly manner 

§ 13 

It was well after tea-time, Bealby felt, as he came 
once more within the boundaries of the Shonts estate 

It was a wiser and a graver Bealbv who returned 
from this week of miscellaneous adventure He did not 
clearly understand all that had happened to him, in 
particular he was puzzled by the extreme annoyance 
and sudden departure of Captain Douglas from the 
presence of Lord Moggeridge, but his general impression 
was that he had been in great peril of dire punishment 
and that he had been rather hastily and ignominiously 
reprieved The nice old gentleman with the long grey 
moustaches had dismissed him to the train at last vdth 
a quality of benediction But Bealby understood now 
better than he had done before that adventures do not 
always turn out well for the boy hero, and that the 
social system has a number of dangerous and disagree- 
able holes at the bottom He had reached the begin 
nings of wisdom He was glad he had got away from 
the tramp and still gladder that he had got away from 
Crayminster, he was sorry that he would never see the 
beautiful lady again, and perplexed and perplexed 
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And also he was interested in the probability of his 
mother having toast for tea 

It must, he felt, be a long time after tea time, — 
quite late 

He had weighed the advisability of returning quietly 
to his windowless bedroom under the stairs, putting on 
his little green apron and emerging with a dutiful sang- 
froid as if nothing had happened, on the one hand, or 
of going to the gardens on the other But tea — with 
eatables — seemed more probable at the gardens 

He was deflected from the diiect route across the 
park by a long deep trench, that someone had made 
and abandoned since the previous Sunday morning 
He wondered what it was for It was certainly very 
ugly And as he came out by the trees and got the 
full effect of the facade, he detected a strangely bandaged 
quality about Shonts It was as if Shonts had recently 
been in a fight and got a black eye Then he saw the 
reason for this, one tower was swathed in scaffolding 
He wondered what could have happened to the tower 
Then his own troubles resumed their sway 

He was so fortunate as not to meet his father m the 
gardens, and he entered the house so meekly that his 
mother did not look up from the cashmere she was 
sewing She was sitting at the table sewing some newly 
dyed black cashmere 

He was astonished at her extreme pallor and the 
drooping resignation of her pose 

“Mother*” he said and she looked up convulsively 
and stared, stared with bright round astonished eyes 
“Fm sorry, mother, I ’aven’t been quite a good 
steward^s-room boy, mother If I could ’ave another 
go, mother ” 

He halted for a moment, astonished that she said 
nothing, but only sat with that strange expression and 
opened and shut her mouth 
“ Reely— Fd try, mother 
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“ Great Spirits and Great Busmesse doe 
keepe out this weak Passion yet 

Love can finde Entrance not only into 
an open Heart but also into a Heart well 
fortified, if Watch be not well kept ’’ — 
Francis Bacon 


86i 





hiUoduces Mr LemsJmn 


Jl HE opening chapter does not concern itself with 
Love — indeed that antagonist does not certainly appear 
until the thud — and Mr Lewisham is seen at his 
studies It was ten years ago, and m those days he was 
assistant master m the Whortley Proprietary School, 
Whortley, Sussex, and his wages were forty pounds a 
year, out of which he had to afford fifteen shillings a 
week during term time to lodge with Mrs M unday, at 
the little shop in the West Street He was called 
‘‘ Mr ’ to distinguish him from the bigger boys, whose 
duty It was to learn, and it was a matter of stringent 
regulation that he should be addressed as Sir ’’ 

He wore ready made clothes, his black jacket of 
rigid line was dusted about the front and sleeves with 
scholastic chalk, and his face was downy and his 
moustache incipient He was a passable looking 
youngster of eighteen, fair-haired, indifferently barbered 
and with a quite unnecessary pair of glasses on his fairly 
863 28 


864 LOVE AND MR LEWISHAM 

pro ninent nose — he wore these to make himself look 
older, that discipline might be maintained At the 
particular moment when this story begins he was in his 
bedroom An attic it was, with lead-framed dormer 
windows, a slanting ceiling and a bulging wall, cohered, 
as a number of torn places witnessed, with innumerable 
strata of florid old fashioned paper 

lo judge by the room, Mr Lewisham thought little 
of Love but much on Gieatness Over the head of the 
bed, for example, where good folks hang texts, these 
truths asserted themselves, written in a clear, bold, 
youthfully flouiishing hand “Knowledge is Power,” 
and “ What man his done man can do ” — man in the 
second instance referring to Mr Lewisham Nevei 
for a moment were these things to be forgotten Mr 
Lewisham could see them afresh every morning as hio 
head came through his shut And over the yellow 
painted box upon which — for lack of shelves — Mr 
Lewisham’s library was arranged, was a “ Schema ” 
(Why he should not have heided it “ Scheme,” the 
editor of the Chunk Times who calls his miscellaneous 
notes “ Vana,” is better able to say than I ) In this 
scheme, 1892 was indicated as the yeai in which Mr 
Lewisham proposed to take his B A degree at the 
London University with “ hons in all subjects,” and 
1895 as the date of his “gold medal” Subsequently 
there were to be “pamphlets in the Libeial interest,” 
and such like things duly dated “ Who would control 
others must first control himself,” remarked the wall 
over the wash-hand stand, and behind the door against 
the Sunday trousers was a portrait of Carlyle 

These were no mere threats against the universe, 
operations had begun Jostling Shakespeaie, Emei son’s 
Essays, and the penny Life of Confucius, there were 
battered and defaced school books, a number of the 
excellent manuals of the Universal Correspondence 
Association, exercise books, ink (red and black) in 
penny bottles, and an india rubber stamp with Mr 
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Lewisham’s name A trophy of bluish-green South Ken 
sington ceitificates foi geometrical drawing, astionomy, 
physiology, physiography, and inorganic chemistry, 
adorned his further wall And against the Carlyle 
portrait was a manuscript list of French irregular verbs 
Attached b} a araving pin to the roof o\er the x\ash 
hand stand wh^ch — the room being an attic — sloped 
almost dangerously, dangled a Time Table Mr 
Lewisham w s to iit>e at fi/e, and that this was no vain 
boasting, a cheap American alaium clock by the books 
on the box witnessed The lumps of mellow chocolate 
on the papered ledge by the bed head, endorsed that 
evidence “ French until eight,” said the time-table 
curtl} Breakfast was to be eaten in twenty minutes, 
then twenty-five minutes of “liteiature” — to be pre 
ci&e learning extracts (preferably pompous) from the 
plaj-s of William ShaKespeare — and then to school and 
duty The time table further prescribed I atm Com 
pos tion for the recess and the dinner houi (“literature,” 
however, during th^ meal), and varied its injunctions 
for the rest of the twenty four hours according to the 
day of the week Not a moment for Satan and that 
“ mischief still ” of his Only three score and ten has 
the confidence, as well as the time to be idle 

But just thinl of the admirable qudm of such a 
scheme' Up and busy at five, with all the world about 
one horizortal, warm, dreamy brained or stupidly 
bullish, if roused, roused onh to grunt and sigh and 
roll over again into oblivion By eight three hours’ 
clear start, three hours’ knowledge ahead of everyone 
It takes, I have been told by an eminent scholar, about 
a thousand hours of sincere work to learn a language 
completel}' — ^after three or four languages much less — 
which gives yon, even at the oitset, one each a year 
before breakfast The gift of tongues — ^picked up like 
mushrooms ' Then that “ literature ” — an astonishing 
conception' In the afternoon mathematics and the 
sciences Could anything be simpler or more mag- 
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frame He strained to see impossibly round the 
corner 

Ihen he started, frowned, took his pen from his 
mouth ‘‘This wandering attention*” he said “The 
slightest thing* Where was I? Tcha * ’ He made a 
noise with his teeth to express his irritation, sat down, 
and replaced his knees in the upturned box “Urit 
me,” he said, biting the end of his pen and looking for 
his dictionary 

It was a Wednesday half-holiday late in March, a 
spring day glorious in amber light, dazzling white clouds 
and the intensest blue, casting a powder of wonderful 
green hither and thither among the trees and rousing 
all the birds to tumultuous rejoicings, a rousing day, a 
clamatory insistent day, a veritable herald of summer 
The stir of that anticipation was in the air, the warm 
earth was parting above the swelling seeds, and all the 
pine woods were full of the minute crepitation of 
opening bud scales And not only was the stir of 
Mother Nature’s awakening in the earth and the air and 
the trees, but also in Mr Lewisham’s youthful blood, 
bidding him rouse himself to live — ^live in a sense quite 
other than that the Schema indicated 

He saw the dictionary peeping from under a paper, 
looked up “ Urit me,” appreciated the shining “ nitor ” 
of Glycera’s shoulders, and so fell idle again to rouse 
himself abruptly 

“ I carCt fix my attention,” said Mr Lewisham He 
took off the needless glasses, wiped them, and blinked 
his eyes This confounded Horace and his stimulating 
epithets* A walk? 

“ I won’t be beat,” he said — incorrectly — ^replaced 
his glasses, brought his elbows down on either side of 
his box with rebonant violence, and clutched the hair 
o/er his ears with both hands 

In five minutes’ time he found himself watching the 
swallows curving through the blue over the vicarage 
garden 
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“Did ever man have such i bother with hiinself as 
me?” he asked vaguely but vehemently “Its self- 
inaiugence does it — sitting down s the begmn ng of 
laziness ’ 

So he stood up to his work, and came into permanent 
view of the village street “If she has gone round the 
corner bv the post office, she will come in sigl t over 
the palings above the allotments,’ suggested the un- 
explored and undisciplined region of Mr Lewisham s 
mind 

She did not come into sight Apparently she had not 
gone round by the post office after all It made one 
wonder where she had gone Did she go up through 
the town to the avenue on these occasions ? Then 

abruptly a cloud drove across the sunlight, the glowing 
street went cold and Mr Lewisham’s imagination sub- 
mitted to control So “ Matei sceva cufidinum^^ 
“ The untameable mother of desires ” — Horace (Book 
II of the Odes) was the author appointed by the 
university for Mr Lewisham’s matriculation — was, after 
all, tianslated to its prophetic end 

Precisely as the church clock struck five Mr 
Lewisham, with a punctuality that was indeed almost 
too prompt for a really earnest student, shut his Horace, 
took up his Shakespeare, and descended the narrow 
curved uncaipeted staircase that led from his garret to 
the living loom in which he had his tea with his land- 
lady, Mrs M unday That good lady was alone, and 
after a few civilities Mr Lewisham opened his Shake- 
speare and read from a mark onward — that mark, bv- 
the-by, was in the middle of a scene — ^while he con- 
sumed mechanically a number of slices of bread and 
whort jam 

Mrs Munday watched him over her spectacles and 
thought how bad so much reading must be for the eyes, 
until the tinkling of her shop-bell called her away to a 
customer At twenty-five minutes to six he put the 
book back in the window-sill, dashed a few crumbs from 
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his jacket, assuired a mortar boaid cap that was lying 
on the tea cadd}, and went forth to his evening “pre- 
paration duty ” 

The Weat Street was empty and shining golden with 
the sunset Its beauty seized upon him, and he forgot 
to lepeat the passage from Henry VIII that should 
have occupied him down the street Instead he was 
piesentlv thinl ing of that insubordinate glance from his 
window and of little chins and nose tips His eyes 
became 1 emote in their expression 

The chool door was opened by an obsequious little 
ho\ with “ lines ’’ to be examined 

Mr Lewisham felt a curious change of atmosphere on 
his entry The door slammed behind him The hall 
with itb insistent cholastic suggestions, its yellow 
marbled paper, its long rows of hat pegs, its disreputable 
array of umbrellas, a broken mortar boaid and a tattered 
and scattered P? ncipza seemed dim and dull in contrast 
with the luminous s ir of the early March evening 
outside An unusual sense of the greyness of a teacher^s 
life, of the greyness indeed of the life of all studious 
souls, came and went in his mind He took the 
“lines,” wiitten painfully over thiee pages of exercise 
book, and obliterated them with a huge G E L , 
scrawled monstiously aero s each page He heard the 
familiar mingled noises of the playground drifting in to 
him through the open schoolroom door 




‘As the Wind Blows 


/I FLAW in that pentagram of a time-table, that 
pentagram by which the demons of disti action were to 
be e\cl tided from Mr Lewisham’s career to Greatness, 
was the absence of a clause forbidding study out of 
doors It was the day after the trivial window peeping 
of the last chapter that this gap in the time-table 
became apparent, a day if possible more gracious and 
alluring than its predecessor, and at half past twelve, 
iistead of returning from the school directly to his 
lodging, Mr Lewisham escaped through the omission 
and made his way — Horace in pocket — to the park gates 
and so to the avenue of ancient trees that encircles the 
broad Whortley domain He dismissed a suspicion of 
his motive with perfect success In the avenue — for 
the path is but little frequented — one might expect to 
read undisturbed The open air, the erect attitude, are 
surely better than sitting m a stuffy, enervating bed- 
870 
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room The open air is distinctly healthy, hardy, 
simple 

The day was breezy, and theie was a perpetual 
rustling, a going and coming in the budding trees 
The network of the beeches was full of golden 
sunlight, and all the lower branches were shot with 
horizontal dashes of new born green 

“ ntsi venits 
Debes ludthitum cave ” 

was the appropriate matter of Mr Lewisham’s thoughts, 
and he was mechanically trying to keep the book open 
in three places at once, at the text, the notes and the 
literal translation, while he turned up the vocabulary for 
ludibnum when his attention, wandering dangerously 
near the top of the page, fell over the edge and escaped 
with incredible swiftness down the avenue 

A girl wearing a straw hat adorned with white 
blossom, was advancing towards him Her occupation, 
too, was literary Indeed, she was so busy writing that 
evidently she did not perceive him 

Unreasonable emotions descended upon Mr Lewis- 
ham — emotions that are unaccountable on the mere 
hypothesis of a casual meeting Something was 
whispered, it sounded suspiciously like “It’s her'” 
He advanced with his fingers in his book, ready to 
retreat to its pages if she looked up, and watched her 
over It Ludtbnum passed out of his universe She 
was clearly unaware of his nearness, he thought, intent 
upon her writing, whatever that might be He 
wondered what it might be Her face, foreshortened 
by her downwaid regard, seemed infantile Her flutter- 
ing skirt was short, and showed her shoes and ankles 
He noted her graceful, easy steps A figure of health 
and lightness it was, sunlit, and advancing towards him, 
something, as he afterwards recalled, with a certain 
astonishment, quite outside the Schema 

Nearer she came and nearer, her eyes still downcast 

28* 
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He was full of vague, stupid piomptings towards an 
uncalled for intercourse It was cuijous she did not see 
him He began to expect almost painfully the moment 
when she would look up, though what there was to 
expect — ’ He thought of what she would see when 
she discovered him, and wondered wheie the tassel of 
his cap might be hanging — it sometimes occluded one 
eye It was of course quite impossible to put up a 
hand and investigate He was near trembling with 
excitement His paces, act which aie usually automatic, 
became uncertain and difficult One might have thought 
he had nevei passed a human being befoie Still nearer, 
ten yards now, nine, eight Would she go past without 
looking up? 

Then their eyes met 

She had hazel ejes, but Mr Lewi ham being quite 
an amateur about eyes, could find no words foi them 
She looked demurely into his face She seemed to find 
nothing there She glanced away from him among the 
trees, and passed, and nothing remained in front of him 
but an empty avenue, a sunlit, green-shot void 

The incident was over 

From far away the soughing of the breeze swept 
towards him, and in a moment all the twigs about him 
were quivering and rustling and the boughs creaking 
with a gust of wind It seemed to urge him away from 
her The faded dead leaves that had once been green 
and young sprang up, raced one another, leapt, danced 
and pirouetted, and then something large struck him on 
the neck, stayed for a startling moment, and dro\ e past 
him up the avenue 

Something vividly white’ A sheet of paper — the 
sheet upon which she had been writing ’ 

For what seemed a long time he did not grasp the 
situation He glanced ovei his shoulder and understood 
suddenly His awkwardness vanished Horace in hand, 
he gave chase, and in ten paces had secured the fugitive 
document He turned towards her, flushed with 
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miimpH, the quarry in his ha id He had as he picked 
It up seen whit was written, but the situation dominated 
him for the instant He made a stride towards her, 
and only then understood what he had seen Lines of 
a measured length and capitals’ Could it really be — 
Hw topped He looked ag*.in, eyebrows rising He 
held It before him, staring now quite frankly It had 
been written with a stvlographic pen Th^s it ran 
Come f Shar'p'^s the TLord 
And then again, 

“ Come f Sharfs the joord 
And then, 

Come f Sharfs the word ’ 

Come f Sharfs the word ” 

And so on all down the page, in a boyish hand 
uncommonly like Frobisher 11 ’s 

Surely’ ‘‘I say’” sail Mr Lewisham, struggling 
with the new aspect and foigettmg all his manners m his 
surprise He remembered giving the imposition 

quite well Frobjsher 11 had repeated the exhortation 
just a little too loudly — had brought tne thing upon 
hims If To find her doing this jarred oddly upon 
certain vague preconceptions he had formed of her 
Someho V it seemed as if she had betrajed him That 
of course was only for the m tant 

She had come up with him now May I have my 
sheet of paper, please ? * she said with a catching of her 
breath She was a couple of inches less in height than 
he Do you obser\e her half open lips, said Mother 
Nature in a noiseless aside to Mr Lewisham — a thing 
he afterwards recalled In her ejes was a touch of 
apprehension 

“ I say,” he said, with piotest still uppermost “ You 
oughtn^t to do this ” 

“ Do what?” 

This Impositions For mv bovs ” 

She raised her eyebrows, then knitted them momen- 
tarily, and looked at him Are you Mr Lewisham?” 
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she asked with an affectation of entire ignorance and 
discovery 

She knew him perfectly well, which was one reason 
why she was writing the imposition, but pretending not 
to know gave her something to say 
Mr Lewisham nodded 

Of all people * Then ” — frankly — “ you have just 
found me out ” 

I am afraid I have,” said Lewisham “ I am afraid 
I have found you out ” 

They looked at one another for the next move She 
decided to plead m extenuation 

Teddy Frobisher is my cousin I know it’s very 
wrong, but he seemed to have such a lot to do and to 
be in such trouble And I had nothing to do In fact. 
It was 7 who offered ” 

She stopped and looked at him She seemed to 
consider her remark complete 

That meeting of the eyes had an oddly disconcerting 
quality He tried to keep to the business of the 
imposition ‘^You ought not to have done that,” he 
said, encountering her steadfastly 

She looked down and then into his face again 
‘‘No,” she said, “I suppose I ought not to Fm \ery 
sorry ” 

Her looking down and up again produced another 
unreasonable effect It seemed to Lewisham that they 
were discussing something quite other than the topic 
of their conversation, a persuasion patently absurd and 
only to be accounted for by the general disorder of his 
faculties He made a serious attempt to keep his footing 
of reproof 

“ I should have detected the writing, you know ” 
“Of course you would It was very wrong of me to 
persuade him But I did — I assure you He seemed in 

such trouble And I thought ” 

She made another break, and there was a faint 
deepening of colour m her cheeks Suddenly, stupidly, 
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his own adolescent cheeks began to glow It became 
necessary to banish that sense of a duplicate topic 
forthwith 

I can assure you,” he said, now very earnestly, 
I never give a punishment, never, unless it is merited 
I make that a rule I — er — always make that a rule I 
am very careful indeed ” 

I am really sorry,” she interrupted with frank 
contrition “ It was silly of me ” 

Lewisham felt unaccountably sorry she should have 
to apologise and he spoke at once with the idea of 
checking the reddening of his face I don’t think 
that ” he said with a sort of belated alacrity “ Really, 
It was kind of you, you know — very kind of you indeed 
And I know that — I can quite understand that — er — 
your kindness ” 

“ Ran away with me And now poor little Teddy 
will get into worse trouble for letting me ” 

Oh no,” said Mr Lewisham, perceiving an oppor- 
tunity and trying not to smile his appreciation of what 
he was saying I had no business to read it 
as I picked it up — absolutely no business Conse- 
quently ” 

“You won’t take any notice of it? Really’” 

“ Certainly not,” said Mr Lewisham 
Her face lit with a smile, and Mr Lewisham’s relaxed 
in sympathy “ It is nothing — it’s the proper thing for 
me to do, you know ” 

“ But so many people wouldn’t do it Schoolmasters 
are not usually so — chivalrous ” 

He was chivalrous* The phrase acted like a spur 
He obeyed a foolish impulse 

“If you like he said 

“What?” 

“ He needn’t do this The Impot , I mean I’ll let 
him off” 

“ Really?” 

“ I can ” 
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‘‘ It’s awfully kind of you ” 

‘‘ I don’t mind,” he said “ It’s nothing much If 
yon really think ’ 

He was full of self applause foi this scandalous sacn 
fice of justice 

“ It’s awfully kind of you, ’ she sai i 
It’s nothing, really,” he explained, nothing ” 

‘‘ Most people wouldn’t ” 

I ] now ’ 

Pan e 

« It’s all right,” he said Really ” 

He would have given woilds for something more to 
say, something wittv and original, but nothing c me 
The pause lengthened She glanced o\er her 
shoulder down the vacant avenue This interview — 
this momentous series of things unsaid was coming to an 
end ’ She looked at him hesitatingly and smiled again 
She held out her hand No doubt that was the proper 
thing to do He took it, searching a void, tumultuous 
mind in vain 

It s awfullv kind of vou,” she said again as she 
did so 

“It don’t matter a bit,” said Mr Lewisham, and 
sought vainly for some other saying, some doorwav 
remark into new topics Her hand was cool and soft 
and firm, the most delightful thing to grasp, and this 
obseivation ousted all othei things He held it for a 
moment, but nothing would come 

They discovered themselves hand in hand They 
both laughed and felt “ silly ” They shook hands in 
the manner of quite intimate friends, and snatched their 
hands away awkwardly She turned, glanced timidly at 
him over her shoulder, and hesitated “ Good b-ve,” he 
said, and was suddenly walking from nim 

He bowed to her receding back, made a seventeenth- 
century sweep with his college cap, «nd then some 
hitherto unexplored regions of his mind flashed into 
revolt 
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Hardly had she gone six paces when he was at her 
side again 

“ I say, ’ he said with a fearful sense of his temerity 
and raising his mortar board awkwardly as though he 
wa passing a funv-ral ‘ But that sheet of paper ” 

‘ Yes,” she said, surprised — quite naturall/ 

‘Ma/ I have it?” 

“Whyr ’ 

He felt a breathless pleasuie lil e that sliding dov/n 
a slope of snow ‘ I would 111 e to have it 

She smiled and raised her eyebrows, but his excite 
menu was now too great fo^ smiling “Look here’” 
she said, and displayed the sheet c umpled into a ball 
She laughed — with a touch of effort 

‘ I don’t mind that,” said Mr Lewisham laughing 
too He captured the paper by an in is^nt gesture and 
smoothed it out with finger that trembled 

“ You don’t mind he Said 

“ Mind what?” 

“If I keep It?” 

“Why should I?” 

Pause Then eyes net again Theie was an odd 
constraint about both of them, a palpitating interval of 
silence 

“ I really viiisi be going ” she said suddenly, bieaking 
the spell by an effort She turned about and left him 
with the crumpled piece of paper in the fist that held 
the book, the other hand once more lifting the mortar 
board in a dignified salute 

He watched her receding figme His heait was 
beating with remarkable r«pidit/ How light, how 
living she seemed * Li<-tle round flakes of sunlight raced 
down her as she went She walked fast, then slowly, 
looking sidewavs once or twice but not back, until she 
reached the park gates Then she lool ed toward® him, 
a remote, fnenaly li^'tle figure, made a gesture of fare 
well, and disappeared 

His face was flushed and his eyes bright Curiously 
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enough, he was out of breath He stared for a long 
time at the vacant end of the avenue Then he turned 
his eyes to his trophy gripped against the closed and 
forgotten Horace in his hand 



The Wonde/ful Di^cove^y 


Sunday it was Lewisham’s duty to accompany 
the bonders twice to church The bo}s sat in the 
gallery above the choir, facing the organ loft and at 
right angles to the general congregation It was a 
prominent position, and made him feel painfully con- 
spicuous, except in moods of exceptional vanity when 
he used to imagine that all these people weie thinking 
how his forehead and his certilicates accorded He 
thought a lot in those days of his certificates and fore- 
head, but little of his honest, healthy face beneath it 
(To tell the truth there was nothing very wonderful 
about his forehead ) He rarely looked down the 
church, as he fancied to do so would be to meet the 
collective eye of the congiegation regarding him So 
that in the morning he was not able to see that the 
Frobishers’ pew was emptv until the litany 

But in the evening, on the way to church, the 
Frobishers and their guest crossed the market square as 
his string of boys marched along the west side And 
879 
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the guest was arrayed in a ga) new dress, as if it were 
already Eastei, and hei face set m its dark hair came 
with a strange effect of mingled freshness and familiarity 
She looked at him calmly ’ He felt very awkward and 
was for cutting his new acquaintance Then hesitated, 
and raised his hat with a jerk as if to Mrs Frobisher 
Neither lady acknowledged his salute, which may pos 
sibly have been a little unexpected Then } oung 
Siddons diopped his hymn book, stooped to picl it up, 
and Lewisham almost fell upon him He entered 

church in a mood of blacl despair 

But consolation of a sort came soon enough \s 
she took her seat si e distinctly glanced up at the gallerv, 
an i afterwards as he knelt to pra} , he peeped between 
hi fingers and saw her lool ing up again She was 
certainl / not laughing at him 

In those da}s much of Lewisham’s mind was still an 
unknown land to him He believed among other things 
that he was always the same consistent intelligent human 
being, whereas under certain stimuli be became no longer 
reasonable and disciplined but a purely imaginatne and 
emotional person Music, for instance, carried him 
awa}, and particularly the effect of many \oices in 
unison whirled him off f om almost any state of mind 
to a fine massive emotionality And the evening service 
at Whortley church — at the evening service surplices 
yeie worn — the chanting and singing, the vague 
brilliance of the numeious candle flames, the multi- 
tudinous unanimity of the congregation down there, 
kneeling, using, thunderously lespondmg, n variably 
inebriated him Inspiied him, if you yill, and turned 
the prose of his life into poetry And Chance, coming 
to the aid of Dame Nature, dropped just the apt sug- 
gestion into his now highly responsive ear 

The second hymn was a simple and popular one, 
dealing with the theme of Faith, Hope and Charity, 
and having each verse ending with the word Love ” 
Conceive it, long drawn out and disarticulate 
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Faith will van . . . ish in ... to sight, 

Hope be emp . . . tied in deli . . . ight, 

. Love in Heaven will shine more hri . . . ight 
There . . . fore gi ... ve ns . . , Love. 

At the third repetition of the refrain, Lewisham 
looked down across the chancel and met her eyes for a 
brief instant, . . . 

He stopped singing abruptly. Then the conscious- 
ness of the serried ranks of faces below there, came with 
almost overwhelming force upon him, and he dared not 
look at her again. He felt the blood rushing to his 
face. 

Love! The greatest of these. The greatest of all 
things. Better than fame. Better than knowledge. So 
came the great discovery like a flood across his mind, 
pouring over it with the cadence of the hymn and send- 
ing a tide of pink in sympathy across his forehead. The 
rest of the service was phantasmagorial background to 
that great reality — a phantasmagorial background a little 
inclined to stare. He, Mr. Lewisham, was in Love. 

A . . . men.’’ He was so preoccupied that he 
found the whole congregation subsiding into their seats, 
and himself still standing, rapt. He sat down spas- 
modically, with an impact that seemed to him to re-echo 
through the church. 

As they came out of the porch into the thickening 
night he seemed to see her everywhere. He fancied she 
had gone on in front, and he hurried up the boys in 
the hope of overtaking her. They pushed through the 
throng of dim people going homeward. Should he 
raise his hat to her again? . . . But it was Susie 
Hopbrow in a light-coloured dress — a raven in dove’s 
plumage. He felt a curious mixture of relief and dis- 
appointment. He would see her no more that night. 

He hurried from the school to his lodging. He 
wanted very urgently to be alone. He went upstairs 
to his little room and sat before the upturned box on 
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which his Butler’s Analogy was spread open He did 
not go to the foimality of lighting the candle He 
leant back and gazed blissfully at the solitary planet 
that hung over the vicarage garden 

He took out of his pocket a crumpled sheet of paper, 
smoothed and carefully refolded, covered with a writing 
not unlike that of Frobisher ii , and after some maidenly 
hesitation pressed this treasure to his lips The Schema 
and the time-table hung in the darkness like the mere 
ghosts of themselves 

Mrs Munday called him thrice to his supper 

He went out immediately after it was Cuten and 
wandered under the stars until he came over the hill 
behind the town again, and clambered up the back to 
the stile in sight of the Frobishers’ house He selected 
the onlv lit window as hers Behind the blind, Mrs 
Frobisher, thirty-eight, \^as busy with her curl-papers — 
she used papers because they were better for the hair — 
and discussing certain neighbours in a fragmentary way 
with Mr Frobisher, who was in bed Presently she 
moved the candle to examine a faint discoloration of 
her complexion that rendered her uneasy 

Outside, Mr Lewisham (eighteen) stood watching the 
orange oblong for the best part of half an hour, until 
it vanished and left the house black and blank Then 
he sighed deeply and returned home in a very glorious 
mood indeed 

He awoke the next morning feeling extremely serious, 
but not clearly remembering the overnight occurrences 
His eye fell on his clock The time was six and he had 
not heard the alarum, as a matter of fact the alarum had 
not been wound up He jumped out of bed at once 
and alighted upon his best trousers amorphously dropped 
on the floor instead of methodically cast over a chair 
As he soaped his head he tried, according to his rules of 
revision, to remember the overnight reading He could 
not for the life of him The truth came to him as he was 
getting into his shirt His head, struggling in its recesses, 
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became motionless, the handless cuFs ceased to dangle 
for a minute 

Then his head came through slowly with a surprised 
expression upon his face He remembered He re 
membered the thing as a bald discovery, and without a 
touch of emotion With all the achromatic clearness, 
the unromantic colourlessness of the early morning 
Yes He had it now quite distinctly There had 
been no overnight reading He was in Love 

The proposition jarred with some vague thing in his 
mind He stood staring for a space, and then began 
looking about absent-mindedly for his collar stud He 
paused in front of his Schema, regarding it 
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Raised Eyebrows 


JJT 

?^ORK must be done anyhow,” said Mr Lewisham 

But never had the extiaoidinary advantages of open 
air study presented themsehes so vi\idly Before break 
fast he took half an hour of open an leading along the 
allotments land near the Frobisheis’ house, after break 
fast and before school he went thiough the avenue with 
a book, and returned horn school to his lodgings cir 
cuitouslv through the a\enue, and so back to the a\enue 
for thirty minutes or so before afternoon school When 
dining these periods of open air study Mr Lewisham 
was not looking over the top of his book, then commonly 
he was glancing over his shouldei And at last whom 
should he see but ^ 

He saw her out of the corner of his eye, and he 
turned away at once, pretending not to have seen her 
His whole being was suddenly irradiated with emotion 
The hands holding his book gripped it ver} tightly He 
did not glance back again, but walked slowly and stead 
fastly, reading an ode that he could not have translated 
to save his life, and listening acutely for her approach 
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And after an interminable time, it seemed, came a 
faint footfall and the swish of si irts behind him 

He felt as though his head was directed forward by 
a clutch of lion 

“ Mr Lewisham,” she said close to him, and he 
turned with a quality of movement that was almost 
convulsive He laised his cap clumsily 

He took her extended hand by an afterthought, and 
held it until she withdrew it I am so glad to have 
met you,” she said 

So am I,” said Lewisham simply 
They stood facing one another for an expressive 
moment, and then by a movement she indicated her 
intention to walk along the avenue with him 
wanted so much,” she said looking down at her feet, 
to thank you foi letting Teddy off, you know That 
IS why I wanted to see you ” Lewisham took his Erst 
step beside her “ And it’s odd, lan’t it,” she said look 
ing up into his face, ‘‘ that I should meet you here in 
just the same place I believe Yes The very 

same place we met before ” 

Mr Lewisham was tongue-tied 
‘‘ Do you often come here she said 
“Well,” he considered — and his voice was most un 
reasonably hoarse when he spoke — “No No 
That IS — At least not often Now and then In 
fact I like It rather for reading and that sort of thing 
It’s SO quiet ” 

“ I suppose you read a great deal f*” 

“ When one teaches one has to ” 

“ But you ” 

“I’m rather fond of reading, certainly Aie you?” 
“ I love It ” 

Mr Lewisham was glad she loved reading He would 
have been disappointed had she answered differently 
But she spoke with leal fervour She loved reading’ It 
was pleasant She would understand him a little 
perhaps “Of course,” she went on, “ I’m not clever 
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like some people are And I have to read books as I 
get hold of them ” 

“ So do I,” said Mr Lewisham, “ for the matter of 
that Have you read Cailyle?” 

The conveisation was now fairly under way They 
were walking side by side beneath the swa)ing boughs 
Mr Lewisham’s sensations were ecstatic, marred only 
by a diead of some casual boy coming upon them 
She had not read much Carl} le She had always wanted 
to, even from quite a little girl — she had he^rd so 
much about him She knew he was a Really Great 
Writer, a very Great Writer indeed All she had read 
of him she liked She could say that As much as she 
liked anything And she had seen his house in Chelsea 

Lewisham, whose knowledge of London had been 
obtained by excursion trips on six or seven isolated days, 
was much impressed by this It seemed to put her at 
once on a footing of intimacy with this imposing Per 
sonality It had never occurred to him at all vividly 
that these Great Writers had real abiding places She 
gave him a few descriptive touches that made the house 
suddenly real and distinctive to him She lived quite 
near, she said, at least within walking distance, in 
Clapham He instantly forgot the vague design of 
lending her his Sartor Resarius^^ in his curiosity to 
learn more about her home “ Clapham — that’s almost 
in London, isn’t it?” he said 

Quite,” she said, but she volunteered no further 
information about her domestic circumstances “ I like 
London,” she generalised, “ and especially in winter ” 
And she proceeded to praise I ondon, its public libraries, 
Its shops, the multitudes of people, the facilities for 

doing what you like,” the concerts one could go to, 
the theatres (It seemed she moved in fairly good 
society ) There’s always something to see even if you 
onl} go out for a walk,” she said, ^'and down here 
there’s nothing to read but idle novels And those not 
new ” 
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Mr Lewisham had regretfully to admit the lad of 
such culture and mental activity in Whortley It made 
him feel terribly her inferior He had only his bookish- 
ness and his certificates to set against it all — and she 
had seen Carl}le’s house* “Down here,” she said, 
“ there’s nothing to talk about but scandal ” It was too 
true 

At the corner by the stile, beyond which the willows 
were plendid against the blue with silvery aments and 
golden pollen, they turned by mutual impulse and re 
traced their steps “ I’ve simply had no one to talk to 
down here,” she said “ Not what / call talking ” 

“ I hope,” said Lew isham, making a resolute plunge, 
“perhaps while you are staying at Whortley ” 

He paused perceptibly, and she, following his eyes, 
saw a voluminous black figure approaching “We may,” 
said Mr Lewisham, resuming his remark, “chance to 
meet again, perhaps ” 

He had been about to challenge her to a deliberate 
meeting A certain delightful tangle of paths that 
followed the bank of the river had been in his mind 
But the apparition of Mr George Bonover, headmaster 
of the Whortley Proprietary School, chilled him 
amazingly Dame Nature no doubt had arranged the 
meeting of our young couple, but about Bonover she 
seems to have been culpably careless She now receded 
illimitably, and Mr Lewisham, with the most unpleasant 
feelings, found himself face to face with a typical re 
presen tative of a social organisation which objects very 
strongly inter aha to promiscuous conversation on the 
part of the young unmarried junior master 

“ — chance to meet again, perhaps,” said Mr Lewis 
ham, with a sudden lack of spirit 
“ I hope so too,” she said 

Pause Mr Bonover’s features, and particularly a 
bushy pair of black eyebrows, were now very near, those 
eyebrows already raised, apparently to express a refined 
astonishment 
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“ Is this Mr Bonover coming ? ’ she asked 
Yes ” 

Prolonged pause 

Would he stop and accost them? At any rate this 
frightful silence must end Mr Lewisham sought in 
his mind for some lemark wheiewith to cover his 
emplovei’s approach He was surprised to find his 
mind a desert He made a colossal effon If they 
could only talk, if thev could only seem at their ease’ 
But this blanl incapacity was eloquent of guilt Ah * 

“ It’s a lovely dav, though,” said Mr Lewisham 
'Mon’t It?” 

She agreed with him “ Isn’t it ?” she said 

And then Mr Bonover passed, forehead tight reefed 
so to speak, and lips impressively compressed Mr 
Lewisham raised his mortar boaid, and to his astonish 
ment, Mi Bonover responded with a marl edlv formal 
salute — mock clerical hat sweeping circuitously — and 
the regard ot a searching, disapproving eye and so 
passed Lewi ham was overcome with astonishment at 
this improvement on the nod of their ordinary com 
merce And so this terrible incident terminated for the 
time 

He felt a momentary gust of indignation After all, 
why should Bonover or anyone interfere with his talk 
ing to a girl if he chose? And for all he knew thev 
might have been properly introduced By young 
Frobisher, say Nevertheless, Lewisham’s spring tide 
mood relapsed into winter He was, he felt, singularly 
stupid for the rest of their conversation, and the delight 
ful feeling of enterprise that had hitherto inspired and 
astonished him when talking to her had shrivelled 
beyond contempt He was glad — ^positively glad — when 
things came to an end 

At the park gates she held out her hand I’m 
afraid I have interrupted your reading,” she said 

“ Not a bit,” said Mr Lewisham warming slightly 
‘‘I don’t know when I’ve en] 0 }'ed a conversa*-ion ” 
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‘‘ It was — a breach of etiquette I am afiaid mv speak 
ing to }'0U, but I did so want to thank you ’ 

“ Don’t mention it, ’ said Mr Lewisham, secretly 
impressed by the etiquette 

‘‘ Good bye ” He stood hesitating by the lodge, and 
then turned back up the a\enue in order not to be seen 
to follow hei too closely up the West Street 

And then, still walking away from her, he re 
membered that he had not lent her a book as he had 
planned, 1101 made any arrangement ever to meet her 
again She might leave Whoitley anywhen for the 
amenities of Clapham He stopped and stood irresoiute 
Should he run after her'’ Then he lecJled Bonove^’s 
enigmatical expression of face He decided that to 
pursue her would be altogether too conspicuou Yet 
So he stood in inglorious he itat on, while the 
seconds passed 

He reached his lodging at last to find Mrs Munday 
halfway through dinner 

“You get them books of yours,” said Mrs Mundav, 
who took a motherly interest in him, “and vou read 
and } oil read, and you tal e no account of time And 
now you’ll have to eat your dinner half cold and no 
time for it to settle prope" befoic you goes off to school 
It’s ruination to a stummik — such ways” 

“ Oh, never mind mv stomach, Mrs Alunday,” said 
Lewisham, roused from a tangled and apparently gloomy 
meditation, “theft’s my affair” Quite ciossly he spole 
for him 

“ I’d rather have a good sensible actin’ stummik than 
a full head,” said Mrs Munday, “ any dav ” 

“ I’m different, you see,” snapped Mr Lewi ham, 
and relapsed into silence and gloom 

(“ Hoity toity said Mrs Munday under her breath ) 



CHAPTER THE 
FIFTH 

Hesztatzons 

BONOVER, having fully matured a Hint suit 
able for the occasion, dropped it in the afternoon while 
Lewisham was superintending cricket practice He made 
a few remarks about the prospects of the first eleven by 
way of introduction, and Lewisham agreed with him 
that Frobisher i looked like shaping very well this 
season 

A pause followed and the headmaster hummed “ By 
the-by,” he said, as if making conversation and still 
watching the play, “I, ah — understood that you, ah — 
were a stranger to Whortley ” 

“ Yes,” said Lewisham, ‘‘ that^s so ” 

‘‘You have made friends m the neighbourhood?” 
Lewisham was troubled with a cough and his ears — 
those confounded ears — ^brightened “Yes,” he said, 

recovering “ Oh yes Yes I have ” 

“ Local people, I presume ” 

“Well, no Not exactly” The brightness spread 
from Lewisham’s ears over his face 
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“ I saw you,” said Bonover, “talking to a young lady 
in the avenue Her face was somehow quite familiar to 
me Who te/iw she?” 

Should he say she x\as a friend of the Frobishers ? In 
that case Bonover, in his insidious amiable way, might 
talk to the Frobisher parents and make things disagree 
able for her “She was,” said Lewisham, flushing deeply 
with the stress on his honesty and dropping his voice to 
a mumble, “a a an old friend of my mother’s 
In fact, I met her once at Salisbury ” 

“ Where?” 

“ Salisbury ” 

“ And her name?” 

“ Smith,” said Lewisham, a little hastily and repent 
ing the lie even as it left his lips 

“Well hit Harris^” shouted Bonover, and began to 
clap his hands “Well hit sir” 

^ Harris shapes very well,” said Mr Lewisham 
“ Very,” said Mr Bonover “ And — ^what was it ? 
Ah^ I was just lemarking the odd resemblances there 
are in the world There is a Miss Henderson — or 
Henson — stopping with the Frobishers — in the very 
same town, in fact, the very picture of your Miss ” 
“ Smith,” said Lewisham, meeting his eye and re- 
covering the full crimson note of his first blush 
“ It’s odd,” said Bonover, regarding him pensively 
“ \ ery odd,” mumbled Lewisham, cursing his own 
stupidity and looking away 

“ Yery — vttj odd,” said Bonover 
“ In fact,” said Bonover, turning towards the school- 
house “ I hardly expected it of you, Mr Lewisham ” 
“Expected what, sir?” 

But Mr Bonover feigned to be already out of earshot 
“ Damn said Mr Lewisham “ Oh ’ — damn — 
a most objectionable expression and rare with him m 
those days He had half a mind to follow the head- 
master and ask him if he doubted his word It was only 
too evident what the answer would be 



892 LOVE AND MR LEWISHAM 

He stood for a minute undecided, then turned on his 
heel and marched homeward with savage steps His 
muscles quivered as he walked, and his face twitched 
The tumult of his mind settled at last into angry 
indignation 

Confound him*” said Mr Lewisham, arguing the 
matter out with the bedioom furniture “ Why the 
devil can’t he mind his own business 

Mind your own business, sir * ” shouted Mr Lewis 
ham at the wash-hand stand ‘‘ Confound you, sir, mind 
you own business *” 

The wash-hand stand did 

“You oveinte your power, sir,” said Mr Lewisham 
a little mollified “Understand me* I am my own 
master out of school ” 

Nevertheless, for four days and some hours after Mr 
Bonover’s Hint, Mr Lewisham so far observed its im 
plications as to abandon open-air study and stiuggle with 
diminished success to observe the spirit as well as the 
letter of his time table prescriptions For the most part 
he fretted at accumulating tasks, did them with slipshod 
energy or looking out of windo v The Career constituent 
in isted that to meet and tall to this girl again meant 
reproof, worry, interference with his work for his matri 
c ilation, the destruction of all “ Discipline,” and he saw 
the entire justice of the insistence It was nonsense 
this being in love, there wasn’t such a thing as love 
outside trashy novelettes And forthwith his mind went 
off at a tangent to her eyes under the shadow of her hat 
brim, and had to be lugged back by main force On 
Thursday when he \/ab returning from school he saw her 
far away down the street, and hurried in to avoid her, 
looking ostentatiously in the opposite direction But 
that was the turning-point Shame overtook him On 
Friday his belief in love was warm and living ao-ain, and 
his heart full of remoise for laggard days 

On Saturday morning his preoccupation with her was 
so vivid that it distrar ed him even while he was teach- 
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mg that most teachable subject, algebra, and by the end 
of the school hours the issue was decided and the Caieer 
in hcctdlong lOut That afternoon he would go what 
ever happened, «nd see her and speak to her again The 
thought of Bono\er arose only to be dismissed And 
beside 

Bonover took a siesta eailv in the afternoon 

Yes, be would go out and find her and speak to her 
Nothing should stop him 

Onc«- that decision was taken his imagination became 
riotous with things he might sav, attitudes he might 
strile, and a multitude of \ague fine dreams about her 
He would say this, he would sav that, his mind would 
do nothing but circle lound this vionderful pose of 
lovei What a cur he had been to hide from her so 
long * What could he have been thinking about ? How 
coH^d he explain it to her, when the meeting really 
came ? Suppose he was very f’-ank 

He con laeied the limits of frankness Would she 
believe he had not ^^een her on Thur daj- ? — if he assured 
her that it was so i* 

And, most horrible, m the midst of all this came 
Bonover with a request that he would take ‘‘ duty m 
the cricket field instead of Dunkerley that afternoon 
Dunkerley was the senior assistant master, Lewisham’s 
sole colleague The last vestige of disappiobation had 
vanished from Bonover’s manner, asking a favour was his 
autocratic way of proffering the olive branch But it 
came to Lewisham as ^ cruel imposition For a fateful 
moment he trembled on the brink of acquiescence In 
a flash came a vision of the long duty of the afternoon 
— she possibly pad ing for Clapham all the while He 
turned white Mr Bonover watched his Lee 

No ’ said Lewisham bluntly, saying all he was sure 
of, and forthwith racking his unpractised mind for an 
excuse Fm sorry I can’t oblige you, but mv 
arrangements I’ve made arrangements, in fact, for 
^he afternoon ” 
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Mr Bonover’s evebiows went up at this obvious he, 
and the glow of his suavity faded You see,” he said, 
“ Mrs Bonover expects a friend this afternoon, and we 
rather want Mr Dunkerley to make four at croquet ” 
“ Fm soiry,” said Mr Lewisham, still resolute, and 
making a mental note that Bonover would be playing 
croquet 

“You don’t plav croquet by any chance?” asked 
Bonover 

“ No,” said Lewisham, “ I haven’t an idea ” 

“If Mr Dunkerley had asked you ? ” persisted 

Bonover, knowing Lewisham’s respect for etiquette 
“ Oh ^ It wasn t on that account,” said Lewisham, and 
Bonover with eyebrows still raised and a general air of 
outraged astonishment left him standing there, white 
and stiff, and wondering at his extraordinary temerity 



CHAPTER THE 


The Scandalous Ramble 


b soon as school was dismissed Lewi ham made a 
gaol delivery of his outstanding impositions, and hurried 
baCk to his lodgings, to spend the time until his dinner 
was ready — Well '' It seems hardly fair, perhaps, 

to Lewisham to tell this, it is doubtful, indeed, v/hether 
a male novelist’s duty to his sex should not restrain him, 
but, as the wall in the shadow by the diamond framed 
window insisted, “ Magna est ven^as et prcevdebit ” Mr 
Le visham brushed his hair with elaboration, and ruffled 
it picturesquely, tried the effect of all his ties and 
selected a white one, dusted his boots with an old 
pocket hand! erchief, changed his trousers because the 
week-day pair was minutely frayed at the heels, and 
inked the elbows of his coat where the stitches were a 
little white And, to be still more intimate, he studied 
his callow appearance in the glass from various points 
of view, and decided that his nose might have been a 
little smaller with advantage 

Directly after dinner he went out, and by the shortest 
path to the allotment lane, telling himself he did not 
care if he met Bonover forthwith in the street He did 
89s 29 
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not know precisely what he intended to do, but he was 
quite clear that he meant to see the girl he had met in 
the avenue He knew he should see her A sense of 
obstacles merely braced him and was pleasurable He 
went up the stone steps out of the lane to the stile that 
overlooked the Frobishers’, the stile from which he had 
watched the Frobisher bedroom There he seated 
himself with his arms folded, in full view of the 
house 

That was at ten minutes to two At twenty minutes 
to three he was still sitting there, but his hands were 
deep in his jacket pockets, and he was scowling and 
kicking his foot against the step with an impatient 
monotony His needless glasses had been thrust into 
his waistcoat pocket — ^where they remained thioughout 
the afternoon — and his cap was tilted a little back from 
his forehead and exposed a wisp of hair One or two 
people had gone down the lane, and he had pretended 
not to see them, and a couple of hedge-sparrows chasing 
each other along the side of the sunlit, wind-nppled 
field had been his chief entertainment It is unaccount- 
able, no doubt, but he felt angry with her as the time 
crept on His expression lowered 

He heard someone going by in the lane behind him 
He would not look round — it annoyed him to think of 
people seeing him in this position His once eminent 
discretion, though overthrown, still made muffled pro- 
tests at the afternoon’s enterprise The feet down the 
lane stopped close at hand 

‘‘ Stare away,” said Lewisham between his teeth 
And then began mysterious noises, a violent rustle of 
hedge twigs, a something like a very light foot-tapping 

Curiosity boarded Lewisham and carried him after 
the briefest struggle He looked round, and there she 
was, her back to him, reaching after the spiky blossom- 
ing blackthorn that crested the opposite hedge Re- 
markable accident * She had not seen him ^ 

In a moment Lewisham’s legs were flying over the 
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stile He went down the steps in the bank with such 
impetus that it earned him up into the prickly bushes 
beside her ‘‘ Allow me,” he said, too excited to see 
she was not astonished 

‘‘ Mr Lewisham ’ ” she said in feigned surprise, and 
stood away to give him room at the blackthorn 

‘‘Which spike will you have?’ he cried overjoyed 
“The whitest? The highest? Any*” 

“ That piece,” she chose haphazard “ with the black 
spike sticking out from it ” 

A mass of snowy blossom it was against the April 
sky, and Lewisham, struggling for it — it was by no means 
the most accessible — saw with fantastic satisfaction a 
lengthy scratch flash white on his hand, and turn to 
red 

“ Higher up the lane,” he said, descending trium 
phant and breathless, “ theie is blackthorn This 

cannot compare for a moment ” 

She laughed and looked at him as he stood there 
Hushed, his eyes triumphant, with an unpremeditated 
approval In church, in the gallery, wi^h his face fore 
shortened, he had been effective in a way, but this was 
different “ Show me,” she said, though she knew this 
was the only place for blackthorn for a mile in either 
direction 

“ I knew I should see you,” he said by way of answer 
“ I felt sure I should see you to-day ” 

“ It was our last chance almost,” she answered with 
as frank a quality of avowal “I’m going home to 
London on Monday ” 

“ I knew,” he cried in triumph “ To Clapham ?” 
he asked 

“Yes I have got a situation You did not know 
that I was a shorthand clerk and typist, did you? I 
am I have just left the school, the Grogram School 
And now there is an old gentleman who wants an 
amanuensis ” 

“ So you know shorthand ?” said he 


‘‘That 
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accounts for the stylographic pen Those lines were 
written I have them still ’’ 

She smiled and raised her eyebrows Here,” said 
Mr Lewisham tapping his breast pocket 

“This hne,” he said — their talk v/as curiously incon 
secutive — “ some way along this lane, over the hill and 
down, there is a gate, and that goes — I mean, it opens 
into the path that runs along the river bank Have 
you been 

“ No,” she said 

“ It^s the best walk about Whortley It brings you 
out upon Immering Common You must — befoie }ou 
go ” 

“ Now she said with her e} es dancing 
“ Why not 

“ I told Mrs Frobisher I should be back by four,” 
she said 

“ It’s a walk not to be lost ” 

“Very v; ell,” said she 

“The trees are all budding,” said Mr Lewisham, 
“ the rushes are shooting, and all along the edge of the 
river there are millions of little white flowers floating 
on the water 1 don’t know the names of them, but 
they’re fine May I carry that branch of 

blossom ?” 

As he took it their hands touched momentanl}' 
and there came another of those significant gaps 

“ Look at those clouds,” said Lewisham abruptly 
remembering the lemark he had been about to make 
and waving the white froth of blackthorn “And 
look at the blue between them ” 

“ It’s perfectly splendid Of all the fine weather the 
best has been kept for now My last day Mv very 
last day ” 

And off these two young people went together in 
a highly electrical state — to the infinite astonishment 
of Mrs Frobisher, who was looking out of the attic 
window — stepping out manfully and finding the whole 
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\\oild lit and splendid for their entertainment The 
things they discovered and told each other that after- 
noon down by the iiver^ — that spring was wonderful, 
young leaves beautiful, bud scales astonishing things, 
and clouds dazzling and stately’ — ^with an air of 
supreme originality ’ And then naive astonishment 
to find one another in agreement upon these novel 
delights’ It seemed to them quite outside the play 
of accident that they should ha\e met each other 

They went by the path that runs among the trees 
along the river bank, and she must needs repent and 
wish to take the lov^er one, the towing path, before 
they had gone three hundred yards So Lewisham had 
to find a place fit for her descent, where a friendly tree 
proffeied its protruding roots as a convenient balustrade, 
and down she clambered with her hand in Ins 

Then a water-vole washing his whiskers gave occa 
Sion for a sudden touching of hands and the intimate 
confidence of whispers and silence together After 
which Lewisham essayed to gather her a marsh mallow 
at the peril, as it was judged, of his life, and gained 
It together with a bootful of water And at the gate 
by the black and shiny lock, where the path breaks 
away from the river, she overcame him by an unex 
pected feat, climbing gleefully to the top rail with the 
support of his hand, and leaping down, a figure of light 
and grace, to the ground 

Thej struck boldly acroas the meadows, which were 
gay with lady’s smock, and he walked, by special 
request, between her and three matronly cows — feeling 
as Per eus might have done when he fended off the 
sea-monster And so by the mill, and up a steep path 
to Immeiing Common Across the meadows Lewisham 
had broached the subject of her occupation *^And 
are you really going away from here to be an amanu 
ensis?” he said, and started her upon the theme 
of herself, a theme she treated with a specialist’s 
enthusiasm They dealt with it b} the comparative 
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method, and neither noticed the light was out of the 
sky until the soft feet of the advancing shower had 
stolen right upon them 

‘‘Look’” said he “Yonder’ A shed,” and they 
ran together She ran laughing, and yet swiftly and 
lightly He pulled her through the hedge by both 
hands, and released her skirt from an amorous bramble, 
and so they came into a little black shed in which shel- 
tered a rusty harrow of gigantic proportions He noted 
how she still kept her breath after that run 

She sat down on the harrow and hesitated ‘ I 
must take off my hat,” she said, “ that ram will spot 
It,” and so he had a chance of admiring the sincerity 
of her curls — not that he had ever doubted them She 
stooped over her hat, pocket-handkerchief in hand, 
daintily wiping off the silvery drops He stood up at 
the opening of the shed and looked at the country out 
side through the veil of the soft vehemence of the 
April shower 

“ There’s room for two on this harrow,” she said 
He made inarticulate sounds of refusal, and then 
came and sat down beside her, close beside her, so that 
he was almost touching her He felt a fantastic desire 
to take her in his arms and kiss her, and overcame the 
madness by an effort “ I don’t even know your name,” 
he said, taking refuge from his whirling thoughts in 
conversation 

“ Henderson,” she said 
“ Mtss Henderson 

She smiled in his face — hesitated “ Yes — Mtss 

Henderson ” 

Her eyes, her atmosphere were wonderful He had 
never felt quite the same sensation before, a strange 
excitement, almost like a faint echo of tears He was 
for demanding her Christian name For calling her 
“ dear ” and seeing what she would say He plunged 
headlong into a rambling description of Bonover and 
how he had told a he about her and called her Miss 
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Smith, and so escaped this unaccountable emotional 
crisis 

The whispering of the rain about them sank and 
died, and the sunlight struck vividly across the distant 
woods beyond Immenng Just then they had fallen 
again into a silence that was full of daring thoughts for 
Mr Lewisham He moved his arm suddenly and placed 
it so that It was behind her on the frame of the 
harrow 

Let us go on now,” she said abruptly “ The rain 
has stopped ” 

'‘That little path goes straight to Immenng,” said 
Mr Lewisham 

“ But, four o’clock 

He drew out his watch and his eyebrows went up 
It was already nearly a quarter past four 

" Is It past four?” she asked, and abruptly they were 
face to face with parting That Lewisham had to 
take “ duty ” at half-past five seemed a thing utterly 
trivial “ Surely,” he said, only slowly realising what 
this parting meant " But must you ? I — I want to 
talk to you ” 

" Haven’t you been talking to me?” 

" It isn’t that Besides — no ” 

She stood looking at him I promised to be home 
by four,” she said “ Mrs Frobisher has tea ” 

"We may never have a chance to see one another 
again ” 

" Well ?” 

Lewisham suddenly turned very white 

" Don’t leave me,” he said, breaking a tense silence 
and with a sudden stress in his voice " Don’t leave 
me Stop with me yet — for a little while You 

You can lose your way ” 

" You seem to think,” she said forcing a laugh, " that 
I live without eating and drinking ” 

" I have wanted to talk to you so much The first 

time I saw you At first I dared not I did 
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not know you would let me talk And now, jist 

as I am — happy, vou are going ” 

He stopped abruptly Her ej-es were downcast 
‘'No,” she said, tracing a cur\e with the point of her 
shoe “ No I am not going ” 

Lewisham restrained an impulse to shout “ You 
will come to Immenng?” he cried, and as they went 
along the narrow path through the wet grass, he began 
to tell her with simple frankness how he cared for her 
company “ I would not change this, ’ he said, casting 
about for an offer to reject, “ foi — anything in the 
world I shall not be back for duty I don t 

care I don’t care what happens so long as we have 
this afternoon ” 

“ Nor I,” she said 

“ Thank you for coming,” he said in an outburst of 
gratitude “ Oh, thank you for coming,” and held out 
his hand She took it and pressed it, and so they went 
on hand in hand until the village street was reached 
Their high resolve to play truant at all costs had 
begotten a wonderful sense of fellowship “ I can’t 
call you Miss Henderson,” he said “ You know I 
can’t You know I must have }our Chiistian 

name ” 

“ Ethel,” she told him 

“ Ethel,” he said and looked at her, gathering 
courage as he did so “ Ethel,” he repeated “ It is 
a pretty name But no name is quite pretty enough 
for you, Ethel dear ” 

The small shop in Immeiing lay back behind a garden 
full of wallflowers, and was kept by a very fat and very 
cheerful little woman, who insisted on regarding them as 
brother and sister, and calling them both “ dearie ” 
These points conceded she gave them an admirable tea 
of astonishing cheapness Lewisham did not like the 
second condition very much, because it seemed to touch 
on his latest enterprise But the tea and the bread 
and butter and the whort jam were like no food on 
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earth There were wallflowers, heav) scented, in a 
jug upon the table, and Ethel admired them, and when 
they set out again the little old ladv insisted on her 
taking a bunch with her 

It was aftei they left Immering that this ramble, 
properly speal mg, became scandalous The sun was 
already a golden ball above the blue hills in the 
west — It turned our two young people into figures of 
flame — and yet, instead of going homeward, they took 
the Weitworth road that plunges into the Forshaw 
woods Behind them the moon, almost full, hung in 
the blue sky above the tree tops, ghostly and indistinct, 
and slowly gathered to itself such light as the setting 
sun left for it in the sky 

Going out of Immering they began to talk of the 
future And for the very young lover there is no 
future but the immediate future 

“ You must write to me,” he said, and she told him 
she wrote such szllv letters “ But I shall have reams 
to write to you, ’ he told her 

‘‘ How are you to write to me ?” he asked, and 
they discussed a new obstacle between them It would 
never do to write home — never She was sure of that 
with an absolute assurance My mother — ” she said 
and stopped 

That piohibition cut him, for at that time he had 
the makings of a voluminous letter writer Yet it was 
only what one might expect The whole world was 
unpropitions — obdurate indeed A splendid 

isolation a deux 

Perhaps she might find some place where letters might 
be sent to her? Yet that seemed to her deceitful 

So these two young people wandered on, full of 
their discovery of love, and yet so full too of the 
shyness of adolescence that the word “ Love ” never 
passed their lips that day Yet as they talked on, and 
the lindly dusk gathered about them, their speech and 
their hearts came very close together But their speech 

29* 



THE SCANDALOUS RAMBLE 905 

‘‘ Good-bye,” he said for the third time “ Good 
bye, Ethel ” 

She hesitated Then suddenly she darted towards 
him He felt her hands upon his shoulders, her lips 
soft and warm upon his cheek, and before he could 
take hold of her she had eluded him and had flitted 
into the shadow of the house Good-bye,” came 
her sweet, clear voice out of the shadow, and while he 
yet hesitated an answer, the door opened He saw 
her, black in the doorway, heard some indistinct words, 
and then the door closed and he was alone in the 
moonlight, his cheek still glowing from her lips 

So ended Mr Lewisham’s first day with Love 



SEVENTH 


The Reclontng 


jTI ND after the day of Love cime the days of 
Reckoning Mr Lewisham was astonished — over- 
whelmed almost — by that Reckoning, as it slowly and 
steadily unfolded itself The wonderful emotions of 
Saturday carried him through Sunday, and he made it 
up with the neglected Schema by assuring it that She 
was his Inspiration, and that he would work for Her 
a thousand times better than he could possibly work 
for himself That was certainl}' not true, and indeed 
he found himself wondering whither the interest had 
\anished out of his theological examination of Butler^s 
Analogy The Frobishers were not at church for 
either service He speculated rather anxiously why? 

Monday dawned coldly and clearly — a Herbeit 
Spencer of a day — and he went to school sedulously 
assuring himself there was nothing to apprehend 
Day boys were whispering in the morning apparently 
about him, and Frobisher ii was in great request 
Lewisham overheard a fragment “ My mother was 
in a wax,” said Frobisher ii 

At twelve came an interview with Bonover, and 
906 
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voices presently rising in angry altercation and audible 
to Senior-assistant Dunkciley through the closed study 
door Then Lewisham wall ed acros the schoolroom, 
staling straight before him, his cheeks very bright 

Theieby Dunkerley’s mind was prepared for the 
news that came the next morning over the exercise 
books ‘ When?” said Dunkerle} 

‘‘End of next teim,” said Leivisham 
‘ About the girl that’s been staving at the 
Frobishers ? ’ 

“ Yes ” 

“ She’s a pretty bit of goods But it will rneias up 
your matric next June,” said Dunkerley 
“ That’s what I’m sorry for ’ 

“ It’s scaicely to be expected he’ll give vou leave to 
attend the exam ” 

“ He won’t,” said Lewisham shortly, and opened his 
fiist exercise book He found it difEcult to talk 

“ He s a greaser,” said Dunkerley ‘‘But there’ — 
what can you expect from Durham’” For Bonover 
had only a Durham degree and Dunkerley, having 
none, inclined to be particular Therewith Dunkerley 
lapsed into a sympathetic and busy rustling over his 
own pile of exercises It was not until the heap had 
been reduced to a book or so tha he spoke again — an 
elaborate point 

“ Male and female created He them,” said Dunkerley 
ticking his way down the page “ Which (tick, tick) 
was damned hard (tick, tick) on assistant masters ” 

He closed the book with a snap and flung it on the 
floor behind him “You’re lucky,” he said “I dti 
think I should be first to get out of this scandalising 
hole You re lucky It’s always acting down here 
Running on parents and guardians round every corner 
That’s what I object to m life in the country it’s so- 
confoundedly artificial I shall take jolly good care / 
get out of It just as soon as ever I can You bet ” 

“ And work those patents ?” 
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Rather, my boy Yes Worl those patents The 
Patent Square Top Bottle » Lord ^ Once let me get to 
London 

' I think / shall have a shot at London,” said 
Lewisham 

And then the experienced Dunkerle}-, being one of 
the kindest young men alive, forgot certain private 
ambitions of his own — ^he cherished dreams of amazing 
patents — and bethought him of agents He proceeded 
to give a list of these necessary helpers of the assistant 
master at the gangway — Oiellana, Gabbitas, The Lan- 
caster Gate Agency, and the rest of them He knew 
them all — intimately He had been a “ nix ” eight 
years ‘^Of course that Kensington thing may come 
off,” said Dunkerley, ‘‘but it’s best not to wait I tell 
you frankly — the chances are against you ” 

The “ Kensington thing ” was an application for 
admission to the Normal School of Science at South 
Kensington, which Lewisham had made in a sanguine 
moment There being an inadequate supply of quali- 
fied science teachers in England, the Science and Art 
Department is wont to offer free instruction at its 
great central school, and a guinea a week, to select 
young pedagogues who will bind themselves to teach 
science after their training is over Dunkerley had 
been in the habit of applying for several years, always 
in vain, and Lewisham had seen no harm in following 
his example But then Dunkerley had no green-grey 
certificates 

So Lewisham spent all that “ duty ” left him of the 
next day composing a letter to copy out and send the 
several scholastic agencies In this he gave a brief 
but appreciative sketch of his life, and enlarged upon 
his discipline and educational methods At the end 
was a long and decorative schedule of his certificates 
and distinctions, beginning with a good-conduct prize 
at the age of eight A considerable amount of time 
was required to recopy this document, but his modesty 
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upheld him After a careful consideration of the time 
table, he set aside the midday hour for Corre 
spondence ” 

He found that his work in mathematics and classics 
was already some time in arrears, and a “ test ’’ he 
had sent to his correspondence tutor during those 
troublous days after the meeting with Bonovei in the 
Avenue, came back blottesquely indorsed “ Below 
Pass Standard ” This last experience was so unpre 
cedented and annoyed him so much that for a space he 
contemplated retorting with a sarcastic letter to the 
tutor And then came the Easter recess, and he had 
to go home and tell his mother, with a careful sup 
pression of details, that he was leaving Whortley 
‘‘Where you have been getting on so well*” cried 
his mother 

But that dear old lady had one consolation She 
observed he had given up his glasses — he had forgotten 
to bring them with him — and her secret fear of grave 
optical troubles that were being “ kept ” from her, was 
alleviated 

Sometimes he had moods of intense regret for the 
follv of that walk One such came after the holidays, 
when the necessity of revising the dates of the Schema 
brought before his mind, for the first time quite 
clearly, the practical issue of this first struggle with 
those mysterious and powerful influences the spring 
time sets a stirring His dream of success and fame had 
been very real and dear to him, and the realisation of 
the inevitable postponement of his long anticipated 
matriculation, the doorway to all the other great 
things, took him abruptly like an actual physical sensa- 
tion in his chest 

He sprang up, pen in hand, in the midst of his cor- 
rections, and began pacing up and down the room 
“What a fool I have been*” he cried “What a fool 
I have been *” 

He flung the pen on the floor and made a rush at an 
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ill drawn attempt upon a giiTs face that adorned the 
end of his room, the visible witness of his slavery He 
tore this down and sent the fragments of it scat- 
tering 
“ Fool 

It was a relief — a definite abandonment He stared 
for a moment at the destruction he had made, and then 
went back to the revision of the time-table, with a 
mutter about silly spooning 

That was one mood The rarer one He watched 
the posts with far more eagerness for the address to 
which he might write to her than for any reply to 
those reiterated letters of application, the writing of 
which now ousted Horace and the higher mathematics 
(Lewisham’s term for conics) from his attention Indeed 
he spent more time meditating the letter to her than 
even the schedule of his virtues had required 

Yet the letters of application were wondeiful com 
positions, each had a new pen to itself and was for the 
first page at least in a handwriting far above even his 
usual high standard And day aftei day passed and that 
particular letter he hoped for still did not come 

His moods were complicated by the fact that, in 
spite of his studied reticence on the subject, the reason 
of his departure did in an amazingly short time get 
“ all over Whortley ” It was understood that he had 
been discovered to be fast,” and Ethel’s behaviour 
was animadverted upon with complacent indignation — 
if the phrase may be allowed — by the ladies of the 
place Pretty looks were too often a snare One boy 
— his ear was warmed therefor — once called aloud 
“ Ethel,” as Lewisham went by The curate, a curate 
of the pale-faced, large-knuckled, nervous sort, now 
passed him without acknowledgment of his existence 
Mrs Bonover took occasion to tell him that he was a 
mere boy,” and once Mrs Frobisher sniffed quite 
threateningly at him when she passed him in the 
street She did it so suddenly she made him jump 
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This general disapproval inclined him at times to 
depression, but in certain moods he found it exhilar 
ating, and several times he professed himself to 
Dunkerley not a little of a blade In others, he told 
himself he bore it for her sake Anyhow he had to 
bear it 

He began to find out too, how little the world feels 
the need of a young man of nineteen — he called him 
self nineteen, though he had se\eial months of eighteen 
still to run — even though he adds prizes for good 
conduct, general improvement, and arithmetic, and 
advanced certificates signed bv a distinguished engineer 
and headed with the Royal Arms, guaranteeing his 
knowledge of geometrical drawing, nautical astronomy, 
animal physiology, physiography, inorganic chemistry 
and building construction, to his youth and strength 
and energy At first he had imagined headmasters 
clutching at the chance of him, and presently he 
found himself clutching eagerly at them He began 
to put a certain urgency into his applications for vacant 
posts an iirgenc} that helped him not at all The 
applications grew longer and longer until they ran to 
four sheets of note paper — a pennyworth in fact “ I 
can assure you,” he would write, ‘'that you will find 
me a loyal and devoted assistant ” Much in that 
strain Dunkerley pointed out that Bonover’s testi- 
monial ignoied the question of moral character and 
discipline in a marked manner, and Bonover refused to 
alter it He waa willing to do what he could to help 
Lewisham, in spite of the way he had been treated, but 
unfortunately his conscience 

Once or twice Lewisham misquoted the testimonial — 
to no purpose And May was halfway through, and 
South Kensington was silent The future was grey 

And in the depths of his doubt and disappointment 
came her letter It was typewritten on thin paper 
“ Dear,” she wrote simply, and it seemed to him the 
most sweet and wonderful of all possible modes of 
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address, though as a matter of fact it was because she 
had forgotten his Christian name and afterwards for- 
gotten the blank she had left for it 

Dear, I could not write before because I have no 
room at home now where I can write a letter, and Mrs 
Frobisher told my mother falsehoods about you My 
mother has surprised me dreadfully — I did not think it 
of her She told me nothing But of that I must tell 
you in another letter I am too angry to write about it 
now Even now you cannot write back, for you must 
not send letters here It would never do But I think 
of you, dear ” — the “ dear ” had been erased and re- 
written — “and I must write and tell you so, and of 
that nice walk we had, if I never write again I am 
very busy now My work is rather difficult and I am 
afraid I am a little stupid It is hard to be interested 
in anything just because that is how you have to live, is 
it not^* I dare say you sometimes feel the same of 
school But I suppose everybody is doing things they 
don’t like I don’t know when I shall come to 
Whortley again, if ever but very likely you will be 
coming to London Mrs Frobisher said the most 
horrid things It would be nice if you could come to 
London, because then perhaps you might see me 
There is a big boy’s school at Chelsea, and when I go 
by It every morning I wish you were there Then you 
would come out in your cap and gown as I went by 
Suppose some day I was to see you there suddenly ’ ” 

So It ran, with singularly little information in it, and 
ended quite abruptly, “ Good-bye, dear Good-bye, 
dear,” scribbled in pencil And then, “ Think of me 
sometimes ” 

Reading it, and especially that opening “ dear,” made 
Lewisham feel the strangest sensation in his throat and 
chest, almost as though he was going to cry So he 
laughed instead and read it again, and went to and fro 
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m his little room with his eyes bright and that precious 
writing held in his hand That ‘‘ dear ” was just as if 
she had spoken — a voice suddenly heard He thought 
of her farewell, clear and sweet, out of the shadow of 
the moonlit house 

But why that ‘‘ If I never write again,” and that 
abrupt ending? Of course he would think of her 

It was her only letter In a little time its creases 
were worn through 

Early in June came a loneliness that suddenly changed 
into almost intolerable longing to see her He had 
\ague dreams of going to London to Clapham, to find 
her But you do not find people in Clapham as you do 
in Whortley He spent an afternoon writing and re- 
writing a lengthy letter, against the day when her 
address should come If it was to come He prowled 
about the village disconsolately, and at last set off about 
seven and retraced by moonlight almost every step of 
that one memorable walk of theirs 

In the blackness of the shed he worked himself up to 
the pitch of talking as if she were present And he said 
some fine brave things 

He found the little old lady of the wallflowers with 
a candle in her window, and drank a bottle of ginger 
beer with a sacramental air The little old lady asked 
him, a trifle archly, after his sister, and he promised to 
bring her again some day “ Fll certainly bring her ’ 
he said Talking to the little old lady somehow blunted 
his sense of desolation And then home through the 
white indistinctness in a state of melancholy that 
became at last so fine as to be almost pleasurable 

The day after that mood a new text ” attracted and 
perplexed Mrs Munday, an inscription at once mys- 
terious and familiar, and this inscription was 

It was in Old English lettering and evidently very 
carefully executed 
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Where had she seen it before? 

It dominated all the rest of the room at first, it 
flaunted like a flag of triumph over “ discipline ” and 
the time-table and the Schema Once indeed it was 
taken down, but the day after it reappeared Later a list 
of scholastic vacancies partially obscured it, and some 
pencil memoranda were written on the margin 

And when at last the time came for him to pack up 
and leave Whortley, he took it down and used it with 
several other suitable papeis — the Schema and the time- 
table were its next-door neighbours — to line the bottom 
of the yellow box in which he packed h^ books chiefly 
books for that matriculation that had now to be post 
poned 
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JLHERE IS an interval of two years and a half and 
the story resumes with a much maturer Mr Lewisham, 
indeed no longer a youth but a man, a legal man, at any 
rate, of one and twenty years Its scene is no longer 
little Whortley embedded among its trees, ruddy banks, 
parks and common land, but the grey spaciousness of 
West London 

And It does not resume with Ethel at all For that 
promised second letter never reached him, and though 
he spent many an afternoon during his first few months 
in I ondon, wandering about Clapham, that and waste 
of people, the meeting that he longed for never came 
Until at last after the manner of youth, so gloriously 
recuperative in body, heart, and soul, he began to forget 

The quest of a “ crib ” had ended in the unexpected 
fruition of Dunkerley’s blue paper The green blue 
certificates had, it seemed, a value beyond mural decora 
tion, and when Lewisham was already despairing of any 
employment for the rest of his life, came a marvellous 
blue document from the Education Department promis 
ing inconceivable things He was to go to London and 
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be paid a guinea a week for listening to lectures- — 
lectures beyond his most ambitious dreams ’ Among the 
names that swam before his eyes was Huxley — Huxley 
and then Lock) er ^ What a chance to get ' Is it any 
wonder that for three memorable years the Career pre 
vailed with him ^ 

You figure him on his way to the Normal School of 
Science at the opening of his third year of study there 
(They call the place the Royal College of Science in 
these latter days ) He earned in his right hand a shiny 
black bag, well stuffed with textbooks, notes, and 
apparatus for the forthcoming session and in his left 
was a book that the bag had no place for, a book with 
gilt edges, and its binding very carefully piotected by a 
brown paper cover 

The lapse of time had asserted itself upon his upper 
lip in an maggressive but indisputable moustache, in an 
added inch or so of stature and in his less conscious 
carriage For he no longer felt that universal attention 
he believed m at eighteen, it was beginning to dawn on 
him indeed that quite a number of people were entirely 
indifferent to the fact of his existence But if less 
conscious, his carriage was decidedly more confident — 
as of one with whom the world goes well 

His costume was, v^ith one exception, a tempered 
black — mourning put to hard uses, and “ cutting up 
rusty ” The mourning was for his mother, who had 
died more than a year before the date when this storv 
resumes, and had left him property that capitalised at 
nearly a hundred pounds, a sum which Lewisham 
hoarded jealously in the Savings Bank, paying only for 
such essentials as university fees, and the books and 
instruments his brilliant career as a student demanded 
For he was having a brilliant career after all, in spite of 
the Whortley check, licking up paper certificates indeed 
like a devouring flame 

(Surveying him. Madam, your eye would inevitably 
have fallen to his collar — curiously shiny, a surface like 
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wet gum Although it has practically nothing to do 
with this story, I must, I know, dispose of that before 
I go on, or you will be inattentive London has its 
mysteries, but this strange gloss on his linen ^ Cheap 
laundresses always make your things blue,” protests the 
lady “ It ought to have been blue stained, generously 
frayed, and loose about the button, fretting his neck 
But this gloss ” You would have looked nearer, 
and finally you would have touched — a charnel house 
surface, dank and cool * You see, Madam, the collar 
was a patent waterproof one One of those you wash 
overnight with a tooth-brush, and hang on the back of 
your chair to dry, and there you have it next morning, 
rejmenesced It was the only collar he had m the 
world, It saved three pence a week at least, and that, to 
a South Kensington “ science teacher in training,” living 
on the guinea a week allowed by a parental but parsi- 
monious government, is a sum to consider It had come 
to Lewisham as a great discovery He had seen it first 
in a shop window full of indiarubber goods, and it lay 
at the bottom of a glass bowl in which goldfish drifted 
discontentedly to and fro And he told himself that he 
rather liked that gloss ) 

But the wearing of a bright red tie would have been 
unexpected — a bright red tie after the fashion of a 
South Western railway guard’s^ The rest of him by no 
means dandiacal, even the vanity of glasses long since 
abandoned You would ha\e reflected Where 

had you seen a crowd — ^red ties abundant and in some 
way significant ^ The truth has to be told Mr 
Lewisham had become a Socialist ^ 

That red tie was indeed but one outward and visible 
sign of much inward and spiritual development 
Lewisham, in spite of the demands of a studious career, 
had read his Butler’s Analogy through by this time, and 
some other books, he had argued, had had doubts and 
called upon God for “ Faith ” in the silence of the 
night — Faith ” to be delivered immediately if Mr 
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Lewisham’s patronage was valued, and which neverthe 
less was not so deli\eied And his conception of 

his destiny in this world was no longer an avenue of 
examinations to a remote Bar and political eminence 
“ m the Liberal interest (D V ) ” He had begun to 
realise certain aspects of our social order that Whortley 
did not demonstrate, begun to feel something of the 
dull stress deepening to absolute wretchedness and pain, 
which IS the colour of so much human life in modern 
London One vivid contrast hung m his mind sym 
bolical On the one hand were the coalies of the 
Westbourne Park yaids, on stril e and gaunt and hungry, 
children begging in the black slush, and starving 
loungers outside a soup kitchen, and on the other, 
Westbourne Grove, two streets further, a blazing array 
of crowded shops, a stirring traffic of cabs and carriages, 
and such a spate of spending that a tired student in 
leaky boots and graceless clothes hurrying home was con 
tmually impeded m the whirl of skirts and parcels and 
sweetly pretty womanliness No doubt the tired 
student’s own inglorious sensations pointed the moral 
But that was only one of a perpetually recurring senes 
of viyid approximations 

Lewisham had a strong persuasion, an instinct it ma) 
be, that human beings should not be happy while others 
near them were wretched, and this gay glittei of pros 
peiity had touched him with a sense of crime He still 
believed people were responsible for their own lives, in 
those days he had still to gauge the possibilities of moral 
stupidity in himself and his fellow-men He happened 
upon “ Progress and Poverty ” just then, and some 
casual numbers of the “ Commonweal,” and it was 
only too easy to accept the theory of cunning, plot 
ting capitalists and landowners, and faultless, righteous, 
martyr workers He became a Socialist forthwith The 
necessity to do something at once to manifest the new 
faith that was in him was naturally urgent So he went 
out and (historical moment) bought that red tie ’ 
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“ Blood colour, please,” said Lewisham meekly to the 
young lady at the counter 

“ 'What colour^” said the young lady at the counter, 
sharply 

A bright scarlet, please,” said Lewisham, blushing 
And he spent the best part of the evening and much of 
his tempei 111 finding out how to tie this into a neat 
bow It was a plunge into novel handicraft — for pre- 
\iously he had been accustomed to made-up ties 

So It was that Lewisham proclaimed the Social 
Revolution The first time that symbol went abroad a 
string of stalwart policemen were walking in single file 
along the Brompton Road In the opposite direction 
marched Lewisham He began to hdm He passed 
the policemen with a significant e^e and humming the 
Mamillaise 

But that was months ago, and by this time the red 
tie was a thing of use and wont 

He turned out of the Exhibition Road through a 
gateway of wi ought iron, and entered the hall of the 
Normal School The hall was crowded with students 
carrying books, bags, and boxes of instruments, students 
standing and chattering, students reading the framed 
and glazed notices of the Debating Society, students 
buying notebooks, pencils, rubber, or drawing pins from 
the privileged stationer The’'e was a strong representa 
tion of new hands, the paving students, youths and 
voiing men in black coats and silk hats or tweed suits, 
the scholar contingent, youngsters of Lewisham^s class, 
raw, shabby, discordant, grotesquely ill dressed and awe 
stricken, one Lewisham noticed with a sailor’s peaked 
cap gold-decoiated, and one with mittens and ven 
genteel grey kid gloves, and Grummett the perennial 
Official of the Books was busy among them 

“ Der Zozalist’” said a wit 

Lewisham pretended not to hear and blushed vividly 
He often wished he did not blush quite so much, seeing 
he was a man of one and tw enty He looked studiously 
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away fiom the Debating Society notice board, whereon 
“ G E Lewisham on Socialism ” was announced for the 
next Friday, and struggled through the hall to where 
the Book awaited his signature Presently he was hailed 
by name, and then again He could not get to the 
Book for a minute or so, because of the hand-shaking 
and clumsy friendly jests of his fellow-^ men ” 

He was pointed out to a raw hand, by the raw hand’s 
experienced fellow-townsman, as that beast Lewisham 
— awful swat He was second last year on the year’s 
work Frightful mugger But all these swats have a 
touch of the beastly png Exams — Debating Society — 
more Exams Don’t seem to have ever heard of being 
alive Never g6es near a Music Hall from one year’s 
end to the other” 

Lewisham heard a shrill whistle, made a run for the 
lift and caught it just on the point of departure The 
lift was unlit and full of black shadows, only the sapper 
who conducted it was distinct As Lewisham peered 
doubtfully at the dim faces near him, a girl’s voice 
addressed him by name 

“Is that you. Miss Heydinger?” he answered “I 
didn’t see I hope you have had a pleasant vacation ” 
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^^HEN he arrived at the top of the building he 
stood aside for the only remaining passenger to step out 
before him It was the Miss Heydinger who had 
addressed him, the owner of that gilt-edged book in the 
cover of brown paper No one else had come all the 
way up from the ground floor The rest of the load in 
the lift had emerged at the ‘‘ astronomical ” and 
‘‘ chemical ” floors, but these two had both chosen 
“ zoologv ” for their third year of study, and zoology 
lived in the attics She stepped into the light, with a 
rare touch of colour springing to her cheeks in spite of 
herself Lewisham perceived an alteration in her dress 
Perhaps she was looking for and noticed the transitory 
surprise in his face 

The previous session — their friendship was now 
nearly a year old — it had never once dawned upon him 
that she could possibly be pretty The chief thing he 
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had been able to recall with any definiteness during the 
vacation was that her hair was not always tidy and that 
even when it chanced to be so, she was nervous about 
It, she distrusted it He remembered her gesture while 
she talked, a patting exploration that verged on the 
exasperating From that he went on to remember that 
Its colour was on the whole fair, a light brown But he 
had forgotten her mouth, he had failed to name the 
colour of her eyes She wore glasses, it is true And 
her dress was indefinite in his memory — ^an amorphous 
dinginess 

And vet he had seen a good deal of her They were 
not in the same course, but he had made her acquaint 
ance on the committee of the school Debating Society 
Lewisham was just then diacotermg Socialism That 
had afforded a basis of conversation — an incentive to 
intercourse She seemed to find something rarely 
interesting in his peculiar view of things, and, as chance 
would have it, he met her accidentally quite a number 
of times, in the corridors of the schools, in the big 
Education Library, and in the Art Museum After a 
time those meetings appear to have been no longer 
accidental 

Lewisham for the first time in his life began to fancy 
he had conversational powers She lesolved to stir up 
his ambitions — an easy task She thougnt he had excep 
tional gifts and that she might serve to direct them, she 
certainly developed his vanity She had matriculated at 
London University and they took the Intermediate 
Examination in Science together in July — she a little 
unwisely — ^which served, as almost anything will serve 
in such cases, as a firther link between them She 
failed, but that in no way diminished Lewisham’s regard 
for her On the examination days they discoursed about 
Friendship in general, and things like that, down the 
Burlington Arcade during the lunch time — Burlington 
Arcade undisguisedly amused by her learned dinginess 
and his red tie — ^and among other things that were said 
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she reproached hin for not reading poetrj' When they 
parted in Piccadilly after the examination, they agreed 
to write about poetry and themselves du^'ing the holi- 
days, and then she lent him, with a touch of hesitation, 
Rossetti’s poems He began to forget what had at first 
been \ery evident to him, that she was two or three 
years older than he 

Lewisham spent the vacation with an unsympathetic 
but kindly uncle who was a plumber and builder His 
uncle had a family of six, the eldest eleven, and 
Lewisham made himself agreeable and instructive 
Moreover he worked hard for the culminating third 
year of his studies (in which he had decided to do great 
things) and he learnt to “ide the Ordinary Bicycle He 
also thought about Miss Heydinger, and she, it would 
seem, thought about him 

He argued on social questions with his uncle, who 
was a prominent local Conservative His uncle’s con- 
troversial methods were coarse in the extreme 
Socialists, he said, were thieves The object of 
Socialism was to take away what a man earned and 
give It to “ a lot of lazy scoundrels ” Also rich people 
were necessary ‘‘If there weren’t well off people, how 
d’ye think I’d get a livin’? Hey? And where’d you 
be then?” Socialism his uncle assured him, was ‘^got 
up ” by agitators “ They get money out of young 
Gabies hi e you, and they spend it on champagne ” 
And thereafter he met Mr Lewisham’s arguments with 
the word “ Champagne ” uttered in an irritating voice, 
followed by a luscious pantomime of drinking 

Naturally Lewisham felt a little lonely, and perhaps 
he laid stress upon it in his letters to Miss Heydinger 
It came to light that she felt rather lonely too They 
discussed the question of True as distinguished from 
Ordinary Friendship, and from that thfty passed to 
Goethe and Elective Affinities He told hei how he 
looked for her letters, and they became more frequent 
Her letters were indisputably well written Had he 
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been a journalist with a knowledge of ‘‘ fer thou ” he 
would have known each for a day’s work After the 
practical plumber had been asking what he expected to 
make by this here science of his, re-reading her letters 
was balsamic He liked Rossetti — the exquisite sense of 
separation in The Blessed Damozel ” touched him 
But on the whole he was a little surprised at Miss Hey 
dinger’s taste in poetry Rossetti was so sensuous 
so florid He had scarcely expected that sort of thing 
Altogether he had returned to the schools decidedly 
more interested in her than when they had parted 
And the curious vague memories of her appearance as 
something a little frayed and careless, vanished at sight 
of her emerging from the darkness of the lift Her hair 
was in order, as the light glanced through it it looked 
even pretty, and she wore a well-made dark-green and 
black dress, loose-gathered as was the fashion in those 
days, that somehow gave a needed touch of warmth to 
her face Her hat too was a change from the careless 
lumpishness of last year, a hat that, to a feminine mind, 
would have indicated design It suited her — these 
things are past a male novelist’s explaining 

I have this book of yours. Miss Heydmger,” he said 
I am glad you have written that paper on Social 
ism,” she replied, taking the brown-covered volume 
They walked along the little passage towards the 
biological laboratory side by side, and she stopped at the 
hat pegs to remove her hat For that was the shameless 
way of the place, a girl student had to take her hat off 
publicly, and publicly assume the holland apron that 
was to protect her in the laboratory Not even a look- 
ing-glass ’ 

I shall come and hear your paper,” she said 
I hope you will like it,” said Lewisham at the door 
of the laboratory 

And in the vacation I have been collecting evidence 
about ghosts — ^you remember our arguments Though 
I did not tell you in my letters ” 
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“ Vm sorry you’re still obdurate,” said Lewisham “ I 
thought that was over ” 

‘‘ And have you read ‘ Looking Backwards ’ 

VI ant to ” 

“ I have It here with my other books, if you’d care for 
me to lend it to you Wait till I reach my table My 
hands are so full ” 

They entered the laboratory together, Lewisham 
holding the door open courtly-wise, Miss Heydinger 
taking a reassuring pat at her hair Near the door was 
a group of four girls, which Miss Heydinger joined, 
holding the brown-covered book as inconspicuously as 
possible Three of them had been through the previous 
two years with her, and they greeted her by her 
Christian name They had previously exchanged 
glances at her appearance m Lewisham’s company 

A morose elderly young demonstrator brightened 
momentarily at the sight of Lewisham “ Well, we’ve 
got one of the decent ones anyhow,” said the morose 
elderly young demonstrator, who was apparently taking 
an inventory, and then brightening still more at a fresh 
entry Ah ’ and here’s Smithers ” 






4 -» 4 - 

( ^ ^ %\ 
^ ^ ^ 

^ K 

^ •<>• ❖4»' ]r>»^ '*"' <. <j. ^ <.y 

^ «jrt»»«iH*H>»> >" K »*»«*i4» VV' ^ <-4* »»->>*<{«4* «?■•»• • 




TENTS 


In the Gallery of Old Iron 


S one goes into the South Kensington Art Museum 
from the Brompton Road, the Gallery of Old Iron is 
overhead to the right But the way thither is exceed 
ingly devious and not to be revealed to everybody, since 
the voting people who pursue science and art there 
abouts set a peculiar value on its seclusion The gallery 
IS long and narrow and dark, and set with iron gates, 
iron bound chests, locks, bolts and bars, fantastic great 
kevs, lamps, and the like, and over the balustrade one 
may lean and talk of one’s finer feelings and regard 
Michael Angelo’s horned Moses, or Trajan’s Column (in 
plaster) rising gigantic out of the hall below and far 
above the level of the gallery And here on a Wedne 
day afternoon vtere Lewisham and Miss Heydinger, the 
Wednesday afternoon immediately following that paper 
upon Socialism that you saw announced on the notice 
board in the hall 

The paper had been an immense success, closely 
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reasoned, delivered with a disciplined emotion, the re- 
doubtable Smithers practically converted, the reply after 
the debate methodical and complete, ^nd it may be 
there \v^ere symptoms of that febrile affection known to 
the vulgar as swelled ’ed ” Lewisham regarded Moses 
and spoke of his future, Miss Heydmger for the most^ 
part watched his face 

“ And then said Miss Heydmger 

“ One must bring these views prominently before 
people I believe still in pamphlets I have thought 
’ Lewisham paused, it is to be hoped through, 
modesty 

“ Yes said Miss Heydmger 

Well — Luther, you know There is room, I think, 
in Socialism, for a Luther 

Yes,” said Miss Heydmger, imagining it ^‘Yes — 

tl at would be a grand way 

So it seemed to many people in those days But 
eminent reformers have been now for more than seven 
years going about the walls of the Social Jericho, blow- 
ing their own trumpets and shouting — ^with such small 
result beyond incidental displays of ill temper within, 
that It is hard to recover the fine hopefulness of those 
departed da’^s 

Yes said Miss Heydmger “That would be a 
grand way ” 

Lewisham appreciated the quality of personal emotion 
in her voice He turned his face towards her, and saw 
unstinted admiration m her eves “ It would be a great 
thing to do,” he said, and added, quite modestly, “ if 
only one could do it ” 

“ You could do It ” 

“You think I could?” Lewisham blushed vividly — 
with pleasure 

“ I do Certainly you could set out to do it Even 
to fail hopelessly would be Great Sometimes ” 

She hesitated He looked expectation “ I think 
sometimes it is greater even to fail than to succeed ” 

30 
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“ I don’t see that,” said the proposed Luther, and his 
e\es went back to the Moses She was about to speak 
and changed her mind 
Contemplative pause 

And then, when a great number of people have 
heard of your views?” she said presently 

Then I suppose we must foim a party and 
bring things about ” 

Another pause — full, no doubt, of elevated thoughts 
‘‘ I say,” said Lewisham quite suddenly “ You do 
put — well — courage into a chap I shouldn’t have done 
that Socialism paper if it hadn’t been for you ” He 
turned round and stood leaning with his back to the 
Moses, and smiling at her ‘ You do help a fellow,” 
he said 

That was one of the vivid moments of Miss Hev 
dinger’s life She changed colour a little ‘‘Do I?” 
she said, standing straight and awl ward and looking 
into his face “ I’m glad ” 

“ I haven’t thanked you for your letters,” said 
Lewisham “ And Tie been thinking ” 

“Yes?” 

“Were first rate friends, aren’t we? The best of 
fiiends ” 

She held out her hand and drew a breath “Yes,” 
she said as they gripped He hesitated whether to hold 
her hand He looked into her eyes, and at that moment 
she would have given three-quarters of the years she had 
still to live, to have had eyes and features that could 
have expressed her Instead, she felt her face hard, the 
little muscles of her mouth twitching insubordinate, and 
fancied that her self consciousness made her eyes dis 
honest 

“ What I mean,” said Lewisham, “ is — that this will 
go on We’re always going to be friends, side by side ” 
“ Always Just as I am able to help you — I will help 
you However, I can help you, I will ” 

“We two,” said Lewisham gripping her hand 



IN THE GALLERY OF OLD IRON 929 

Her face lit Her eyes were for a moment touched 
with the beauty of simple emotion ‘‘We two,” she 
said, and her lips trembled and her throat seemed to 
swell She snatched her hand back suddenly and turned 
her face away Abruptly she walked towards the end 
of the gallery, and he saw her fumbling for her hand- 
kerchief in the folds of the green and black dress 

She was going to cry • 

It set Lewisham marvelling — this totally inappropriate 
emotion 

He followed her and stood by her Why cry ? He 
hoped no one would come into the little gallery until 
her handkerchief was put away Nevertheless he felt 
vaguely flattered She controlled heiself, dashed her 
tears away, and smiled bravely at him with reddened 
eyes “ I’m sorry,’ she said, gulping 

“ I am so glad,” she explained 

“ But we will fight together We two I can help 
you I know I can help you And there is such Work 
to be done in the world •” 

“You are very good to help me,” said Lewisham, 
quoting a phrase from what he had intended to say 
before he found out that he had a hold upon her 
emotions 
“ No’ 

“ Has it ever occurred to you,” she said abruptly, 
“ how little a woman can do alone in the world 

“ Or a man,” he answered after a momentary 
meditation 

So It was Lewisham enrolled his first ally in the cause 
of the red tie — of the red tie and of the Greatness that 
was presently to come His first ally, for hitherto — 
save for the indiscretion of his mural inscriptions — ^he 
had made a secret of his private ambitions In that 
now half-forgotten love affair at Whortley even, he had, 
in spite of the considerable degree of intimacy attained, 
said absolutely nothing about his Career 




Manifestattons 


iirliSS HEYDINGER declined to disbehe/e in the 
spirits of the dead, and this led to controversy m the 
laboratory over Tea For the girl students, being in a 
majority that year, had organised Tea between four 
o’clock and the advent of the extinguishing police 
man at five And the men students were occasionally 
invited to Tea But not more than two of them 
at a time really participated, because there v ere only 
two spaie cups after that confounded Simmon broke 
the third 

Smithers, the square-headed student with the hard 
grey eyes, argued against the spirits of the dead with 
positive animosity, while Bletherley, who displayed an 
orange tie and lank hair in unshorn abundance, v^as 
vaguely opened-minded “What is love?” asked 
Bletherley, “ surely that at any rate is immortal ’ ” His 
remark was considered irrelevant and ignored 

Lewisham, as became the most piomising student 
930 


MANIl ESTATIONS 


931 

of the }ear, weighed the evidence — comprehensively 
under headings He dismissed the mediumistic seances 
as tiickery 

‘ Rot and imposture,” said Smithers loudl) , and with 
an oblique glance to see if his challenge reached its 
maik Its mark was a grizzled little old man with a very 
small face and very big grey eyes, who had been standing 
listlessly at one of the laboratory windows until the 
discussion caught him He wore a brown velvet jacket 
and was reputed to be enormously rich His name was 
Lagune He was not a regular attendant, but one o£ 
those casual outsiders who are admitted to laboratories 
that are not completely full He was known to be an 
ardent spiiitualist — it was even said that he had 
challenged Huxley to a public discussion on materialism, 
and he came to the biological lectures and worked inter- 
mittently in order, he explained, to fight disbelief 
with Its own weapons He rose greedily to Smithers’ 
contioversial bait 

“ I say 770 he said, calling down the nar’^ow labora- 
tory and following his voice He spoke with the ghost 
of a lisp ‘‘ Pardon mv interrupting, sir The question 
interests me profoundly I hope I don’t intrude Excuse 
me, sir Make it personal Am I a — fool, or an 
impostor?” 

‘‘ Well,” parried Smithers with all a South Kensing- 
ton student’s want of polish, that’s a bit personal ” 

‘‘ Assume, sir, that I am an honest observer ” 

Well?” 

“I have see7t spints, heard spirits, felt the touch of 
spirits ” He opened his pale eyes very widelj 

Fool, then ” said Smithers in an undertone which 
did not reach the ears of the spiiitualist 

You may have been deceived,” paraphrased 

Lewisham 

I can assure you others can see, hear, feel 

I have tested, sir Tested* I have some scientific 
training and I have employed tests Scientific and 
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exhaustive tests' Every possible way I ask you, sir 
— have you given the spirits a chance?” 

“ It IS only paying guineas to humbugs,” said 
Smithers 

‘‘ There you are ' Prejudice * Here is a man denies 
the facts and consequently won*t see them, won’t go 
near them ” 

But you wouldn’t have every man in the three 
kingdoms who disbelieved in spirits, attend seances 
before he should be allowed to deny?” 

“ Most assuredly yes Most assuredly yes * He 
knows nothing about till then ” 

The argument became heated The little old gentle 
man was soon under way He knew a person of the 
most extraordinary gifts, a medium 
“Paid?” asked Smithers 

“Would you muzzle the ox that treadeth out the 
corn ?” said Lagune promptly 
Smithers’s derision was manifest 
“Would you distrust a balance because you bought 
It ? Come and see ” Lagune was now very excited 
and inclined to gesticulate and raise his voice He 
invited the whole class incontinently to a senes of 
special seances “Not all at once — the spirits — new 
influences ” But in sections “ I warn you we may 
get nothing But the chances are I would rejoice 

infinitely ” 

So It came about that Lewisham consented to witness 
a spirit raising Miss Heydinger it was arranged should 
be there, and the sceptic Smithers, Lagune, his typist 
and the medium would complete the party Afterwards 
there was to be another party for the others Lewisham 
was glad he had the moral support of Smithers “ It’s 
an evening wasted,” said Smithers, who had gallantly 
resohed to make the running for Lewisham in the con- 
test for the Forbes medal “ But I’ll prove my case 
You see if I don’t” They were given an address in 
Chelsea 
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The house, when Lewisham found it at last, proved 
a large one with such an air of mellowed dignity that 
h- was abashed He hung his hat up for himself beside 
a green trimmed hat of straw in the wide, rich toned 
hall Through an open door he had a glimpse of a 
palatial study, book-shelves bearing white busts, a huge 
writing-table lit by a green shaded electric lamp and 
covered thickly with papers The housemaid looked, he 
thought, with infinite disdain at the rusty mourning 
and flamboyant tie, and flounced about and led him 
upstairs 

She rapped, and there was a discussion within 
“ They’re at it already, I believe,” she said to Lewisham 
confidentially ‘‘ Mr Lagune’s always at it ” 

There were sounds of chairs being moved, Smithers’ 
extensive voice making a suggestion and laughing 
nervously Lagune appeared opening the door His 
grizzled face seemed smaller and his big grey eyes larger 
than usual 

“We were just going to begin without you,” he 
whispered “ Come along ” 

The room was furnished even more splendidly than 
the drawing-room of the Whortley Grammar School, 
hitherto the finest room (except certain of the State 
Apartments at Windsor) known to Lewisham The 
furniture struck him in a general way as akin to that 
in the South Kensington Museum His first impression 
was an appreciation of the vast social superiority of the 
chairs, it seemed impertinent to think of sitting on anj^- 
thing quite so stately He perceived Smithers standing 
with an air of bashful hostility against a bookcase 
Then he was aware that Lagune was asking them all to 
sit down Already seated at the table was the Medium, 
Chaffery, a benevolent-looking, faintly shabby gentleman 
with bushy iron-grey side-whiskers, a wide, thin lipped 
mouth tucked in at the corners, and a chin like the 
toe of a boot He regarded Lewisham ciitically and 
disconcertingly over gilt glasses Miss Heydmger was 
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quite at her ease and began talking at once Lexvisham’s 
replies wue less confident thin they had been m the 
Gallery of Old Iron, indeed there was almost a re- 
versal of their positions She led and he was abashed 
He felt obscurely that she had taken an advantage of 
him He became aware of another girlish figure in a 
dark diess on his right 

Everyone moved towards the round table in the 
centre of the room, on which lay a tambourine and a 
little green box Lagune developed unsuspected lengths 
of knobby wrist and finger directing his guests to their 
seats Lewisham wao to sit next to him, between him 
and the Medium, beyond the Medium sat Smithers 
with Miss Heydinger on the other side of him, linked 
to Lagune by the typist So sceptics compassed the 
Medium about The company was already seated before 
Lewisham looked across Lagune and met the e}es of the 
girl next that gentleman It was Ethel ’ The close 
green dress, the absence of a hat, and a certain loss of 
colour made her seem less familiar, but did not pi event 
the instant recognition And there was recognition in 
her eyes 

Immediately she looked away At iiist his on^y 
emotion was surprise He would have spoken, but a 
little thing robbed him of speech For a moment he 
was unable to remember her surname Moreover, the 
strangeness of his surroundings made him undecided 
He did not know what was the proper way to address 
her — and he still held to the supeistition of etiquette 
Besides — to speak to her would involve a general ex 
planation to all these people 

Just leave a pin-point of gas, Mi Smithers, please,” 
said Lagune, and suddenly the one surviving jet of the 
gas chandelier was turned down and they were m dark 
ness The moment for recognition had passed 

The joining of hands was punctiliously verified, the 
circle was linked little finger to little finger Lewis- 
ham’s abstraction received a rebuke from Smithers The 
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Medium, speal ing m an affable voice, premised that he 
could promise nothing, he had no directing ” power 
over manifestations There fter ensued a silence 

For a space Lewisham was inattenme to all that 
happened 

He sat in the breathing daiknes , staring at the dim 
elusue shape that h^d presented that lemembered face 
His mind was astonishment mingled with annoyance 
He had settled thit this girl was lost to him for ever 
The spell of the old days of longing, of the afternoons 
that he had spent after hi airival in London, wandeimg 
through Clapham with a fading hope of meeting her, 
had not- retuined to him But he was ashamed of his 
stUDid silence, and irritated by the awkwardness of the 
situation At one moment he was on the very \erge of 
breal mg the compact and saying Miss Render on ” 
across the table 

How was It he had forgotten that “ Henderson 
He was still young enough to be surprised at forget 
fulness 

Smithers coughed, one might imagine with a warning 
intention 

Lewisham recalling his detective responsibility with 
an effoit, peered about him, but the room was veiy dark 
The silence was broken evei and again by deep sighs 
and a restless stirring from the Medium Out of this 
mental confusion Lewisham’s personal vanity ivas first 
to emerge What did she think of him? Was she 
peering at him thiough the darkness e\cn as he peered 
at her? Should he pietend to see her for the first time 
when the lights were restored ? As the minutes 
lengthc led it seemed as though the silence grew deeper 
and deepc-i Theie was no fire in the room, and it 
looked foi lad of that glov/ chilly A curious scepticism 
arose in his mind as to whethei he had actually seen 
Ethel or only mistaken someone else for her He 
wanted the seance o\er in order that he might look at 
her again The old days at Whortley came out of his 

30^ 
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memory with astonishing detail and yet astonishingly 
free from emotion 

He became aware of a peculiar sensation down his 
back, that he tried to account for as a draught 

Suddenly a beam of cold air came like a touch against 
his face, and made him shudder convulsively Then he 
hoped that she had not marked his shudder He 
thought of laughing a low laugh to show he was not 
afraid Someone else shuddered too, and he perceived 
an extraordinarily vivid odour of violets Lagune’s 
finger communicated a nervous quivering 
What was happening? 

The musical box somewhere on the table began 
playing a rather trivial, rather plaintive air that was 
strange to him It seemed to deepen the silence about 
him, an accent on the expectant stillness, a thread of 
tinkling melody spanning an abyss 

Lewisham took himself m hand at this stage What 
was happening? He must attend Was he really 
watching as he should do? He had been wool-gather- 
ing There were no such things as spirits, mediums 
were humbugs, and he was here to prove that sole 
remaining Gospel But he must keep up with things 
— he was missing points What was that scent of 
violets ? And who had set the musical box going The 
Medium of course but how? He tried to recall 
whether he had heard a rustling or detected any move- 
ment before the music began He could not recollect 
Come * he must be more on the alert than this ’ 

He became acutely desirous of a successful exposure 
He figured the dramatic moment he had prepared with 
Smithers — Ethel a spectator He peered suspiciously 
into the darkness 

Somebody shuddered again, someone opposite him 
this time He felt Lagune’s finger quiver still more 
palpably, and then suddenly the raps began, abruptly, 
all about him Rap f — ^making him start violently A 
swift percussive sound, tap, rap, dap, under the table. 
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under the chair, in the air, round the cornices The 
Medium groaned again and shuddered, and his nervous 
agitation passed sympathetically round the circle The 
music seemed to fade to the vanishing point and grew 
louder again 

How was It done? 

He heard Lagune’s voice next him speaking with 
a peculiar quality of breathless reveience The 

alphabet?” he asked, “shall we — shall we use the 
alphabet?” 

A forcible rap under the table 

“No’” interpreted the voice of the Medium 

The raps were continued everywhere 

Of course it was trickery Lewisham endeavoured to 
think what the mechanism was He tried to determine 
whether he really had the Medium’s little finger touch 
mg his He peered at the dark shape next him There 
xvas a violent rapping with an almost metallic resonance 
far away behind them Then the raps ceased, and over 
the healing silence the little jet of melody from the 
musical box played alone And after a moment that 
ceased also 

The stillness was profound Mr Lewisham was now 
highly strung Doubts assailed him suddenly, and an 
overwhelming apprehension, a sense of vast occurrences 
gathered above him The darkness was a physical 
oppression 

He started Something had stirred on the table 
There was the sharp ping of metal being struck A 
number of little crepitating sounds like paper being 
smoothed The sound of wind without the move 
ment of air A sense of a presence hovering over the 
table 

The excitement of Lagune communicated itself in 
convulsive tremblings, the Medium’s hand quivered In 
the darkness on the table something faintly luminous, 
a greenish-white patch, stirred and hopped slowly among 
the dim shapes 
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The object, whatever it was, hopped higher, rose 
slowly in the air, expanded Lewisham’s attention 
followed this sla\ishly It was ghostly — unaccountable 
— marvellous For the moment he forgot even Ethel 
Higher and higher this pallid luminosity rose overhead, 
and then he saw th^t it was a ghostly h nd and arm, 
rising, rising Slowly, deliberately, it ciossed the table, 
seemed to touch Lagune, who shivered It moved 
slowly round and touched Lewisham He gritted his 
teeth 

There was no mistaking the touch, firm and yet soft, 
of finger-tips Almost simultaneously. Miss Heydinger 
cried out that something was smoothing her hair, and 
suddenly the musical box set off again with a reel The 
faint oval of the tambourine rose, jangled, and Lewisham 
heard it pat Smithers in the face It seemed to pass 
overhead Immediately a table somewhere bej^ond the 
Medium began moving audibly on its castors 

It seemed impossible that the Medium, sitting so 
still beside him, could be doing all these things — 
grotesquely unmeaning though they might be After 
all 

The ghostly hand was hoveling almost directly in 
front of Ml Lewisham’s eyes It hung with a sliglit 
quivering Evei and again its fingers flapped down and 
rose stifHy again 

Noise ’ A loud noise it seemed Something moving ? 
What was it he had to do ’ 

Lewisham suddenly missed the Medium’s little 
finger He tried to recover it Ht. could not find it 
He caught, held and lost an arm Theie was an 
exclamation A faint report A curse close to him 
bitten in half by the quick effort to suppress it Tzit ’ 
The little pin-point of light flew up with a hiss 

Lewisham, standing, saw a circle of blinking faces 
turned to the group of two this sizzling light revealed 
Smithers was the chief figure of the group, he stood 
triumphant, one hand on the gas tap, the other gripping 
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the Medium’s wrist, and in the Medium’s hand — the 
incriminatory tambourine 

“ How’s this, I ewisham,” cried Smithers, with the 
shadows on his face jumping as the gas flared 

Caught f said Lewisham loudly, rising in his place 
and a\oiding Ethel’s ejes 

What s this ? cried the Medium 
“ Cheating,’ panted Smithers 

‘Not so,’ cried the Medium “When you turned 
up the light put my hand up caught tarn 

bourine to save head ’ 

“ Ml Smithers,” cried Lagune “ Mr Smitheis, this 

1 very wrong 1 his — shock 

The tambourine fell noisily to the floor The 
Medium’s face changed, he groaned strangely and 
staggered bad Lagune cried out for a glass of water 
Everyone looked ^t the man, expecting him to fall, 
save Lewisham The thought of Ethel had flashed back 
into his mind He turned to sec how she took this 
exposure in which he was such a prominent actor He 
saw her leaning over the table as if to pick up something 
that lay acioss it She was not looking at him, she was 
looking at the Medium Her face was set and white 
Then, as if she felt his glance, her eyes met his 

She started bud, stood eiect, facing him with a 
strange hardness in her ejes 

At the moment Lexvisham did not grasp the situation 
He wanted to show that he was acting upon equal 
terms with Smithers in the exposure, and for the moment 
her action simply directed his attention to the object 
towards which she had been leaning, a thing of shrivelled 
membrane, a pneumatic glove, Ij mg on the table This 
was evidently part of the mediumistic apparatus He 
pounced and seized it 

“Look*” he said holding it towards Smithers 
“ Here is more * W hat is this 

He perceived that the girl started He saw Chaffery, 
the Medium, look instantly o\er Smithers’ shoulders. 
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saw his swift glance of reproach at the girl Abruptly 
the situation appeared to Lewisham, he perceived her 
complicity And he stood, still in the attitude of 
triumph, with the evidence against her in his hand ^ 
But his triumph had vanished 

Ah • ” cried Smithers, leaning across the table to 
secure it ‘‘ Good old Lewisham ’ Now we have 

it This IS better than the tambourine ” 

His eyes shone with triumph “ Do you see, Mr 
Lagune?” said Smithers “The Medium held this in 
his teeth and blew it out There’s no denying this 
This wasn’t falling on your head, Mr Medium, was it ? 
This — this was the luminous hand ’ ” 
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Lewisham is XJnaccouniahle 


.That night, as she went with him to Chelsea 
station, Miss Heydinger discovered an extraordinary 
moodiness in Lewisham She had been vividly im 
pressed by the scene in which they had just paiticipated 
For a time she had believed in the manifestations, 
and the swift exposure had violently revolutionised her 
ideas The details of the crisis were a little confused in 
her mind She ranked Lewisham with Smithers in the 
scientific tiiumph of the evening On the whole she 
felt elated She had no objection to being confuted by 
Lewisham But she was angry with the Medium “ It 
IS dreadful,*’ she said ‘‘ Living a lie ^ How can the 
world grow better, when sane, educated people use their 
sanity and enlightenment to darken others ^ It is 
dreadful ’ 


He was a horrible man — such an oily, dishonest 
voice And the girl — I was sorry for her She must 
have been oh ’ — bitterly ashamed or why should she have 
burst out crying? That did distress me Haney crying 
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on this occasion. She scrutinised his face as the train 
moved out of the station, and tried to account for his 
mood. He was staring before him at unknown things — 
as if he had already forgotten her. 

He wanted to think! But two heads, she thought, 
were better than one in a matter of opinion. It 
troubled her to be so ignorant of his mental states. 

How we are wrapped and swathed about — soul from 
soul!” she thought, staring out of the window at the 
dim things flying by outside. 

Suddenly a fit of depression came upon her. She 
felt alone — absolutely alone — in a void world. 

Presently she returned to external things. She 
became aware of two people in the next compartment 
eyeing her critically. Her hand went patting at her 
hair. 




Leittsham Insists 


.^THEL HENDERSON sat at her machine before 
the window of Mr Lagune’s study, and stared blankly 
at the gre}'S and blues of the November twilight Her 
face was white, her eyelids were red from recent weep- 
ing, and her hands lay motionless in her lap The door 
had just slammed behind Lagune 

** Heigh ho ’ she said ‘‘ I wish I was dead Oh ’ 
I wish I was out of it all ” 

She became passive again “ I wonder what I have 
done^'* she said, that I should be punished like this ” 
She certainly looked anything but a Fate haunted 
soul, being indeed visibly and immediately a very pretty 
girl Her head was shapely and covered with curly dark 
hair, and the eyebrows above her hazel eyes were clear 
and dark Her lips were finely shaped, her mouth was 
not too small to be expressive, her chin small, and her 
neck white and full and pretty There is no need to 
lay stress upon her nose — ^it sufficed She was of a 
mediocre height, sturdy rather than slender, and her 
944 
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dress was of a pleasant, golden-brown material with the 
easy sleeves and graceful line of those aesthetic days 
And she sat at her typewriter and wished she was dead 
and wondered what she had done 

The room was lined with bookshelves and conspicuous 
therein was a long row of foolish pretentious volumes, 
the “ works ” of Lagune — the witless, meandering imita 
tion of philosophy that occupied his life Along the 
cornices were busts of Plato, Socrates and Newton 
Behind Ethel was the great man’s desk with its green 
shaded electric light, and littered with proofs and copies 
of Hesperus, “ A paper for Doubters,” which with her 
assistance he edited, published, compiled, wrote, and 
(without her help) paid for and read A pen, flung 
down forcibly, quivered erect with its one surviving nib 
in the blotting pad Mr Lagune hid flung it down 
The collapse of the pre\ lous night had distressed him 
dreadfully, and ever and again before his retreat he had 
been breaking into passionate monologue The ruin 
of a life-work it was, no less Surely she had known 
that Chaffery was a cheat Had she not known ? Silence 

“ After so many kindnesses ” 

She had interrupted him with a wailing “ Oh, I know 
— I know ” 

But Lagune had been remorseless and insisted she had 
betrayed him, worse — made him ridiculous’ Look at 
the “ work ” he had undertaken at South Kensington — 
how could he go on with that now? How could he 
find the heart? When his own typist sacrificed him to 
her stepfather’s trickery? ^‘Trickery’” 

The gesticulating hands became active, the grey eyes 
dilated with indignation, the piping voice eloquent 
If he hadn’t cheated you, someone else would,” 
was Ethel’s inadequate muttered retort, unheard by the 
seeker after phenomena 

It was perhaps not so bad as dismissal, but it certainly 
lasted longer And at home was Chaffery, grimly mahg 
nant at her failure to secure that pneumatic glove He 
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had no light to blame her, he really had not, but a 
distuibed tempei is apt to falsify the scales of justice 
The tambourine, he insisted, he could have explained by 
saying he put up his hand to catch it and piotect his 
head directly Smithers moved But the pneumatic glove 
there was no explaining He had made a chance for 
her to secure it when he had pretended to faint It was 
rubbish to say anyone could have been looking on the 
table then — rubbish 

Beside that significant wieck of a pen stood a little 
carriage clock in a case, and this suddenly lifted a 
slendei voice and announced five She turned round on 
her stool and sat staring at the clock She smiled with 
the corners of hei mouth down “ Home,*’ she said, 
“and begin again It*s like battledore and shuttle- 
cod 

“ I was silly 

“ I suppo e Fve brought it on myself I ought to 
have picked it up, I suppose I had time 

“ Cheats just cheats 

“ I never thought I should see him again 

“ He was ashamed, of course He had his own 

friends ** 

For a space she sat still, staling blankly before her 
She sighed, rubbed a Inuckle in a reddened eye, rose 

She went into the hall where her hat, transfixed by a 
couple of hat pins, hung above her jacket, assumed 
these garments, and let herself out into the cold grey 
street 

She had hardlv gone twenty yards from Lagune’s door 
before she became aware of a man overtal mg her and 
w^alking beside her That kind of thing is a common 
enough experience to girls who go to and from work in 
London, and she had had perforce to learn many things 
since her adventurous Whortley days She looked stiffly 
in front of her The man deliberately got in her way 
so that she had to stop She lifted eyes of indignant 
protest It was Lewisham — ^and his face was white 
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He hesitated av^lwaidly and then in silence held out 
his hand She took it mechanically He found his 
voice Miss Hendeison/’ he said 

“ What do you want she *vsked faintly 
I don’t 1 no\ he said ‘ I want to talk to 

you ” 

‘ Yes?” Her heart was beating fast 
He found the thing unexpected!} difficult 
‘May I — ^ Are -you expecting — ? Have you fai 
to go? I would like to talk to you There is a 
lot 

“I walk to Clapham,” she said “If }ou care 
to come part of the vay ” 

She moved awkwardly Lewisham took his place at 
her side They walked side by side for a moment, their 
manner constiamed, having so much to say that they 
could not find a word to begin upon 

“ Have you forgotten Whortley ?” he asked abruptly 
“No” 

He glanced at hei her face was downcast “ Why 
did “vou never wiite? ’ he asl ed bitterly 
‘ I wiote ” 

“ A.gain, I mean ” 

‘I did — in July” 

“ I never had it ” 

“ It came back ” 

“ But Mis Munday ” 

“ I had forgotten her name I sent it to the Grammar 
School ” 

Le\Msham suppiessed an exclamation 
“ I am very soiry,” she said 

They went on again in silence “Last night,” said 
Lewisham at length “ I have no business to ask 
But ” 

She tool a long breath “ Mr Lewisham,” she said 
“That man -vou saw — the Medium — ^was my stepfather ” 
“ Well ?” 

“ Isn’t that enough ?” 
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Lewisham paused “No,” he said 

There was another constrained silence “ No,” he 
said less dubiously “ I don’t care a rap what your 
stepfather is Were you cheating?” 

Her face turned white Her mouth opened and 
closed “ Mr Lewisham,” she said deliberately, “ you 
may not believe it, it mav sound impossible, but on my 
honour I did not know — I did not know for 

certain, that is — that my stepfather ” 

“Ah’” said Lewisham, leaping at conviction “Then 
I was right ” 

For a moment she stared at him, and then, “ I did 
know,” she said, suddenly beginning to cry “How can 
I tell you ? It is a he I did know I did know all the 
time ” 

He stared at her in white astonishment He fell 
behind her one step, and then in a stride came level 
again Then, a silence, a silence that it seemed would 
never end She had stopped crying, she was one huge 
suspense, not daring even to look at hi face And at 
last he spoke 

“ No,” he said slowly “ I don’t mind even that 
I don’t care — even if it was that ” 

Abruptly they turned into the King’s Road, with 
its roar of wheeled traffic and hurrying foot-passengers, 
and forthwith a crowd of boys with a broken-spirited 
Guy involved and separated them In a busy highway 
of a night one must needs talk disconnectedly in shouted 
snatches or else hold one’s peace He glanced at her 
face and saw that it was set again Presently she turned 
southward out of the tumult into a street of darkness 
and warm blinds, and they could go on talking again 

“ I understand what you mean,” said Lewisham “ I 
know I do You knew but you did not want to know 
It was like that ” 

But her mind had been active “At the end of 
this road,” she said, gulping a sob, “you must go back 
It was kind of you to come, Mr Lewisham But you 
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were ashamed — ^you are sure to be ashamed My em 
ployer is a spiritualist, and my stepfather is a professional 
Medium, and my mother is a spiritualist You were 
quite right not to speak to me last night Quite It 
was kind of you to come, but you must go back Life 
IS hard enough as it is You must go back at the 

end of the road Go back at the end of the road ” 
Lewisham made no reply for a hundred yards Fm 
coming on to Clapham,” he said 

They came to the end of the road in silence Then 
at the kerb corner she turned and faced him “Go 
back,” she whispered 

“ No,” he said obstinately, and they stood face to face 
at the cardinal point of their lives 

“ Listen to me,” said Lewisham It is hard to say 
what I feel I don’t know myself But I’m not 

going to lose you like this I’m not going to let you 
slip a second time I was awake about it all last night 
I don’t care where }ou are, what your people are, nor 
verv much whether you’ve kept quite clear of this 
medium humbug I don’t You will in future Any- 
how I’ve had a day and night to think it over I had 
to come and try to find you It’s you I’ve never 
forgotten you Never I’m not going to be sent back 
like this ” 

“ It can be no good for either of us,” she said as 
resolute as he 

“ I shan’t leave you ” 

“ But what is the good ? ” 

“ I’m coming,” said Lewisham, dogmatically 
And he came 

He asked her a question point blank and she would 
not answer him, and for some way they walked in grim 
silence Presently she spoke with a twitching mouth 
“ I wish you would leave me,” she said “ You are 
quite different from what I am You felt that last 
night You helped find us out ” 

“When first I came to London I used to wander 
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about Clapham lool mg for you,” said Lewisham, ‘‘ w eel 
after week ” 

They had crossed the bridge and were in a narrow 
little street of shabby shops near Clapham Junction 
before they talked again She kept her face a\eited and 
expressionless 

“Im sorry,” said Lewisham, with a soit of stiff 
civility, ‘*if I seem to be forcing myself upon \ou I 
don’t want to pr}^ into your affaiis — if you don t wish 
me to The sight of you has somehow brought back 
a lot of things I can t explain it Perhaps — I 

had to come to find ^ou — I 1 ept on thinking of vour 
face, of how you used to smile, how }ou jumped from 
the gate by the lock, and how we had tea a lot 
of things ” 

He stopped again 
A lot of things ” 

“If I may come?” he said, and went unanswered 
They crossed the wide streets by the Junction and went 
on towards the Common 

“ I live down this road,” she said, stopping abruptly 
at a corner “I would rather ” 

“ But I have said nothing ” 

She looked at him with her face white, unable to 
speak for a space “ It can do no good,” she said “ 1 
am mixed up with this ” 

She stopped 

He spoke deliberately “ I shall come,” he said, “ to 
moriow night ” 

“ No,” she said 

“But I shall come ’ 

“ No ” she whispered 

“ I shall come ” She could hide the gladness of her 
heart from herself no longer She was frightened that 
he had come, but she was glad and she knew he knew 
tnat she was glad She made no further protest She 
held out her hand dumbly And on the moirow she 
found him awaiting her even as he had said 



CHAPTER TEE 


Mr Lagune*s PoiTit of View 


jiOR three da}rs the Laboratory at South Kensington 
saw nothing of I agune, and then he came back more 
invincibly voluble than ever Everyone had expected 
him to return apostate, but he brought back an in- 
vigorated faith, a propaganda unashamed From some 
souice he had derived strength and conviction afresh 
Even the ihetorical Smithcrs a\ ailed nothing There was 
a joined battle over the insufficient tea-cups, and the 
elderly young assistant demonstiator hovered on the 
verge of the discussion, re]Oicing, it is supposed, over 
the entanglements of Smilhers For at the outset 
Smitners displayed an ovei weening confidence and 
civility, and at the end his ears were led and his 
finer manners lost to hni 

Lewisham, it was remarked by Miss Heydinger, made 
but a poor figuie in this discu oion Once or twice he 
seemed about to address Lagune, and thought better of 
it with the words upon his lips 

Ligune’s treatment of the exposure was light and 
vigorous The man Chaffery,” he said, " has made a 
clean breast of it His point of view ” 

951 
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“ Facts are facts/ said Smithers 
‘‘ A fact IS a s/nthes»is of impressions,” said Lagune, 
but that you will learn when you are older The 
thing IS that we were at cross pui poses I told Chaffer}^ 
you were beginners He treated you as beginners — 
arranged a demonstration ” 

“ It was a demonstration,” said Smithers 
“ Precisely If it had not been for your interrup- 
tions ” 

“ Ah’” 

‘ He forged elementary effects 
You can’t but admit that ” 

“ I don’t attempt to deny it But, as he explained — 
the thing is necessary — ^justifiable Psychic phenomena 
are subtle, a certain training of the observation is neces- 
sary A medium is a more subtle instrument than a 
balance or a borax bead, and see how long it is before 
you can get assured results with a borax bead ’ In the 
elementary class, in the introductory phase, conditions 
are too crude ” 

“ For honesty ” 

** Wait a moment /s it dishonest — ngging a demon 
stration 

Of course it is ” 

Your professors do it ” 

*^I deny that in toto,” said Smithers, and repeated 
with satisfaction “ in toto ” 

“ That’s all right,” said Lagune, “ because I have the 
facts Your chemical lecturers — ^you may go downstaiis 
now and ask, if you disbelieve me — always cheat over the 
indestructibility of matter experiment — always And 
then another — a physiography thing You know the 
experiment I mean? To demonstrate the existence of 

the earth’s rotation They use — they use 

Foucault’s pendulum,” said Lewisham “ They use 
a rubber ball with a pin hole hidden in the hand, and 
blow the pendulum round the way it ought to go ” 

“ But that’s different,” said Smithers 
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Wait a moment,” said Lagune, and produced a piece 
of folded printed paper from his pocket ‘‘Here is a 
review from Nature of the woik of no less a person than 
Professor Greenhill And see — a convenient pin is 
introduced into the appaiatus for the demonstration of 
virtual velocities * Read it — if you doubt me I sup- 
pose you doubt me ” 

Smithcrs abruptly abandoned his position of denial 
‘Sn toto ” “This isn’t my point, Mr Lagune, this 
isn’t my point,” he said “ These things that are done 
in the lecture theatre aie not to prove facts, but to give 
ideas ” 

“ So was my demonstration, ’ said Lagune 
“ We didn t understand it in that light ” 

“ Nor does the ordinary person who goes to Science 
lectuies understand it in that light He is comforted bv 
the thought that he is seeing things with his own eyes ” 
“Well, I don’t care,” said Smithers, “two wrongs 
don’t make a right To rig demonstrations is wrong ” 

“ There I agree with }'Ou I have spoken plainly with 
this man Chaffery He’s not a full-blown professor, 
you know, a highly salaried ornament of the rock of 
truth like ) oui demonstration rigging professors here, and 
so I can speak plainly to him without offence He takes 
quite the viev/ thev would take But I am more rigorous 
I insist that there shall be no more of this ” 

“ Next time — ” said Smitheis with iiony 
“There will be no next time I have done with 
elementary exhibitions You must take the word of the 
trained observer — ^just as you do in the matter of 
chemical analysis ” 

“ Do you mean you are going on with that chap when 
he’s been caught cheating under your very nose?” 
“Certainly Why not?” 

Smithers set out to explain why not, and happened 
on confusion “ I still believe the man has powers,” 
said Lagune 

“Of deception,” said Smithers 
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‘‘ Those I must eliminate,” said Lagune “ You might 
as well refuse to study electricity because it escaped 
through your body All new science is elusue No 
investigator in his senses would refuse to investigate a 
compound because it did unexpected things Either 
this dissohes in acid oi I have nothing more to do with 
it — eh? That’s fine lesearch 

Then it was the last vesages of Smithers’ manners 
vanished “ I don t care what you say,” said Smithers 

It s all rot — It’s all just rot Argue if you like — but 

have >ou convinced anybody? Put it to the tote?” 

‘‘That’s democracy with a vengeance,” said lagune 
“ A general election of the truth half-yearly, eh?” 

“ That’s simply wriggling out of it,” said Smithers 
“ That hasn’t anything to do with it at all ” 

Lagune, flushed but cheerful, was on his way down- 
stairs when Lewisham overtook him He was pale and 
out of breath, but as the staircase invariably rendered 
Lagune breathless he did not remark the youngei man’s 
disturbance “ Interesting talk,” panted Lewisham 
“Veiy interesting talk, sir” 

“ I’m glad you found it so — very,” said Lagune 

There was a pause, and then Le\Msham plunged 
desperately “There is a young ladv — she is voui 
typist ” 

He stopped from heer loss of breath 

“Ye ?” said Lagune 

“ Is she a medium or anything of that sort?” 

“Well,” Lagune reflected “She is not a medium, 
certainly But — ^why do you ask ?” 

“ Oh » I wondered ” 

“You noticed her eyes, perhap She is the step 
daughter of that man Chaffery — a queer character but 
indisputably mediumistic It’s odd the thing should 
have struck you Curiously enough I myself have fancied 
she might be something of a psychic — ^judging from her 
face ” 

“A what?” 
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A Dsychic — undeveloped of course I have thought 
once or twice Only a little while ago I was speaking 
to that man Chaffery about her ” 

Were you?” 

“Yes He of coulee would like to see any latent 
powers developed But it s a little diihcult to begin, 
you know ” 

‘‘ You mean — she won’t?” 

‘'Not at picsent She is a good giil, but in this 
matter she is — timid There is often a sort of dis 
inclination — a queer sort of feeling — one might almo t 
call It modesty ” 

“ I see,” s lid Lewisham 

“ One can oveiiide it usually I don t despair ” 

“ No,” said Lewisham shortly They were at the 
foot of the Stan case now He hebitated “\oiAe gnen 
me a lot to think about,” he said with an attempt at an 
offhand manner “ The v/ay you talked upstairs ” , and 
turned towards the book he had to sign 

“ I’m glad you don t ta^ e up quite such an intolerant 
attitude as Mr Smitheis, ’ said Lagune, “very glad I 
must lend you a book 01 two If your cramming here 
leaves >-ou any time, that is ’ 

“ Tlunl s,” said Lewisham shortly, and walked away 
from him The studiously chaiacteristic signature 
quivered and sprawled in an unfamiliar manner 

“ I’m damned if he o\ eiiides it,” said Lewisham, 
under his breath 



Love in the Streets 


.JOf.WTSHAM was not quite clear what course he 
meant to take in the high enterprise of foiling Lagune, 
and indeed he was anything but clear about the entire 
situation His logical processes, his emotions and his 
imagination seemed playing some sort of snatching game 
with his will Enormous things hung imminent, but it 
worked out to this, that he walked home with Ethel 
night after night for — to be exact — seven and sixty 
nights Every week night through November and 
December, save once when he had to go into the far 
East to buy himself an overcoat, he was waiting to walk 
with her home A curious, inconclusive affair, that walk, 
to which he came nightly full of vague longings and 
which ended invariably under an odd shadow of dis- 
appointment It began outside Lagune s most punctually 
at five, and ended — mysteriously — at the coiner of a 
side road in Clapham, a road of little yellow houses 
with sunk basements and tawdry decorations of stone 
Up that road she vanished night after night, into a grey 
mist and the shadow beyond a feeble yellow gas-lamp, 
and he would watch her vanish, and then sigh and turn 
back towards his lodgings 

They talked of this and that, their little superficial 
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ideas about themselves and of their circumstances and 
tastes, and always theie was something, something that 
was with them unspoken, unacknowledged, which made 
all these things unreal and insincere 

Yet out of their talk he began to iorm vague ideas 
of the home from which she came There was, of 
course, no servant, and the mother was something mean 
denng, furtive, tearful in the face of troubles Some 
times of an afternoon or evening she grew garrulous 
Mother does talk so — sometimes ” She rarely went 
out of doors Chafferv always rose late, and would 
sometimes go away for days together He was mean, he 
allowed only a weekly twenty-five shillings for house- 
keeping and sometimes things grew unsatisfactory at the 
week end 1 here seemed to be little sympathy between 
mother and daughter, the widow had been flighty in a 
dingy fashion, and her marriage with her chief lodger 
Chaffery had led to unforgettable sayings It was to 
facilitate this marriage that Ethel had been sent to 
Whortley, so that was counted a mitigated evil But 
these were fai-off things, remote and unreal down the 
long, ill-lit vista of the suburban street which swallowed 
up Ethel nightly The walk, her warmth and light and 
motion close to him, her clear little voice and the touch 
of her hand , that was reality 

The shadow of Chafftry and his deceptions lay indeed 
across all these things, sometimes faint, sometimes dark 
and present Then Lewisham became insistent, his 
sentimental memories ceased, and he asked questions that 
verged on gulfs of doubt Had she ever ^'helped”? 
She had not, she declared Then she added that twice 
at home she had sat down ” to complete the circle 
She would never help again That she promised — if it 
needed promising There had already been dreadful 
trouble at home about the exposure at Lagune’s Her 
mother had sided with her stepfather and joined in 
blaming her But was she to blamed 

“Of course }ou were not to blame,” said Lewisham 
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Lagune, he learnt, had been unhappy and restless for 
the three days after the seance — indulging in weariboine 
monologue — ^with Ethel as sole auditor (at tt^enty one 
shillings a week) Then he had decided to give Chaffery 
a sound lectuie on his disastrous dishonesty But it was 
Chaffery gave the lecture Smithers, had he onl} 
known it, had been overthrown by a bettei brain than 
Lagure’s, albeit it spoke through Lagune’s treble 

Ethel did not like talking of Chaffery and these 
other things If )ou knew how sweet it was to forget 
It all,” she would say, to be just us two together roi a 
little while ’ And, What good docs it do to keep 
on?” when LexMsham was pressing Lewisham wanted 
\ery much to keep on at times, but the good of it was a 
little haid to demonstrate So his knov/ledge of the 
situation lemained imperfect and the weels drifted bv 

Wonderfully varied weie those seven and sixt}- nights, 
as he came to remember in after life Theie were nights 
of damp and drnzle, and then thick fogs, beautiful, 
isolating, grey white veils, turning every yard of pa\ e 
ment into a pm ate room Grind indeed were these 
fogs, things to lejoice at mightily, since then it was no 
longer a thing for public scorn that two young people 
hurried along arm in aim, and one could do a thousand 
impudent, significant things with varying pressure and 
the fondling of a little hard (a hand in a greatly mended 
glove of cheap kid) Then indeed one seemed to be 
nearer that elusive something that threaded it together 
And the dangers of the stieet corners, the horses loom- 
ing up suddenly out of the dark, the carters with lanterns 
at their horses’ heads, the street lamps, blurred smoky 
orange at one’s neaiest, and vanishing at twenty yards 
into dim haze, seemed to accentuate the infinite need of 
protection on the part of a delicate young lady v.ho had 
already traversed three winters of fogs, thornily alone 
Moreover, one could come right down the quiet street 
where she Iwed, half way to the steps of her house, wath 
a delightful sen e of enterpn e 
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The fogs passed all too soon into a hard host, into 
nights of starlight and presently moonlight, when the 
lamps looked hard, flashing like rows of yellow gems, and 
then reflections and the glare of the shop windows weie 
sharp and frost) and even the stars hard and bright, 
snapping noiselessly (if one may say so) instead of 
twinkling A jacket trimmed with imitation Astrakhan 
replaced Ethel s lighter coat, and a round cap of 
Astrakhan her hat, and her eyes shone hard and bright, 
and her forehead was broad and white beneath it It 
was exhilarating, but one got home too soon and so the 
way from Chelsea to Clapham was lengthened, first into 
a loop of side streets, and then when the first pulveiulent 
snows told that Christmas was at hand, into a new loop 
down King’s Road, and once even through the Bromp- 
ton Road and Sloane Stieet, where the shops were full 
of decorations and entertaining things 

And under circumstances of infinite gravity, Mr 
Lewisham secretly spent three-and- twenty shillings out 
of the vestiges of that hundred pounds, and bought 
Ethel a little gold ring set with pearls With that there 
must needs be a ceremonial, and on the verge of the 
snowy, foggy Common she took off her glove and the ring 
was placed on her finger Whereupon he was moved to 
kiss her— on the frost pink knuckle next to an inky naij 

‘‘It’s sill) of us,” she said “What can we do^ — 
ever?” 

“ You wait,” he said, and his tone was full of vague 
promises 

Afterwards he thought over those promises, and 
another evening went into the matter more fully, telling 
her of all the brilliant things that he held it was possible 
for a South Kensington student to do and be — of head- 
masterships, northern science schools, inspectorships, 
demonstratorships, )ea, even professorships And then, 
and then — To all of which she lent a willing and 
incredulous ear, finding in that dreaming a quality of 
fear as well as delight 
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The putting on of the pearl-set ring was mere 
ceremonial, of course, she could not wear it either at 
Lagune’s or at home, so instead she threaded it on a 
little white satin ribbon and wore it round her neck — 
next her heart ” He thought of it there warm next 
her heart ” 

When he had bought the ring he had meant to save 
It for Christmas before he gave it to her But the desire 
to see her pleasure had been too strong for him 

Christmas Eve, I know not by what deceit on her 
pait, these young people spent together all day Lagune 
was down with a touch of bronchitis and had given his 
typist a holiday Perhaps she forgot to mention it at 
home The Royal College was in vacation and Lewis 
ham was free He declined the plumber’s invitation 
work ” kept him in London, he said, though it meant 
a pound or more of added expenditure These absurd 
young people walked sixteen miles that Chiistmas Eve, 
and parted warm and glowing There had been a hard 
frost and a little snow, the sky was a colourless grey, 
icicles hung from the arms of the street lamps, and the 
pavements were patterned out with frond like forms that 
were trodden into slides as the day grew older The 
Thames they knew was a wonderful sight, but that thev 
kept until last They went first along the Brompton 
Road 

And It IS well that you should have the picture of 
them right, Lewisham in the readv-made overcoat, blue 
cloth and velvet collar, dirty tan gloves, red tie, and 
bowler hat, Ethel in a two-year-old jacket, and hat of 
curly Astrakhan, both pink cheeked from the keen air, 
shyly arm in arm occasionally, and very alert to miss no 
possible spectacle The shops were varied and interest 
ing along the Brompton Road, but nothing to compare 
with Piccadilly There were windows in Piccadilly so 
full of costly little things it took fifteen minutes to get 
them done, card shops, drapers’ shops full of foolish, 
entertaining attractions Lewisham, in spite of his old 
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animosities, forgot to be severe on the Shopping Class, 
Ethel vtas so vastly entei tamed by all these pietty follies 

Then up Regent Street by the place where the sham 
diamonds are, and the place where the girls display 
their long haii, and the place where the little chickens 
run about in the window, and so into Oxford Street, 
Holborn, thiough to Ludgate Hill, St Paul’s Chuich 
yard, and on to Leadenhall and the markets where 
turkeys, geese, ducklings and chickens — turkeys pre 
dominant, however — hang m rows by the thousand 
I must buy you something,” said I ewisham, re 
suming a topic 

No no, ’ said Ethel with her eye down a vista of 
innumerable birds 

But I must ’ said Lewisham “ You had better 
choose It, or I shall get something wrong ” His mind 
ran on brooches and clasps 

You mustn’t waste your money, and besides, I have 
that ring ” 

But Lewisham insisted 

“ Then — if you must — I am starving Buy me some 
thing to eat ” 

An immense and memorable joke Lewisham plunged 
recklessly — orientally — into an awe-mspirmg place with 
mitred napkins They lunched on cutlets — stripped the 
cutlets to the bone — and little crisp brown potatoes, and 
they drank between them a whole half bottle of — some 
white wine or other, selected by Lewisham in an offhand 
way from the list Neither of them had ever taken wine 
at a meal before One-and-ninepence it cost him. Sir, 
and the name of it was Capri ’ It was really very pass 
able Capri — a manufactured product, no doubt, but 
warming and aromatic Ethel was aghast at his mag 
nificence and drank a glass and a half 

Then, very warm and comfortable, they went down 
by the Tower, and the Tower Bridge with its crest of 
snow, huge pendant icicles, and the ice blocks choked in 
Its side arches, was seasonable seeing And as they had 
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had enough of shops and crowds they set off resolutelj' 
along the desolate Embankment homeward 

But indeed the Thames was a wonderful sight that 
year ’ Ice-fringed along either shore, and with drift ice 
in the middle reflecting a luminous scarlet from the 
broad red setting sun, and moving steadily, incessantlv 
seaward A swarm of mewing gulls went to and fro, 
and with them mingled pigeons and crows The build 
mgs on the Surrey side were dim and grey and very 
mysterious, the moored, ice blocked barges silent and 
deserted, and here and theie a lit window shone waim 
The sun sank right out of sight into a bank of blue, and 
the Surrey side dissolved in mist save for a few in 
soluble spots of yellow light, that presently became 
many And after our lovers had come under Charing 
Cross Bridge the Houses of Parliament rose before them 
at the end of a great crescent of golden lamps, blue and 
faint, halfway between the earth and sky And the 
clock on the Tower was like a November sun 

It was a day without a flaw, or at most but the 
slightest speck And that only came at the very end 
‘‘ Good bye, dear,” she said ‘‘ I have been very 
happy to-day ” 

His face came very close to hers “ Good-bye,” he 
said, pressing her hand and looking into her eyes 
She glanced round, she drew nearer to him 
^‘Dearest one,” she whispered very softly, and then, 
Good-bye ” 

Suddenly he became unaccountably petulant, he 
dropped her hand It’s always like this We are 
happy I am happy And then — then you are taken 
away ” 

There was a silence of mute interrogations 
Dear,” she whispered, we must wait ” 

A moment’s pause Want /” he said, and broke off 
He hesitated ‘‘ Good-bye,” he said as though he was 
snapping a thread that held them together 



Mus Heydtnger's Private Thoughts 


JL HE wav from Chelsea to Clapham and the way 
from South Kensington to Battersea, especially if the 
former is looped about a little to make it longer, come 
very near to each other One night close upon Christ 
mas two friends of Lewisham’s passed him and Ethel 
But Lewisham did not see them, because he was looking 
at Ethel’s face 

‘‘Did you see?” said the other girl, a little 
maliciously 

“Mr Lewisham — ^wasn’t it?” said Miss Heydinger 
in a perfectlv indifferent tone 

Miss Heydinger sat in the room her younger sister 
called her “ Sanctum ” Her Sanctum was only too 
evidently an intellectualised bedroom, and a cheap wall 
paper of silverv roses peeped coquettishly from between 
her draped furniture Her particular glories were the 
writing-desk in the middle of the room and the micro 
scope on the unsteady octagonal table under the window 
There were bookshelves of workmanship patently 
feminine in their facile decoration and structural m 
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stability, and on them an array of glittering poets, 
Shelley, Rossetti, Keats, Browning, and odd volumes of 
Ruskin, South Place Sermons, Socialistic publications in 
torn paper covers, and above, science textbooks and note 
books in an oppressive abundance The autotypes that 
hung about the room were eloquent of aesthetic ambi 
tions and of a certain impermeability to implicit mean 
mgs There was the Mirror of Venus by Burne-Jones, 
Rossetti’s Annunciation, Lippi’s Annunciation, and the 
Love and Life and Love and Death of Watts And 
among other photographs was one of last year’s Debat- 
ing Society Committee, Lewisham smiling a little weakly 
near the centre, and Miss Heydinger out of focus in the 
right wing And Miss Heydinger sat with her back to 
all these things in her black horsehair armchair, staring 
into the fire, her eyes hot and her chin on her hand 
“ I might have guessed — ^before,” she said Ever 
since that seance It has been different ” 

She smiled bitterly Some shop girl ” 

She mused ‘‘They are all alike, I suppose They 
come back — a little damaged, as the woman says in 
‘ Lady Windermere’s Fan ’ Perhaps he will I 
wonder 

“Why should he be so deceitful? Why should he 
act to me? 

“ Pretty, pretty, pretty — that is our business What 
man hesitates in the choice? He goes his own way, 
thinks his own thoughts, does his own work 

“ His dissection is getting behind — one can see he 
takes scarcely any notes ” 

For a long time she was silent Her face became 
more intent She began to bite her thumb, at first 
slowly, then faster She broke out at last into words 
again 

“The things he might do, the great things he might 
do He IS able, he is dogged, he is strong And then 
comes a pretty face ’ Oh God ’ Why was I made with 
heart and brain?” She sprang to her feet, with her 
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hands clenched and her face contorted But she shed 
no tears 

Her attitude fell limp in a moment One hand 
dropped by her side, the other rested on a fossil on the 
mantelshelf, and she stared down into the red fire 

“ To think of all we might have done ’ It maddens 
me ’ 

“To work, and think, and learn To hope and wait 
To despise the petty arts of womanliness, to trust to the 
sanity of man 

“To awake like the foolish virgins,” she said, “ and 
find the hour of life is past’” 

Her face, her pose, softened into self-pity 

“ Futility 

“ It’s no good ” Her voice broke 

“ I shall never be happy ” 

She saw the grandiose vision of the future she had 
cherished, suddenly rolled aside and vanishing, more and 
more splendid as it grew more and more remote — like a 
dream at the waking moment The vision of her in- 
evitable loneliness came to replace it, clear and acute 
She saw herself alone and small in a huge desolation — 
infinitely pitiful, Lewisham callousl} receding With 
“ some shop girl ” The tears came, came faster, until 
they were streaming down her face She turned as if 
lool ing for something She flung herself upon her knees 
before the little armchair, and began an incoherent sob 
bing praver for the pity and comfort of God 

The next day one of the other girls in the biological 
course remarked to her friend that Heydinger-dingery” 
had relapsed Her friend glanced down the laboratory 
“ It’s a bad relapse ” she said “ Really I couldn’t 
wear my hair hi e that ” 

She continued to regard Miss Heydinger with a 
critical eye She was free to do this because Miss Hey 
dinger was standing, lost in thought, staring at the 
December fog outside the laboratory windows “'She 
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looks white,” said the girl who had originally spoken 
“ I wonder if she works hard ” 

“ It makes precious little diffeience if she does,” said 
her friend '‘la ked her yesterday what were the bones 
in the parietal segment, and she didn’t know one Not 
one ” 

The next day Miss Heydmger’s place was vacant 
She was ill — from overstudy — and her illness lasted to 
within thiee weeks of the terminal examination Then 
she came back with a pallid face and a strenuous un- 
availing industry 



In the Raphael Gallery 


n was nearly thiee o’clock, and in the Biological 
Laboratory the lamps were all alight The class was 
busy with razors cutting sections of the root of a fern to 
examine it micioscopically A certain silent frog-lile 
boy, a private student who plays no further part m this 
stoiy,was working intend} , looking more like a fiog than 
usual — his expression modest with a touch of effort 
Behind Miss Heydinger, jaded and untidy in her early 
manner again, was a vacant seat, an abandoned micro- 
scope and scatteied pencils and note books 

On the dooi of the class room was a list of those who 
had pas ed the Christmas examination At the head of 
It was the name of the afoiesaid frog-1 ike boy, next to 
him came Smitheis and one of the girls bracketed to- 
gether Lewisham ingloriously headed the second class, 
and Miss Heydmger’s name did not appear — there was, 
the list asserted!^ “ one failure ” So the student pays for 
the finer emotions 

31* 
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And in the spacious solitude of the museum gallery 
devoted to the Raphael cai toons, sat Lewisham, plunged 
in gloomy meditation A negligent hand pulled thought- 
fully at the indisputable moustache, with particular 
attention to such portions as were long enough to 
gnaw 

He was trying to see the situation clearly The 
shadow of that defeat lay across eveivthing, blotted out 
the light of his pride, shaded his honour, threw every- 
thing into a new perspective The rich prettiness of his 
love-making had fled to some remote quarter of his 
being Against the frog-lil e youngster he felt a savage 
animosity And Smithers had betrayed him He was 
angry, bitterly angry with ‘‘ swats ’’ and “ muggers ’ 
who spent their whole time grinding for these foolish 
chancy examinations Nor had the practical examination 
been altogether fair, and one of the questions in the 
written portion was quite outside the lectures Biver, 
Professor Biver, was an indiscnminating ass, he felt 
assured, and so too was Weeks, the demonstrator But 
these obstacles could not blind his intelligence to the 
manifest cause of his overthrow, the waste of more than 
half his available evening, the best time for study in the 
twenty-four hours, day after day And that was going 
on steadily, a perpetual leakage of time To night he 
would go to meet her again, and begin to accumulate to 
himself Ignominy in the second part of the course, the 
botanical section also And so reluctantly rejecting 
one cloudy excuse after another, he clearly focussed the 
antagonism between his relations to Ethel and his im 
mediate ambitions 

Things had come so easily to him for the last two 
years that he had taken his steady upward progress m life 
as assured It had never occurred to him, when he went 
to intercept Ethel after that seance, that he went into 
any peril of that sort Now he had had a sharp re- 
minder He began to shape a picture bf the frog-like 
boy at home — he was a private student of the upper 
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middle class — sitting in a convenient study with a writ- 
ing table, book-shelves and a shaded lamp — Lewisham 
woiked at his chest of drawers with his great coat on, 
and his feet in the lowest drawer wiapped in all his 
available linen — and in the midst of incredible con- 
veniences the frog-like boy was working, working, work- 
ing Meanwhile Lewisham toiled through the foggy 
streets, Chelsea ward, or, after he had left her, tramped 
homeward — full of foolish imaginings 

He began to think with bloodless lucidity of his entire 
relationship to Ethel His softer emotions were in abey- 
ance, but he told himself no lies He cared for her, he 
loved to be with her and to talk to her and please her, 
but that was not all his desire He thought of the bitter 
words of an orator at Hammersmith, who had com- 
plained that in our present civilisation even the ele- 
mental need of marriage was denied Virtue had become 
a vice “We marry in fear and trembling, sex for a 
home IS the woman’s traffic, and the man comes to his 
heart’s desire when his heart’s desire is dead ” The 
thing which had seemed a mere flourish, came back now 
with a terrible air of truth Lewisham saw that it was 
a case of divergent ways On the one hand that shining 
staircase to fame and power that had been his dream 
from the verv dawn of his adolescence, and on the other 
hand — Ethel 

And if he chose Ethel, even then would he have his 
choice? What would come of it? A few walks more 
or less ’ She was hopelessly poor, he was hopelessly 
poor, and this cheat of a Medium was her stepfather' 
After all she was not well educated, she did not under 
stand his work and his aims 

He suddenly perceived with absolute conviction that 
after the seance he should have gone home and forgotten 
her Why had he felt that irresistible impulse to seek 
her out? Why had his imagination spun such a strange 
web of possibilities about her? He was involved now, 
foolishly involved All his future was a sacrifice 
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to this transitory ghost of love making in the streets 
He pulled spitefully at his moustache 

His picture began to shape itself into Ethel and her 
mysterious mother and the vague dexterous Chaffery 
holding him back, entangled m an impalpable net, from 
that bright and glorious ascent to performance and dis- 
tinction Leaky boots and the splashings of cabs as his 
portion for all his life Already the Forbes Medal, the 
immediate step, was as good as lost 

What on earth had he been thinking about ? He fell 
foul of his upbringing Men of the upper or middle 
classes were put up to these things by their parents, they 
were properly warned against involving themselves in 
this love nonsense before they were independent It 
was much better 

Everything was going Not onlv his work — ^his scien 
tific career, but the Debating Society, the political move 
ment, all his work for Humanity Why not be 

resolute — even now? Why not put the thing 

clearly and plainly to her? Or write? If he wrote 
now he could get the advantage of the evening at the 
Library He must ask her to forego these walks home — 
at least until the next examination She would under- 
stand He had a qualm of doubt whether she would 
understand He grew angry at this possibility 

But It was no good mincing matters If once he began 
to consider her — Why should he consider her in that 
way ? Simply because she was unreasonable * 

Lewisham had a transitory gust of anger 
Yet that abandonment of the walks insisted on look- 
ing mean to him And she would think it mean Which 
was very much worse, somehow Why mean ? Why 
should she think it mean? He grew angry again 

The portly museum policeman who had been watch- 
ing him furtively, wondering why a student should sit 
in front of the Sacrifice of Lystra ” and gnaw lips and 
nails and moustache, and scowl and glare at that master- 
piece, saw him rise suddenly to his feet with an air of 
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resolution, spin on his heel, and set off with a quick step 
out of the gallery He looked neither to the right nor 
the left He passed out of sight down the staircase 
“ Gone to get some more moustache to eat, I sup- 
pose,” said the policeman reflectively 
“ One hid think something had bit him ” 

After some pensive moments the policeman strolled 
along down the gallery and came to a stop opposite the 
cai toon 

“Figgers is a bit big for the houses,” said the police- 
man, anxious to do impartial justice “ But thaPs Art 
I lay \ couldn’t do anything not arf so good ” 




The Friends of Progress Meet 


Jl HE night next but one after this meditation saw a 
new order in the world A young lady dressed in an 
Astrakhan-edged jacket and with a face of diminished 
cheerfulness marched from Chelsea to Clapham alone, 
and Lewisham sat in the flickering electric light of the 
Education Library, staring blankly over a business-like 
pile of books at unseen things 

The arrangement had not been effected without 
friction, the explanation had proved difficult Evi- 
dently she did not appreciate the full seriousness of 
Lewisham^s mediocre position in the list ‘‘ But you 
have 'passed all right,” she said Neither could she grasp 
the importance of evening study “Of course I don’t 
know,” she said judicially, “ but I thought you were 
learning all day ” She calculated the time consumed by 
their walk as half an hour, “just one half hour,” she 
forgot that he had to get to Chelsea and then to return 
to his lodgings Her customary tenderness was veiled 
972 
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by an only too apparent resentment First at him, and 
then when he protested, at Fate “ I suppose it has to 
be,” she said “Of course it doesn’t matter, I suppose, 
if we dofi^t see each other quite so often,” with a quiver 
of pale lips 

He had returned from the parting with an uneasy 
mind, and that evening had gone in the composition of 
a letter that was to mal e things clearer But his scien- 
tific studies rendered his prose style hard, and things he 
could whisper he could not write His justification 
indeed did him no sort of justice But her reception of 
It made her seem a very unreasonable person He had 
some violent fluctuations At times he was bitterly 
angry with her for her failure to see things as he did 
He would wander about the museum conducting 
imaginary discussions with her and even making scath 
ing remarks At other times he had to summon all his 
power of acrid discipline and all his memories of her 
resentful retorts, to keep himself from a headlong rush 
to Chelsea and unmanly capitulation 

And this new disposition of things endured for two 
weel s It did not take Miss Heydinger all that time to 
discover that the disaster of the examination had wrought 
a change in Lewisham She percened those nightly 
walks were o\er It was speedily evident to her that he 
was working with a kind of dogged fury, he came early, 
he went late The wholesome freshness of his cheek 
paled He was to be seen on each of the late nights 
amidst^ a pile of diagrams and textbooks m one of the 
less draughty corners of the Educational Library, accu 
mulating piles of memoranda And nightly in the 
Students “ club ” he wrote a letter addressed to a 
stationer’s shop in Chpham, but that she did not see 
For the most part these letters were brief, for Lewisham, 
South Kensington fashion, prided himself upon not 
being “literary,” and some of the more despatch like 
wounded a heart perhaps too hungry for tender words 

He did not meet Miss Heydinger’s renewed advances 
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with invariable kindness Yet something of the old 
relations were presently restored He would talk well 
to her for a time, and then ^nap like a dry twig But 
the loaning of books was resumed, the subtle process of 
his aesthetic education that Miss Heydmger had devised 
** Here is a book I promised you,” she said one day, and 
he tried to remember the promise 

The book was a collection of Browning’s Poems, and 
It contained ‘‘Sludge”, it also happened that it con- 
tained “ The Statue and the Bust ” — that stimulating 
lecture on half-hearted constraints “ Sludge ” did not 
interest Lewisham, it was not at all his idea of a 
medium, but he read and re-read “ The Statue and the 
Bust ” It had the profoundest effect upon him He 
went to sleep — he used to read his literature in bed 
because it was warmer there, and over literature nowa- 
days it did not matter as it did with science if one dozed 
a little — ^with these lines stimulating his emotions 

“ So weeks grew months, years, gleam by gleam 
The glory droffed from their youth and love, 

And both perceived they had dreamed a dream ” 

By way of fruit it may be to such seed, he dreamed a 
dream that night It concerned Ethel, and at last they 
were a-marrying He drew her to his arms He bent 
to kiss her And suddenly he saw her lips were 
shrivelled and her eyes were dull, saw the wrinkles 
seaming her face’ She was old’ She was int(3lerably 
old ’ He woke in a kind of horror and lay awake and 
very dismal until dawn, thinking of their separation and 
of her solitary walk through the muddy streets, thinking 
of his position, the leeway he had lost and the chances 
there were against him in the battle of the world He 
perceived the colourless truth, the Career was improb- 
able, and that Ethel should be added to it was almost 
hopeless Clearly the question was between these two 
Or should he vacillate and lose both? And then his 
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wretchedness gave place to that anger that comes of 
peipetualh thwarted desires 

It was on the day after this dieam that he insulted 
Parkson so grosbly He insulted Parkson after a meeting 
of the ‘‘ Fiiends of Progress” at Pari son s rooms 

No type of English student nowadays quite realises 
the roble ideal of plain living and high thinking Our 
admiiable examination system admits of extremely little 
thinking at any level, high or low But the Kensington 
students living is ut any rate insufhcient, and he makes 
occasional signs of recognition towards the cosmic process 
One such sign was the periodic gathering of these 
^‘Friends of Pi ogress,” an association begotten of Lewis 
ham’s paper on Sociahsn It was understood that 

strenuous things were to be done to make the world 
better, but so far no decisive action had been taken 
They met in Parkson’s sitting room, because Parkson, 
being a Whitworth Scholar and in receipt of one 
hundred pounds 1 year, was the only one of the Friends 
opulent enough to ha\e a sitting room The Friends 
were of various ages, mostly very young Several smoked 
and others held pipes which they had discontinued 
smoking — but there was nothing to drink except coffee, 
because that was the utmost they could afford Oiinker 
ley, an assistant master in « suburban school, and Lewis 
ham’s former colleague at Whortley, attended these 
assemblies thiough the introduction of Lewisham All 
the Friends wore red ties except Bletherley, who wore 
an orange one to show that he was aware of Art, and 
Dunkerley wore a black one with blue specks because 
assistant masters in small private schools have to keep up 
appearances And their simple procedure was that each 
talked as much as the others would suffer 
Usually the self proposed Luthei of Socialism” — 
ridiculous Lewisham ^ — had a thesis or so to maintain, 
but this night he was depressed and inattentive He sat 
with his legs over the arm of his chair by way of indi- 
cating the state of his mind He had a packet of 



976 LOVE AND MR LEWISHAM 

Algerian cigarettes (twenty for fivepence) and appeared 
chiefly concerned to smoke them all before the evening 
was out Bletherley was going to discourse of “ Woman 
under Socialism,” and he brought a big American 
edition of Shelley’s works and a volume of Tennyson, 
including the “ Princess,” both bristling with paper 
tongues against his marked quotations He was all for 
the abolition of ^‘monopolies,” and the creche was to 
replace the family He was unctuous when he was not 
pretty-pretty, and his views were evidently unpopular 
Parkson was a man from Lancashire, and a devout 
Quaker, his third and completing factor was Ruskin, 
with whose work and phraseology he was saturated 
He listened to Bletherley with a marked disapproval, 
and opened a vigorous defence of that ancient tradition 
of loyalty that Bletherley had called the monopolist 
institution of marriage “The pure and simple old 
theory — ^love and faithfulness,” said Parkson, ‘suffices 
for me If we are to smear our political movements 
with this sort of stuff ” 

“ Does It work ? ’ interjected Lewisham, speaking for 
the first time 
“What work?” 

“The pure and simple old theory I know the 
theory I believe in the theory Bletherley’s Shelley- 
witted But It’s theory You meet the inevitable girl 
The theory says you may meet her any when You 
meet too young You fall in love You marry — in 
spite of obstacles Love laughs at locksmiths You 
have children That’s the theory All very well for 
a man whose father can leave him five hundred a year 
But how does it work for a shopman ? An 

assistant master like Dunkerley? Or Me?” 

“ In these cases one must exercise restraint,” said 
Parkson “ Have faith A man that is worth having 
is worth waiting for ” 

“Worth growing old for?” said Lewisham 
“ Chap ought to fight,” said Dunkerley “ Don’t 
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see your difficulty, Lewisham Struggle for existence 
keen, no doubt, tremendous in fact — still In it — ^may 
as well struggle Two — ^join forces — pool the luck 
If I saw a girl I fancied so that I wanted to, Fd 
marry her to-morrow And my market value is seventy 
non res ” 

I ewisham looked round at him eagerly, suddenly 
interested “ Would you he said Dunkerley s 
face was slightly flushed 
‘‘ Like a shot Why not 
‘‘ But how are you to live 
^'That comes after If ” 

“ I can’t agree with you, Mr Dunkerley,” said Park 
son I don’t know if you have read ‘ Sesame and 
Lilies,’ but there you have, set forth far more fairly 
than any words of mine could do, an ideal of a woman’s 
place 

All rot — ^ Sesame and Lilies,’ ” interrupted Dun 
keiley Read bits Couldn’t stand it Never can 
stand Ruskin Too many prepositions Tremendous 
English, no doubt, but not my style Sort of thing a 
wholesale grocer’s daughter might read to get refined 
We can’t afford to get refined ” 

“ But would you really marry a girl began 

Lewisham, with an unprecedented admiration for 
Dunkerley in his eyes 
“Why not?” 

“ On — ^ Lewisham hesitated 
“ Forty pounds a year res Whack ^ Yes ” 

A silent }oungster began to speak, cleared an accu- 
mulated hiiskiness from his throat and said, Consider 
the gill ” 

“Why ma?ry^^’ asked Bletherley, unregarded 
“You must admit you are asking a great thing when 
you want a girl ” began Parkson 

“ Not so When a girl’s chosen a man, and he 
chooses her, her place is with him What is the good 
of hankering? Mutual Fight together” 
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Good said Lewisham suddenly emotional You 
talk like a man, Dunkerley Fm hanged if you don’t ” 
The place of Woman,” insisted Parkson, “ is the 
Home And if there is no home — ’ I hold that, if 
need be, a man should toil seven years — as Jacob did 
for Rachel — ruling his passions, to make the home 
fitting and sweet for her ” 

“ Get the hutch for the pet animal,” said Dunkerley 
“No I mean to marry a woman Female sex always 
has been in the struggle for existence — no great damage 
so far — always will be Tremendous idea — that 
struggle for existence Only sensible theory you’ve got 
hold of, Lewisham Woman who isn’t fighting square 
side by side with a man — ^woman who’s just kept and 
fed and petted is ” He hesitated 

A lad with a spotted face and a bulldog pipe between 
his teeth supplied a Biblical word 

“ That’s shag,” said Dunkerley “ I was going to 
say ‘ a harem of one ’ ” 

The youngstei was puzzled for a moment “ I 
smoke Perique,” he said 

“ It will make you just as sick, ’ said Dunkerley 
“ Refinement’s so beastly vulgar,” was the belated 
answer of the smoker of Perique 

That was the interesting part of the evening to 
Lewisham Parkson suddenly rose, got down “ Sesame 
and Lilies,” and insisted upon reading a lengthy melli- 
fluous extract that went like a garden roller over the 
debate, and afterwards Bletherley became the centre of 
a wrangle that left him grossly insulted and m a 
minority of one The institution of marriage, so far 
as the South Kensington student is concerned, is in no 
immediate danger 

Parkson turned out with the lest of them at half- 
past ten, for a walk The night was warm for 
February and the waxing moon bright Parkson fixed 
himself upon Lewisham and Dunkerley, to Lewisham’s 
intense annoyance — for he had a few intimate things 
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he could have said to the man of Ideas that night 
Dunked ey lived north, so that the thiee went up Ex 
hibition Roid to High Street, Kensington Theie they 
parted from Dunkerlev, and Lewibham and Parkson 
turned southward again for Lewisham’s new lodging in 
Chelsea 

Parkson was one of those exponents of virtue for 
whom the discussion of sexual matteis has an irresistible 
attraction The meeting had left him eloquent Fie 
had argued with Dunkerley to the verge of indelicacy, 
and now he poured out a vast and increasingly confi 
dential flov^ of talk upon Lewisham Lewisham was 
distiaught He walked as fast as he could His sole 
object was to get rid of Parkson Parkson’s sole object 
was to tell him interesting secrets about himself and a 
Certain Person with a mind of extiaordinarj Puiity of 
whom I ewisham had heard before 

Ages passed 

Lewisham suddenly found himself being shown a 
photograph under a lamp It represented an as}m 
metrical face singularly void of expression, the upper 
part of an art ” dress and a fringe of curls He per 
ceived he was being given to understand that this was 
a Paragon of Purity, and that she was the particular 
property of Paikson Pari son was regarding him 
proudly and apparently awaiting his verdict 

Lewisham struggled with the truth ‘‘It’s an inter 
estmg face,” he said 

“ It IS a face essentially beautiful,” said Parkson 
quietly but firmly “ Do you notice the eyes, 
Lewisham ?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Lewisham “Yes I see the eyes” 

“They are innocent They are the eyes of a 

little child ” 

“ Yes They look that sort of eye Very nice, old 
man I congratulate you Where does she livei^” 

“You never saw a face like that m London,” said 
Parkson 
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‘‘I know,” he said You talk to me as though 
Tve marled out my destiny these thiee years” His 
confidential impulse died as he lelieved it 

“You don’t mean to say Miss Heydmger — asked 
Parkson 

Oh, damn Mis Hevdinger’” said Lewisham, and 
suddenly, abruptly, uncivill)., he turned away from 
Parkson at the end of the street and began walking 
awav southward, leaving Parkson in mid sentence at the 
crosaing 

Parkson stared in astonishment at his receding back 
and ran after him to ask for the grounds of this sudden 
offence Lewisham walked on for a space with Parkson 
trotting by his side Then suddenly he turned His 
face was quite white and he spoke a tired voice 
''Parkson,” he said, '^you are a fooH You 

have the face of a sheep, the manners of a buffalo, and 
the conversation of a bore Pewnty indeed ’ The 

girl whose photograph you showed me has eyes that 
don’t match She looks as loathsome as one would 
naturall} expect I’m not joking now Go 

away 

After that Lewisham went on his southward way 
alone He did not go straight to his loom in Chelsea, 
but spent some hours in a street in Batteisea, pacing to 
and fro in fiont of a possible house His passion 
changed from savagery to a tender longing If only he 
could see hei to night ’ He knew his own mind now 
To morrow he was resolved he would fling worl to the 
dogs and meet her The things Dunkerley had said 
had filled his mind with wonderful novel thoughts If 
only he could see her now’ 

His wish was granted At the corner of the street 
two figures passed him one of these, a tall man in 
glasses and a quasi-clerical hat, with coat collar turned up 
under his grey side-whiskers, he recognised as Chaffery, 
the other he knew only too well The pair passed 
him without seeing him, but for an instant the 
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lamulight fell upon her face and showed it white and 
tir^d 

I ewisham stopped dead at the corner, staring in 
blank astonishment after these two figures as tl ey 
receded into the haze under the lights He was dumo 
founded A clod strucl slowly It was midnighu 
Presently down the road came the slamming of then 
door 

Long after the echo died away he stood there She 
ha been at a sea?2ce she has broken her promise She 
has been at a seance she has broken her promise,” sang 
in perpetual reiteiation through his brain 

And then came the interpretation She has done 
It because I have left her I might have told it from 
her letters She has done it because she thinks I am 
not in earnest, that my love-making was just bovish 
ness 

I knew she would never understand ” 



CHAPTER THE 
NINETEENTH 

Lewisham^ s SoluUon 


JLHE next morning Lewisham learnt from Lagune 
that his intuition was correct, that Ethel had at last 
succumbed to pressure and consented to attempt 
thought reading We made a good beginning,” said 
Lagune rubbing his hands I am sure we shall do 
well with her Certainly she has powers I have 
always felt it in her face She has powers ” 

Was much pressure necessary asked Lewis 
ham by an effort 

“We had — considerable difficulty Considerable 
But of couise — as I pointed out to her — it was scarcely 
possible for her to continue as my typist unless she was 
disposed to take an interest in my investigations ” 

“You did that?” 

“Had to Foitunately Chaffery — it was his idea 
I must admit ” 

Lagune stopped astonished Lewisham, after making 
an odd sort of movement with his hands, had turned 
round and was walking away down the laboratory 

983 
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Lagune stared, confronted by a psychic phenomenon 
be\ond his circle of ideas ‘‘Odd’” he said at last, 
and began to unpack his bag Ever and again he 
stopped and stared at Lewisham, who was now sitting 
in his own place and drumming on the table with both 
hands 

Presently Miss Heydmger came out of the specimen 
room and addressed a remark to the young man He 
appeared to answer with considerable brevity He then 
stood up, hesitated for a moment between the three 
doors of the laboratory, and walked out by that open 
ing on the back staircase Lagune did not see him 
again until the afternoon 

That night Ethel had Lewisham’s company again on 
her way home and their voices were earnest She did 
not go straight home, but instead they went up under 
the gas lamps to the vague spaces of Clapham Common 
to talk there at length And the talk that night was 
a momentous one “Why have you broken your 
promise?” he said 

Her excuses were vague and weak “ I thought you 
did not care so much as you did,” she said “ And 
when you stopped these walks — nothing seemed to 
matter Besides — it is not like seances with spirits ” 

At first Lewisham was passionate and forcible His 
angei at Lagune and Chafferv blinded him to her turpi 
tude He talked her defences down “ It is cheat 
mg,” he said “Well — even if what you do is not 
cheating, it is delusion — unconscious cheating Even 
if there is something in it, it is wrong True or not, 
It is wrong Why don’t they thought read each other ? 
Why should they want you? Your mind is your own 
It is sacred To probe it’ — I won’t have it’ I won’t 
have It ’ At least you are mine to that extent I can’t 
think of you like that — bandaged And that little fool 
pressing his hand on the back of your neck and asking 
questions I won’t have it’ I would rather kill you 
than that ” 
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^‘They don’t do that’” 

I don’t care ’ that is what it will come to The 
bandage is the beginning People must not get their 
living in that way anyhow I’ve thought it out Let 
them thought-read their daughters and hypnotise their 
aunts, and leave their typists alone ” 

** But what am I to do?” 

‘‘That’s not it There are things one must not 
suffer anyhow, whatever happens ’ Or else — one might 
be made to do anything Honour* Just because we 
are poor — Let him dismiss you’ Let him dismiss 

you You can get another place 

“ Not at a guinea a week ” 

“ Then take less ” 

“ But I have to pay sixteen shillings every week ” 

“ That doesn’t matter ” 

She caught at a sob “ But to leave London — I can’t 
do It I can’t ” 

“ But how ? — Leave London ?” Lewisham’s face 
changed 

“Oh’ life IS hardP she said ‘'I can’t They-^ 
they wouldn’t let me stop in London ” 

“ What do you mean ?” 

She explained if Lagune dismissed her she was to 
go into the country to an aunt, a sister of Chaffery’s 
who needed a companion Chaffery insisted upon that 
“ Companion they call it I shall be just a servant — 
she has no servant My mother cries when I talk to 
her She tells me she doesn’t want me to go away 
from her But she’s afraid of him * Why don’t you 
do what he wants ?’ she says ” 

She sat staring in front of her at the gathering night 
She spoke again in an even tone 

“ I hate telling you these things It is you 
If you didn’t mind But vou make it all diffeient 

I could do It — if It wasn’t for you I was I 
va$ helping I had gone meaning to help if any 

thing went wrong at Mr Lagune’s Yes — that night 
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No don’t * It was too hard before to tell you 
But I really did not feel it until I saw you there 
Then all at once I felt shabby and mean ” 

“Well — ” said Lewisham 

“ That’s all I may have done thought reading, but 
I have never really cheated since — 7iever If you 

knew how hard it is ” 

“ I wish you had told me that before ” 

“ I couldn’t Before you came it was different He 
used to make fun of the people — used to imitate 
Lagune and make me laugh It seemed a sort of jol e ” 
She stopped abruptly “ Why did you ever come on 
with me ^ I told you not to — you kizow I did ” 

She was near wailing For a minute she was silent 
“ I can’t go to his sister’s,’ she cried “ I may be a 
coward — but I can’t ” 

Pause And then Lewisham saw his solution straight 
and clear Suddenly his secret desire had become his 
manifest duty 

“ Look here,” he said, not looking at her and pulling 
his moustache “ I won’t have you doing any more of 
that damned cheating You shan’t soil yourself any 
more And I won’t have you leaving London ” 

“ But what am I to do ?” Her voice went up 
“Well — there is one thing you can do If you 
dare ” 

“What IS it?” 

He made no answer for some seconds Then he 
turned round and sat lool ing at her Their eyes 
met 

The giey of his mind began to colour Her face 
was white and she was looking at him, in fear and 
perplexity A new tenderness for her sprang up m 
him — a new feeling Hitherto he had loved and 
desired her sweetness and animation — but now she was 
white and weary-eyed He felt as though he had for- 
gotten her and suddenly remembered A great longing 
came into his mind 
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But what IS the other thing I can do 
It was stiangeh hard to say Theie came a peculiar 
sensation in his throat and facial muscles, a nervous 
stress between laughing and crying All the world 
vanished before that great desire And he was afraid 
she would not dare, that she would not take him 
seriously 

‘‘What is it?” she aid again 

“Don’t you see that we can marry?” he said with 
the flood of his resolution suddenly strong and steady 
‘ Don’t you see that is the only thing for us ? The 
dead lane we are in ’ You must come out of your 
cheating, and I must come out of mv cramming 
And we — we must marry ” 

He paused and then became eloquent The world 
IS against us, against — us To you it offers money to 
cheat — to be ignoble For it ts ignoble ’ It offers you 
no honest way, only a miserable diudgery And it 
keeps you from me And me too it bribes with the 
promise of success — if I will desert you You don’t 

know all We may have to wait for years — ^we 

may have to wait for ever, if we wait until life is safe 
We may be separated We may lose one another 

altogether Let us fight against it Why should 

we separate? Unless True Love is like the other things 
— an empty cant This is the only way We two — 
who belong to one another ” 

She looked at him, her face perplexed with this new 
idea, her heart beating very fast “We are so young,” 
she aid And how are we to live ? You get a 
guinea ” 

“ I can get more — I can earn more I have thought 
It out I have been thinking of it these two days I 
have been thinking what we could do I have money ” 
“ You have money ?” 

“ Nearly a hundred pounds ” 

“ But we are so young — And my mother ” 
“We won’t ask her We will ask no one This is 
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our affair Ethel ’ this is our affair It is not a ques 
tion of wavs and means — even before this — I have 
thought Dear one^ — dorCi you love me?” 

She did not grasp his emotional quality She looked 
at him with puzzled eyes — still practical — making the 
suggestion arithmetical 

I could typewrite if I had a machine I have 
heard ” 

^^It’s not a question of wa)^s and means Now 

Ethel — I have longed ” 

He stopped She looked at his face, at his eyes now 
eager and eloquent with the things that never shaped 
themselves into words 

Dare you come with me ?” he whispered 
Suddenly the world opened out in reality to her as 
sometimes it had opened out to her in wistful dreams 
And she quailed before it She dropped hor eyes 
from his She became a fellow conspirator ‘‘ But, 
how ?” 

I will think how Trust me ’ Surely we know 

each other now — Think ^ We two ” 

But I have never thought ” 

I could get apartments for us both It would be 
so easy And think of it — think — of what life would 
be»” 

‘‘ How can I ?” 

You will come ?” 

She looked at him, startled ‘‘ You know,” she said, 

you must know I would like — I would lo\ e ” 

You will come ” 

‘‘ But dear — ’ Dear, if you make me ” 

‘‘Yes’” cried Lewisham triumphantly “You will 
come ” He glanced round and his voice dropped 
“ Oh ’ my dearest ’ my dearest ” 

His voice sank to an inaudible whisper But his 
face was eloquent Two garrulous, home going clerks 
passed opportunely to remind him that his emotions 
were in a public place 



The Career is Suspended 


the Wednesday afternoon following this — it 
was hard upon the botanical examination — Mr 
Lewisham was observed by Smithers in the big Educa 
tion Libiary reading in a volume of the British Ency 
clopTcdn Beside him were the current Whitaker’s 
Almanac] , an open note book, a book from the Con 
temporary Science Sene , and the Science and Art De 
partment’s Directory Smithers, who had a profound 
sense of Lewisham’s superiority in the art of obtain 
mg facts of value in examinations, wondeied for some 
minutes what valuable tip for a student in botany might 
be hidden in Whitaker, and on reaching his lodgings 
spent some time over the landlady’s copy But really 
Lewisham was not studying botanj-, but the art of mar 
nage according to the best authorities (The book from 
the Contemporary Science Series was Professor Letour 
neau’s Evolution of Marriage ” It was interesting 
certainly, but of little immediate use ) 

From Whitaker I ewisham learnt that it would be 
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possible at a cost of 6s id ov js id (one of 
the Items was ambiguous) to get married within the 
week — that charge being exclusive of vails — at the 
district registry office He did little addition sums in 
the note-book The church fees he found were variable, 
but for more personal reasons he rejected a marriage at 
church Marriage by certificate at a registrar’s involved 
an inconvenient delay It would have to be £2 id 
Vails — ten shillings, say 

Afterwards, without needless ostentation, he produced 
a cheque book and a deposit book, and proceeded to 
further arithmetic He found that he was master of 
£61 4s yd Not a hundred as he had said, but a fine 
big sum — men had started great businesses on less It 
had been a hundred originally Allowing five pounds 
for the marriage and moving, this would leave about 
£^6 Plenty No provision was made for flowers, 
carnages or the honeymoon But there would be a 
typewriter to buy Ethel was to do her share 

“ It will be a devilish close thing,” said Lewisham 
with a quite unreasonable exultation For, strangely 
enough, the affair was beginning to take on a flavour 
of adventure not at all unpleasant He leant back in 
his chair with the note book closed in his hand 

But there was much to see to that afternoon First 
of all he had to discover the district superintendent 
registrar, and then to find a lodging whither he should 
take Ethel — their lodging, where they were to live 
together 

At the thought of that new life together that was 
drawing so near, she came into his head, vivid and near 
and warm 

He recovered himself from a day dream He became 
aware of a library attendant down the room leaning 
forward over his desk, gnawing the tip of a paper knife 
after the fashion of South Kensington library attendants, 
and staring at him curiously It occurred to Lewisham 
that thought reading was one of the most possible 



THE CAREER IS SUSPENDED 991 

things in the world He blushed, rose clumsily and 
took the volume of the Encyclopaedia back to its shelf 
He found the selection of lodgings a difficult bnsi 
ness ^ftei his first essay he began to fancy himself 
a suspicious looking character, and that perhaps ham 
pared him He had chosen the district southward of 
the Brompton Road It had one disadvantage — he 
might blunder into a house with a fellow student 
Not that It mattered vitally But the fact is, it is 
rather unusual for married couples to live permanently 
in furnished lodgings in London People who are too 
poor to take a house or a flat commonly find it best 
to take part of a house or unfurnished apartments 
There are in London to every couple living in furnished 
apartments, a hundred in unfurnished rooms (“ with the 
use of kitchen ”) To the discreet landlady the absence 
of furniture predicates a dangerous want of capital 
The first landlady Lewisham interviewed didn’t like 
ladies, they required such a lot of attendance, the second 
was of the same mind, the third told Mr Lewisham 
he was youngish to be married,” the fourth said she 
only “ did ” for single gents ” The fifth ^as a young 
person with an arch manner, who liked to know all 
about people she took in, and subjected Lewisham to a 
searching cross examination When she had spitted him 
in a downright he or so, she expressed an opinion that 
her rooms “ would scarcely do,” and bowed him 
amiably out 

He cooled his ears and cheeks by walking up and 
down the street for a space, and then tried again This 
landlady was a terrible and pitiful person, so grey and 
dusty she was, and her face deep lined with dust and 
tiouble and laboui She wore a dirty cap that was all 
askew She took Lewisham up into a threadbare room 
on the first floor There’s the use of a piano,” she 
said, and indicated an instrument with a front of torn 
green silk Lewisham opened the keyboard and evoked 
a vibration of broken strings He took one further 
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survey of the dismal place Eighteen shillings, ’ he 
said ‘‘Thank you I’ll let you know” The 
woman smiled with the corners of her mouth down, 
and without a word moved wearily towards the door 
Lewisham felt a transient wonder at her hopeless posi 
tion, but he did not pursue the inquiry 

The next landlady sufficed She wa^ a clean looking 
German woman, rather smartly dressed, she had a fringe 
of flaxen curls and a voluble flow of words, for the most 
part recognisably English With this she sketched out 
remarks Fifteen shillings was her demand for a minute 
bedroom and a small sitting room, separated by folding 
doors on the ground floor, and her personal services 
Coals were to be “ sixpence a kettle,” she said — a pretty 
substitute for scuttle She had not understood Lewisham 
to say he was married But she had no hesitation 
“ Aa) teen shillin’,” she said imperturbably “ Paid furs 
day ich wik See Mr Lewisham surveyed the 

rooms again They looked clean, and the bonus tea 
vases, the rancid, gilt-framed oleographs, two toilet tidies 
used as ornaments, and the fact that the chest of draweis 
had been crowded out of the bedroom into the sitting 
room, simply appealed to his sense of humour “ Til 
take ’em from Saturday next,” he said 

She was sure he would like them and proposed to give 
him his book forthwith She mentioned casually that 
the previous lodger had been a captain and had stayed 
three years (One never hears by chance of lodgers 
stopping for a shorter period ) Something happened 
(German) and now he kept his carriage — apparently an 
outcome of his stay She returned with a small penny 
account-book, a bottle of ink and an execrable pen, wrote 
Lewisham’s name on the cover of this, and a receipt for 
eighteen shillings on the first page She was evidently a 
person of considerable business aptitude Lewisham 
paid, and the transaction terminated “ Szhure to be 
gomfortable,” followed him comfortingly to the street 
Then he went on to Chelsea and interviewed a fatherly 
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gentleman at the Registrar s office The fatherly gentle 
man was chubby-faced and spectacled, and his manner 
was sympathetic but business like He “ called-back ’ 
each Item of the interview “And what can I do foi 
you? You wish to be manied’ By licence?” 

“ By licence ” 

By licence’” 

And so forth He opened a book and made neat 
entries of the paiticulars 
“ The lady’s age ? ’ 

“ Twenty one ” 

“ A veiy suitable age for a lady ” 

He advised Lewisham to get a ring and said he would 
need two witnesses 

“ Well — ” hesitated Lewisham 
“There is always someone about,” said the super 
intendent registrar ‘ And they are quite used to it ” 
Thursday and Friday Lewisham passed in exceedingly 
high spirits No consciousness of the practical destruc 
non of the Career seems to have tioubled him at this 
time Doubt had vanished from his unwerse for a 

space He wanted to dance along the corridors He 
felt curiously irresponsible and threw up an unpleasant 
soit of humour that pleased nobody He wished Miss 
He-v dinger many happy returns of the day, apropos of 
nothing, aid he threw a bun across the lefreshment 
room at Smitheis and hit one of the Art School officials 
Both weie extremely silly things to do In the first 
instance he was penitent immediately after the outrage, 
but in the second he added insult to injury by going 
across the room and asking in an offensively suspicious 
manne” if anyone had seen his bun He crawled under 
a table and found it at last, rather dusty but quite eat 
able, under the chair of a lady art student He sat 
down by Smitheis to eat it, while he argued with the 
Art official The Art official said the manners of the 
Science students were getting unbearable, and threatened 
to bung the matter before the lefreshment-room Com 
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mittee Lewisham said it was a pity to make such a 
fuss about a trivial thing, and proposed that the Art 
official should throw his lunch — steak and kidney pud 
dins: — ^across the room at him, Lewisham, and so get 
immediate satisfaction He then apologised to the 
official and pointed out in extenuation that it was a very 
long and difficult shot he had attempted The official 
then drank a crumb, or breathed some beer, or some 
thing of that sort, and the discussion terminated In the 
afternoon, howevei, Lewisham, to his undying honour, 
felt acutely ashamed of himself Miss Heydinger would 
nor speak to him 

On Saturday morning he absented himself from the 
schools, pleading by post a slight indisposition, and took 
all his earthly goods to the booking-office at Vauxhall 
Station Chaffery’s sister lived at Tongham, near Earn 
ham, and Ethel, dismissed a week since by Lagune, had 
started that morning, under her mother’s maudlin super- 
vision, to begin her new slavery She was to alight 
either at Farnham or Woking, as opportunity arose, and 
return to Vauxhall to meet him So that Lewisham’s 
vigil on the mam platform was of indefinite duration 

At first he felt the exhilaiation of a great adventure 
Then, as he paced the long platform, came a philo- 
sophical mood, a sense of entire detachment from the 
world He saw a bundle of uprooted plants beside the 
portmanteau of a fellow-passenger and it suggested a 
grotesque simile His roots, his earthly possessions, were 
all downstairs in the booking-office What a flimsy thing 
he was^ A box of books and a trunk of clothes, some 
certificates and scraps of paper, an entry here and an 
entry there, a body not over strong — and the vast multi- 
tude of people about him — ^against him — the huge world 
in which he found himself * Did it matter anything to 
one human soul save her if he ceased to exist forthwith ? 
And miles away perhaps she also was feeling little and 
lonely 

Would she have trouble with her luggage? Suppose 
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her aunt were to come to Farnham Junction to meet 
her? Suppose someone stole her puise? Suppose she 
came too late * The marriage was to take place at two 
Suppose she never came at all ’ After three trains 
in succession had disappointed him his vague feelings of 
dread gave place to a profound depression 

But she came at last, and it was twentv-three minuteb 
to two He hurried her luggage downstairs, booked it 
with his own, and in another minute they were in a 
hansom — their first experience of that species of con- 
vex ance — on the way to the Registrar s office They 
had said scarcely anything to one another, save hasty 
directions from Lewisham, but their eyes were full of 
excitement, and under the apron of the cab their hands 
were gripped together 

The little old gentleman was business like but kindly 
They made their vows to him, to a lean black-bearded 
clerk and a lady who took off an apron in the nether 
part of the building to attend The little old gentleman 
made no long speeches ‘‘You are young people,’^ he 
said slowly, ‘‘ and life together is a difficult thing 
Be kind to each other ” He smiled, and held out a 
friendly hand 

Ethel’s eyes glistened and she found she could not 
speak 
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TWENTY-FIRST 


Home 


JL HEN a furtive payment of witnesses, and Lewisham 
was beside her His face was radiant A steady current 
of workers going home to their half-holiday rest poured 
along the street On the steps before them lay a few 
grams of rice from some more public nuptials 

A critical little girl eyed our couple curiously and 
made some remark to her ragamuffin friend 

‘ Not them,” said the ragamuffin friend “They’ve 
only been askin’ questions ” 

The lagamuffin friend was no judge of faces 
They walked back through the thronged streets to 
Vauxhall Station, saving little to one another, and there 
Lewisham, assuming as indifferent a manner as he could 
command, recovered their possessions from the booking- 
office by means of two separate ticke s and put them 
aboard a four wheeler His luggage went outside, but 
the little brown portmanteau containing Ethel’s trousseau 
was small enough to go on the seat in front of them 
You must figuie a rather broken-down four-wheeler 
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beaimg the yellow-painted box and the expeiiencea 
trunk and Mr Lewisham and all his fortunes, a des- 
pondent fitful horse, and a threadbare venerable driver, 
blasphemous sotio voce and flagellant, and an ancient coat 
with capes When our two young people found them- 
selves in the cab again a certain stiffness of manner 
between them vanished and there was more squeezing 
of hands Ethel Lewisham ” said Lewisham several 
times, and Ethel reciprocated with Husbinder ” and 
‘‘Hubby deal,’ and took off her glove to look again in 
an ostentatious manner at a ring And she kissed the 
rins: 

They were resolved that their newly-married state 
should not appear, and with considerable ceremony it 
was arranged that he should treat her with off hand 
brusqueness when they arrived at their lodging The 
Teutonic landlady appeared in the passage with an 
amiable smile and the hope that they had had a pleasant 
journey, and became voluble with promises of comfort 
Lewisham having assisted the slatternly general servant 
to carry in his boxes, paid the cabman a florin in a 
resolute manner and followed the ladies into the 
sitting-room 

Ethel answered Madam Gadow’s inquiries with 
admiiable self possession, followed her through the fold- 
ing-doors and displayed an intelligent interest m a new 
spiing mattiess Presently the folding-doors were closed 
again Lewisham hovered about the front room pulling 
his moustache and pretending to admire the oleographs, 
sui prised to find himself trembling 

The slatternly general servant reappeared with the 
chops and tinned salmon he had asl ed Madame Gadow 
to prepare for them He went and stared out of the 
window, heard the door close behind the girl, and 
turned at a sound as Ethel appeared shyly through the 
foldmg-doors 

She was suddenly domestic Hitherto he had seen 
her without a hat and jacket only on one indistinct 
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dramatic occasion Now she wore a little blouse of soft, 
dark red material, with a white froth about the wrists 
and that pretty neck of hers And her hair was a new 
wonderland of curls and soft strands How delicate she 
looked and sweet as she stood hesitating there These 
gracious moments in life* He took two steps and held 
out his arms She glanced at the closed door of the 
room and came flitting towards him 
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± OR three indelible days Lewisham^s existence was 
a fabric of fine emotions, life was too wonderful and 
beautiful for any doubts or forethought To be with 
Ethel was perpetual delight — ^she astonished this sister- 
less youngster with a thousand feminine niceties and 
refinements She shamed him for his strength and 
clumsiness And the light in her eyes and the warmth 
in her heart that lit them ^ 

Even to be away from her was a wonder and in its 
way delightful He was no common Student, he was a 
man with a Secret Life To part from her on Monday 
near South Kensington station and go up Exhibition 
Road among all the fellows who lived in sordid, lonely 
lodgings and were boys to his day-old experience’ To 
neglect one’s work and sit back and dream of meeting 
again ’ To slip off to the shady churchyard behind the 
Oratory when, or even a little before, the midday bell 
woke the great staircase to activity, and to meet a smiling 
face and hear a soft voice saying sweet foolish things ’ 
And after four another meeting and the walk home — 
their own home 

No little form now went from him and flitted past 
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a gas lamp down a foggy vista, taking his desire with 
her Never more was that to be Lewisham’s long 
hours in the laboratory were spent largely in a dreamy 
meditation, in — to tell the truth — the invention of 
foolish terms of endearment “Dear Wife,” “Dear 
Little Wife Thing,” “Sweetest Dearest Little Wife,” 
“ Dillywings ” A pretty employment * And these are 
quite a fair specimen of his originality during those 
wonderful da}s A moment of heart searching in that 
particular matter led to the discovery of hitherto un- 
dreamt of kindred with Swift For Lewisham, like 
Swift and most other people, had hit upon the Little 
Language Indeed it was a very foolish time 

Such section cutting as he did that third day of his 
married life — and he did very little — ^was a thing to 
marvel at Bmdon, the botany professor, under the 
fresh shock of his performance, protested to a colleague 
in the grill-room that never had a student been so 
foolishly overrated 

And Ethel too had a fine emotional time She was 
mistress of a home — their home together She shopped 
and was called “ Ma’am ” by respectful good-looking 
shopmen, she designed meals and copied out papers of 
notes with a rich sense of helpfulness And ever and 
again she would stop writing and sit dreaming And for 
four bright weekdays she went to and fro to accompany 
and meet Lewisham and listen greedily to the latest fruits 
of his imagination 

The landlady was very polite and conversed enter- 
tainingly about the very extiaordmary and dissolute 
servants that had fallen to her lot And Ethel disguised 
her newly wedded state by a series of ingenious pre 
variations She wrote a letter that Saturday evening 
to her mother — Lewisham had helped her to write it — 
making a sort of proclamation of her heroic departure 
and promising a speedy visit They posted the letter 
so that It might not be delivered until Monday 

She was quite sure with Lewisham that only the 
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possible dishonour of mediumship could have brought 
their marriage about — she sank the mutual attraction 
beyond even her own vision There was more than a 
touch of magnificence, you perceive, about this affair 

It was Lewisham had persuaded her to delay that 
reassuring visit until Monday night One whole day 
of honeymoon,’’ he insisted, was to be theirs In his 
prenuptial meditations he had not clearly focussed the 
fact that even after marriage some sort of relations with 
Mr and Mrs Chaffery would still go on Even now 
he was exceedingly disinclined to face that obvious 
necessity He foresaw, in spite of a resolute attempt to 
ignoie It, that there would be explanatory scenes of 
some little difficulty But the prevailing magnificence 
carried him over this trouble 

“ Let us at least have this little time for ourselves,” 
he said, and that seemed to settle their position 

Save for its brevity and these intimations of future 
trouble it was a very fine time indeed Their midday 
dinner together, for example — it was a little cold when 
at last they came to it on Saturday — was immense fun 
There was no marked subsidence of appetite, they ate 
extremely well in spite of the meeting of their souls, 
and in spite of certain shiftings of chairs and hand 
claspings and similar delays He really made the 
acquaintance of her hand then for the first time, plump 
white hands with short white fingers, and the engage 
mcnt ring had come out of its tender hiding place and 
acted as keeper to the wedding ring Their eyes were 
peipetually flitting about the room and coming back to 
mutual smiles All their movements were faintl} 
ti emulous 

She professed to be vastly interested and amused by 
the room and its furniture and her position, and he was 
delighted by her delight She was particularly enter 
tamed by the chest of drawers in the living room, and 
by Lewisham’s witticisms at the toilet tidies and the 
oleographs 
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And after the chops and most of the tinned salmon 
and the very new loaf were gone they fell to with fine 
effect upon a tapioca pudding Their talk was frag 
mentary ‘‘Did you hear her call me Madame 2 
M adame — so ’ And presently I must go out and do 
some shopping There are all the things for Sunday 
and Monday morning to get I must make a list It 
will never do to let her know how little I know about 
things I wish I knew moie 

At the time Lewisham regarded her confession of 
domestic ignorance as a fine basis for facetiousness He 
developed a fresh line of thought, and condoled witli 
her on the inglorious circumstances of their wedding 
“No bridesmaids,” he said, “no little children scatter- 
ing flowers, no carriages, no policemen to guard the 
wedding presents, nothing proper — nothing right Not 
even a white favour Only you and I ” 

“ Only you and I Oh 

“ This is nonsense,” said Lewisham, after an interval 
“ And think what we lose in the way of speeches,” he 
resumed “ Cannot you imagine the best man rising — - 
‘ Ladies and gentlemen — ^the health of the bride ’ That 
IS what the best man has to do isn’t it?” 

By way of answer she extended her hand 
“ And do you know,” he said, after that had received 
due recognition, “ we have never been introduced * ” 

“ Neither have we said Ethel “ Neither have we * 
W e have never been introduced * ” 

For some inscrutable reason it delighted them both 
enormously to think that they had never been intro- 
duced 

In the later afternoon Lewisham, having unpacked 
his books to a certain extent and so forth, was visible to 
all men, visibly in the highest spirits, carrying home 
Ethel’s shopping There were parcels and cones in blue 
and parcels in rough grey paper and a bag of confec- 
tionery, and out of one of the side pockets of that East 
end overcoat the tail of a haddock protruded from its 



EPITHALAMY 


1003 


paper Under such magnificent sanctions and amid such 
Ignoble circumstances did this honeymoon begin 

On Sunday evening they went for a long rambling 
walk through the quiet streets, coming out at last into 
Hyde Park The early spring night was mild and clear 
and the kindly moonlight was about them They went 
to the bridge and looked down the Serpentine, with the 
lights of Paddington yellow and remote They stood 
there, dim little figures and very close together They 
whispered and became silent 

Presently it seemed that something passed, and Lewis- 
ham began talking in his magnificent vein He likened 
the Serpentine to Life, and found Meaning in the dark 
banks of Kensington Gardens and the remote bright 
lights ‘‘ The long struggle,” he said, ‘‘ and the lights 
at the end” — though he really did not know what he 
meant by the lights at the end Neither did Ethel, 
though the emotion was indisputable ‘^We are Fight- 
ing the World,” he said, finding great satisfaction in the 
thought ‘‘All the world is against us — and we are 
fighting It all ” 

“We will not be beaten,” said Ethel 
“ How could we be beaten — together said Lewis- 

ham “ For you I would fight a dozen worlds ” 

It seemed a very sweet and noble thing to them under 
the sympathetic moonlight, almost indeed too easy for 
their courage, to be merely fighting the world 

“ You ’aven’t bin married ver’ long,” said Madam 
Gadow with an insinuating smile, when she readmitted 
Ethel on Monday morning after Lewisham had been 
swallowed up by the Schools 

“ No, I haven’t very long,” admitted Ethel 
“ You are ver’ ’appy,” said Madam Gadow, and 
sighed 

“ I was ver’ ’appy,” said Madam Gadow 
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JL HE golden mists of delight lifted a little on Mon- 
da}, when Mr and Mrs G E Lewisham went to call 
on his mother in-law and Mr Chaffery Mrs Lewisham 
went in evident apprehension, but clouds of glory still 
hung about Lewisham’s head, and his manner was 
heroic He wore a cotton shirt and linen collar, and a 
very nice black satin tie that Mrs Lewisham had bought 
on her own responsibility during the day She naturally 
wanted him to look all right 

Mrs Chaffery appeared in the half light of the passage 
as the top of a grimy cap over Ethel’s shoulder and two 
black sleeves about her neck She emerged as a small, 
middle-aged woman, with a thin little nose between 
silver-rimmed spectacles, a weak mouth and perplexed 
eyes, a queer little dust lined woman with the oddest 
resemblance to Ethel in her face She was trembling 
visibly with nervous agitation 

She hesitated, peering, and then kissed Mr Lewisham 
effusively And this is Mr Lewisham * ” she said as 
she did so 

She was the third thing feminine to kiss Lewisham 
1004 
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since the promiscuous days of his babyhood I was 
so afraid — ^There’” She laughed hysterically 

You’ll excuse my saying that it’s comforting to see 
you — honest like and young Not but what Ethel 
He has been something dreadful,” said Mrs Chaffery 
‘‘You didn’t ought to have written about that mesmeris- 
ing And of all letters that which Jane wrote — there ’ 

But he’s waiting and listening 

“Are we to go downstairs. Mums?” asked Ethel 
“ He’s waiting for you there,” said Mrs Chaffery 
She held a dismal little oil lamp, and they descended a 
tenebrous spiral structure into an underground breakfast- 
room lit by gas that shone through a partially frosted 
globe with cut-glass stars That descent had a distinctly 
depressing effect upon Lewisham He went first He 
took a deep breath at the door What on earth was 
Chaffery going to say? Not that he cared, of course 
Chaffery was standing with his back to the fire, 
trimming his finger-nails with a pocket knife His gilt 
glasses were tilted forward so as to make an inflamed 
knob at the top of his long nose, and he regarded 
Mr and Mrs Lewisham over them with — Lewisham 
doubted his eyes for a moment — but it was positively a 
smile, an essentially waggish smile 

“You’ve come back,” he said quite cheerfully over 
Lewisham to Ethel There was a hint of falsetto in 
his voice 

“ She has called to see her mother,” said Lewisham 
“You, I believe, are Mr Chaffery?” 

“I would like to know who the Deuce you are?” 
said Chaffery, suddenly tilting his head back so as to 
look through his glasses instead of over them, and 
laughing genially “ For thorough-going Cheek I’m m 
dined to think you take the Cake Are you the Mr 
Lewisham to whom this misguided girl refers in her 
letter?” 

“ I am ” 

“ Maggie,” said Mr Chaffery to Mrs Chaffery, 
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there is a class of being upon whom delicacy is lost — 
to whom delicacy is practically unknown Has vour 
daughter got her marriage lines?*’ 

“ Mr ChafiFery ’ ” said Lewisham, and Mrs Chaffery 
exclaimed, “ James ^ How can you?** 

Chaffery shut his penknife with a click and slipped it 
into his vest pocket Then he looked up again, speak 
mg in the same equal voice “I presume we are civilised 
persons prepared to manage our affairs in a civilised way 
My stepdaughter vanishes for two nights and returns 
with an alleged husband I at least am not disposed to 
be careless about her legal position ’* 

‘‘ You ought to know her better — *’ began Lewisham 
“Why argue about it?** said Chaffery gaily, pointing 
a lean finger at Ethel’s gesture, “when she has ’em in 
her pocket? She may just as well show me now I 
thought so Don’t be alarmed at my handling them 
Fresh copies can always be got at the nominal price of 
two and-seven Thank you Lewisham, George Edgar 
One and twenty And You — one and twenty* 

I never did know your age, my dear, exactly, and now 
vour mother won’t sav Student* Thank you I am 
greatly obliged Indeed I am greatly relieved And 
now, what have you got to say for yourselves in this 
remarkable affair?” 

“You had a letter,” said Lewisham 
“ I had a letter of excuses — the personalities I over- 
look Yes, sir — they were excuses You young 

people wanted to marry — ^and you seized an occasion 
You did not even refer to the fact that you wanted to 
marry in your letter Pure modesty* But now you 
have come here married It disorganises this household, 
it inflicts endless bother on people, but never you mind 
that* I’m not blaming you Nature’s to blame* 
Neither of you know what you are in for yet You 
will You’re married and that is the great essential 
thing (Ethel, my dear, just put your husband’s 

hat and stick behind the door) And you, sir, are so 
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good as to disapprove of the way in which I earn my 
living?” 

“Well,” said Lewisham “Yes — Fm bound to say 

I do” 

“You are really not bound to say it The modesty 
of inexperience would excuse you ” 

“Yes, but It isn’t right — it isn’t straight” 
“Dogma,” said Chaffery “Dogma*” 

“What do you mean by dogma?” asked Lewisham 
“ I mean, dogma But we must argue this out m 
comfort It IS our supper hour, and I’m not the man 
to light against accomplished facts We have inter- 
married There it is You must stop to supper — and 
you and I must thresh these things out We’ve involved 
ourselves with each other and we’ve got to make the 
best of It Your wife and mine will spread the board, 
and we will go on talking Why not sit in that chair 
instead of leaning on the back ? This is a home — domus 
— not a debating society — humble in spite of my mani- 
fest frauds That’s better And in the first place 

I hope — I do so hope” — Chaffery was suddenly very 
impressive — “ that you’re not a Dissenter ” 

“Eh*” said Lewisham, and then, “No* I am not 
a Dissenter ” 

“That’s better,” said Mr Chaffery “I’m glad of 
that I was just a little afraid — Something in vour 
manner I can’t stand Dissenters I’ve a peculiar dis- 
like to Dissenters To my mind it’s the great drawback 
of this Clapham You see I have invariably found 
them deceitful — invariably ” 

He grimaced and dropped his glasses with a click 
against his waistcoat buttons “ I’m very glad of that,” 
he said, replacing them “The Dissenter, the Non- 
conformist Conscience, the Puritan, you know, the 
Vegetarian and Total Abstainer, and all that sort of 
thing, I cannot away with them I have cleared my 
mind of cant and formulae Fve a nature essentially 
Hellenic Have you ever read Matthew Arnold?” 
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‘‘ Beyond my scientific reading 

“ Ah ' you should read Matthew Arnold — a mind of 
singular clarity In him you would find a certain quality 
that IS sometimes a little wanting in your scientific men 
They are apt to be a little too phenomenal, you know, 
a little too objective Now I seek after noumena 

Noumena, Mr Lewisham’ If you follow me 

He paused, and his eyes behind the glasses were 
mildly interrogative Ethel re entered without her hat 
and jacket, and with a noisy square black tray, a white 
cloth, some plates and knives and glasses, and began to 
lay the table 

“ I follow you,” said Lewisham, reddening He had 
not the courage to admit ignorance of this remarkable 
word You state your case ” 

‘‘ I seek after noumena ” repeated Chaffery with great 
satisfaction, and gesticulated with his hand, waving 
away everything but that ‘‘I cannot do with surfaces 
and appearances I am one of those nympholepts, vou 
know, nympholepts Must pursue the truth of 

things’ the elusive fundamental I make a rule, I 

never tell myself lies — never There are few who can 
say that To my mind — truth begins at home And 
for the most part — ^stops there Safest and seemliest’ 
you know With most men — ^with your typical Dis 
senter far excellence — it’s always gadding abroad, call- 
ing on the neighbours You see my point of view?” 

He glanced at Lewisham, who was conscious of an 
unwonted opacity of mind He became wary, as warj^ 
as he could manage to be on the spur of the moment 
It’s a little surprising, you know,” he said very care- 
fully, if I may say so — and considering what happened 
— to hear you ” 

^‘'Speaking of truth? Not when you understand my 
position Not when vou see where I stand That is 
what I am getting at That is what I am naturally 
anxious to make clear to you now that we have inter- 
married, now that vou are my stepson-in-law You’re 
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young, you know, }ou’re young, and you’re hard and 
fast Only years can give a mind tone — mitigate the 
vainish of education I gather from this letter — and 
your face — that you are one of the party that participated 
in that little affair at Lagune’s ” 

He stuck out a finger at a point he had just seen 
‘ the-bv’ — ^That accounts for Ethel,” he said 

Ethel rapped down the mustard on the table “ It 
does ’ she said, but not very loudly 

‘ But you had met before?” said Chaffery 
‘‘At Whortley,” said Lewisham 
‘ I see,” said Chaffery 

“ I was in — I was one of those who arranged the 
exposure,” said Lewisham “ And now you have raised 

the matter, I am bound to say 

“ I knew,” interrupted Chaffery “ But what a shock 
that was for Lagune*” He looked down at his toes for 
a moment with the corners of his mouth tucked m 
“ The hand dodge wasn’t bad, vou know,” he said with 
a queer sidelong smile 

Lewisham was very busy for a moment trying to get 
this lemark in focus “I don’t see it in the same light 
as you do,” he explained at last 

“Can’t get away from your moral bias, eh? Well, 
well We’ll go into all that But apart from its moral 
merits — simply as an artistic trick — ^it was not bad ” 

“ I don’t know much about tricks ” 

“ So few who undertake exposures do You admit 
you never heard or thought of that before — the bladder, 
I mean Yet it s as obvious as tin tacks that a medium 
who’s hampered at his hands will do all he can with his 
teeth, and what could be so self evident as a bladder 
under one’s lapel? What could be? Yet I know 
psychic literature pretty well and it’s never been sug- 
gested even ’ Never It’s a perpetual surprise to me 
how many things are not thought of by investigators 
For one thing, they never count the odds against them, 
and that puts them wrong at the start Look at it ^ I 
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am by nature tricky I spend all m} leisure standing or 
sitting about and thinking up or practising new little 
tricks, because it amuses me immensely to do so The 
whole thing amuses me Well — what is the result of 
these meditations? Take one thing I know eight and 
forty ways of making raps — of which at least ten are 
original Ten original ways of making raps ” His 
manner was very impressive “ And, some of them 
simply tiemendous raps There’” 

A confirmatory rap exploded — as it seemed between 
Lewisham and Chaffery 
said Chaffery 

The mantelpiece opened a dropping file, and the 
table went off under Lewisham’s nose like a cracker 
^‘You see?” said Chaffery, putting his hands under 
the tail of his coat The whole room seemed snapping 
Its fingers at Lewisham for a space 

“ Very well, and now take the other side Take the 
severest test I ever tried Two respectable professors 
of physics — not Newtons, you understand, but good, 
worthy, self-important professors of physics — a ladv 
anxious to prove there’s a life beyond the grave, a 
journalist who wants stuff to write — a person, that is, 
who gets his living by these researches just as I do — 
undertook to test me Test me f Of course they 

had their other work to do, professing physics, profess- 
ing religion, organising research, and so forth At the 
outside they don’t think an hour a day about it, and 
most of them had never cheated anybody in their exist- 
ence, and couldn’t, for example, travel without a ticket 
for a three mile journey and not get caught, to save 
their lives Well — ^you see the odds?” 

He paused Lewisham appeared involved in some 
interior struggle 

You know,” explained Chaffery, it was quite an 
accident you got me — quite The thing slipped out of 
my mouth Or your friend with the flat voice wouldn’t 
have had a chance Not a chance ” 
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Lewisham spoke like a man who is lifting a weight 
“ All this }^ou know, is off the question Pm not dis- 
puting vour abilit}^ But the thing is it isn’t 
right” 

‘ W e’re coming to that,” said Chaffery 
It’s evident we look at things in a different light ” 
“ That’s It That’s just what we’ve got to discuss 
Exactly’’ 

“ Cheating is cheating You can’t get away from 
that That’s simple enough ” 

“ Wait till I’ve done with it,” said Chaffery with a 
certain zest “ Of course it’s imperative you should 
understand my position It isn’t as though I hadn’t one 
Ever since I read your letter I’ve been thinking over 
that Really’ — a justification’ In a way you might 
almost say I had a mission A sort of prophet You 
really don’t see the beginning of it yet ” 

“ Oh, but hang it ’ ” protested Lewisham 
“ Ah ’ you’re young, you’re crude My dear young 
man, you’re only at the beginning of things You really 
must concede a certain possibility of wider views to a 
man more than twice your age But here’s supper For 
a little while at any rate we’ll call a truce ” 

Ethel had come m again bearing an additional chair, 
and Mrs Chaffery appeared behind her, crowning the 
preparations with a jug of small beer The cloth, 
Lewisham observed, as he turned towards it, had several 
undarned holes and discoloured places, and in the centre 
stood a tarnished cruet which contained mustard, pepper, 
vinegar, and three ambiguous dried-up bottles The 
bread was on an ample board with a pious rim, and an 
honest wedge of cheese loomed disproportionate on a 
little plate Mr and Mrs Lewisham were seated facing 
one another, and Mrs Chaffery sat in the broken chair 
because she understood its ways 

“This cheese is as nutritious and unattractive and 
indigestible as Science,” remarked Chaffery, cutting and 
passing wedges “ But crush it — so — under your fork. 



1012 LOVE AND MR LEWISHAM 


add a little of this good Dorset butter, a dab of mustaid, 
pepper — the pepper is \ery necessary — and some malt 
vinegar, and crush together You get a compound called 
Crab and by no means disagreeable So the wise deal 
with the facts of life, neither bolting nor rejecting, but 
adapting ” 

“ As though pepper and mustard were not facts,” said 
Lewisham, scoring his solitary point that evening 
Chaffery admitted the collapse of his image in very 
complimentary terms, and Lewisham could not avoid 
a glance across the table at Ethel He remembered 
immediately afterwards that Chaffery was a slippery 
scoundrel whose blame was better than his praise 
For a time the Crab engaged Chaffery, and the con- 
versation languished Mrs Chaffery asked Ethel formal 
questions about their lodgings, and EtheFs answers were 
buoyant You must come and have tea one day,” said 
Ethel, not waiting for Lewisham’s endorsement, and 
see It all ” 

Chaffery astonished Lewisham by suddenh displaying 
a complete acquaintance with his status as a South Ken 
sington teacher in training “ I suppose you have some 
money beyond that guinea,” said Chaffery off handedly 
“Enough to go on with,” said Lewisham, reddening 
“And you look to them at South Kensington to do 
something for you — a hundred a year or so, when your 
scholarship is up?” 

“Yes,” said Lewisham a little reluctanth “Yes A 
hundred a year or so That’s the sort of idea And 
there’s lots of places beyond South Kensington, of 
course, even if they don’t put me up there ’ 

“ I see,” said Chaffery, “ but it will be a pretty close 
shave for all that — one hundred a year Well, well — 
there’s many a deserving man has to do with less,” and 
after a meditative pause he asked lewisham to pass the 
beer 

“Hev you a mother living, Mr Lewisham?” said 



MR CHAFFERY AT HOME 1013 

Mrs ChafFerv suddenly, and pursued him through the 
tale of his connections When he came to the plumber, 
Mrs Chaffery remarked with an unexpected air of conse- 
quence, that most families have their poor relations 
Then the air of consequence vanished again into the 
past fiom which it had arisen 

Supper finished, Chaffery poured the residuum of 
the beer into his glass, produced a Broseley clay of the 
longest sort, and invited Lewisham to smoke “ Honest 
smoking,” said Chaffery, tapping the bowl of his clay, 
and added “ In this country — cigars — sound cigars — 
and honesty rarely meet ” 

Lewisham fumbled in his pocket for his Algerian 
cigarettes, and Chaffery having regarded them un- 
favourably through his glasses, took up the thread of 
his promised apologia The ladies retired to wash up 
the supper things 

“You see,” said Chaffery, opening abruptly so soon 
as the clay was drawing, ‘Sbout this cheating — I do not 
find life such a simple matter as you do ” 

I don’t find life simple,” said Lewisham, but I do 
think there’s a Right and a Wrong in things And I 
don’t think you have said anything so far to show that 
spiritualistic cheating is Right ” 

“ Let us thresh the matter out,’ said Chaffery, cross- 
ing his legs, let us thresh the matter out Now ” — 
he drew at his pipe — “ I don’t think you fully appre- 
ciate the importance of Illusion in life, the Essential 
Nature of Lies and Deception of the body politic You 
are inclined to discredit one particular form of Im- 
posture, because it is not generally admitted — carries a 
certain discredit, and — ^witness the heel edges of my 
trouser legs, witness yonder viands — small rewards ” 
It’s not that,” said Lewisham 
“ Now I am prepared to maintain,” said Chaffery, 
proceeding with his proposition, “ that Honesty is 
essentially an anarchistic and disintegratiilg force in 
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society, that communities are held together and the 
progress of civilisation made possible only by vigorous 
and sometimes even violent Lying, that the Social Con 
tract IS nothing more nor less than a vast conspiracy of 
human beings to lie to and humbug themselves and one 
another for the general Good Lies are the mortar that 
bind the savage individual man into the social masonry 
There is the general thesis upon which I base my justifi- 
cation My mediumship, I can assure >ou, is a par- 
ticular instance of the general assertion Were I not of 
a profoundly indolent, restless, adventurous nature, and 
hoinbly averse to writing, I would make a great book of 
this and live honoured by every profound duffer in the 
world ” 

“But how are you going to prove it^*” 

“ Prove It ’ It simply needs pointing out Even 
now there are men — Bernard Shaw, Ibsen and such like 
— ^who have seen bits of it in a new-gospel-grubbing sort 
of fashion What is man? Lust and greed tempered 
by fear and an irrational vanity ” 

“ I don’t agree with that,” said Mr Lewisham 

“ You will as you grow older,” said Chaff ery 
“ There’s truths you have to grow into But about this 
matter of Lies — ^let us look at the fabric of society, let 
us compare the savage You will discover the only 
essential difference between savage and civilised is this 
The former hasn’t learnt to shirk the truth of things, 
and the latter has Take the most obvious difference — 
the clothing of the civilised man, his invention of 
decency What zs olothing^ The concealment of 
essential * facts What is decorum? Suppression^ I 

don’t argue against decency and decorum, mind you, but 
there they are— essentials to civilisation and essentially 
‘ sufpressto ven ’ And in the pockets of his clothes our 
citizen carries money The pure savage has no money 
To him a lump of metal is a lump of metal—^possibly 
ornamental — ^no more That’s right To any lucid- 

minded man it’s the same or different only through the 
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gross folly of his fellows But to the common civilised 
man the universal exchangeability of this gold is a sacred 
and fundamental fact Think of it ^ Why should it 
be ? There isn’t a why ' I live in perpetual amazement 
at the gullibility of mv fellow-creatures Of a morning 
sometimes, I can assure you, I he in bed fancying that 
people may have found out this swindle in the night, 
expect to hear a tumult downstairs and see your mother 
in law come rushing into the room with a rejected 
shilling from the milkman ^What’s this^^^ says he 
‘This Muck for milk?’ But it never happens Never 
If it did, if people suddenly cleared their minds of this 
cant of money, what would happen ? The true nature 
of man would appear I should whip out of bed, seize 
some weapon, and after the milkman forthwith It’s 
becoming to keep the peace, but it’s necessary to have 
milk The neighbours would come pouring out — also 
after milk Milkman, suddenly enlightened, would 
start clattering up the street After him ’ Clutch — 
tear ’ Got him ’ Over goes the cart — Fight if voa 
like, but don’t upset the can ’ Don’t you see it 

all — ^perfectly reasonable every bit of it I should 
return, bruised and bloody, with the milk can under my 
arm Yes — I should have the milk-can — I should keep 
my ej^e on that But why go on? You of all men 

should know that life is a struggle for existence, a fight 
for food Money is just the lie that mitigates our fury ’ 

“No,” said Lewisham, “no’ I’m not prepared to 
admit that ” 

“ What ts money?” 

Mr Lewisham dodged “You state }our case first,” 
he said “ I really don’t see what all this has to do with 
cheating at a seance ” 

“ I weave my defence from this loom, though Take 
some aggressively respectable sort of man — ^a bishop, for 
example ” 

“Well,” said Lewisham, “I don’t much hold with 
bishops ” 
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It doesn’t matter Take a professor of science, 
walking the earth Remark his clothing, making him a 
decent citizen, concealing the fact that physically he is a 
flabby, pot bellied degenerate That is the first Lie of 
his being No fringes round his trousers, my boy 
Notice his hair, groomed and clipped, the tacit he that 
Its average length is half an inch, whereas in nature he 
would wave a few score yard long hairs of ginger gre} 
to the winds of heaven Notice the smug suppressions 
of his face In his mouth are Lies in the shape of false 
teeth Then on the earth somewhere poor devils are 
toiling to get him meat and corn and wine He is 
clothed in the lives of bent and thwarted weavers, his 
way IS lit by phossy jaw, he eats from lead glazed 
crockery — all his ways are paved with the lives of men 
Think of the chubby, comfortable creature ’ And, 
as Swift has it — to think that such a thing should 
deal in piide’ He pretends that his blessed little 

researches are in some way a fair return to these i emote 
beings for their toil, their suffering, pretends that he 
and his parasitic career are payment for their thwaited 
desires Imagine him bullying his gardener over some 
transplanted geraniums, the thick mist of lies they stand 
in, so that the man docs not immediately, with the edge 
of - spade, smite down his impertinence to the dust 
from which it rose And his case is the case of all 

comfortable lives What a he and sham all civility is, 
all good breeding, all culture and refinement, while one 
poor ragged wretch drags hungry on the earth ’ ” 

‘^But this IS Socialism said Lewisham ” 

No Ism,” said Chaffery, raising his rich voice 
‘‘ Only the ghastly truth of things — the truth that the 
warp and the woof of the world of men is Lying 
Socialism is no lemedy, no ism is a remedy, things 
are so ” 

“ I don’t agree — ” began Lewisham 
‘‘Not with the hopelessness, because you are young, 
but with the description you do ” 
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Well — ^within limits ’’ 

You agree that most respectable positions in the 
woild are tainted with the fraud of our social conditions 
If they were not tainted with fraud they would not be 
respectable Even your own position — Who gave % ou 
the right to marry and prosecute interesting scientific 
studies while other young men rot in mines 
“ I admit ” 

‘‘ You can’t help admitting And here is my position 
Since all ways of life are tainted with fraud, since to 
live and speak the truth is beyond human strength and 
courage — as one finds it — is it not better for a man that 
he engage in some straightforward comparatively harm- 
less cheating, than if he risk his mental integrity m 
some ambiguous position and fall at last into self- 
deception and self-righteousness? That is the essential 
danger That is the thing I always guard against Heed 
that ’ It is the master sin Self-righteousness ’ 

Mr Lewisham pulled at his moustache 
You begin to take me And after all, these worthy 
people do not suffer so greatly If I did not take their 
money some other impostor would Their huge conceit 
of intelligence would breed perhaps some viler swindle 
than my facetious rappings That’s the line our doubt- 
ing bishops take, and why shouldn’t I? For example, 
these people might give it to Public Chanties, minister 
to the fattened secictaiy, the prodigal younger son 
After all, at worst, I am a sort of latter day Robin 
Hood , I take from the rich according to their incomes 
I don’t give to the poor certainly, I don’t get enough 
But — there are other good works Many a poor weak- 
ling have I comforted with Lies, great thumping, silly 
Lies, about the grave ’ Compare me with one of those 
rascals who disseminate phossy jaw and lead poisons, 
compare me with a millionaire who runs a music hall 
with an eye to feminine talent, or an underwriter, or 
the common stocl broker Or any sort of lawyer 

“ There are bishops,” said Chaffery, “ who believe in 
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Darwin and doubt Moses Now I hold myself better 
than they — analogous perhaps but better — for I do ai 
lea&t invent something of the tricks I play — I do do 
that ” 

“ That’s all very well,” began Lewisham 
“ I might forgive them their dishonesty,” said 
Chaffery, ‘‘ but the stupidity of it, the mental self- 
abnegation — Lord * If a solicitor doesn’t swindle in 

the proper shabby-magnificent way, they chuck him for 
unprofessional conduct ” He paused He became 
meditative, and smiled faintly 

“ Now some of my dodges, ’ he said with a sudden 
change of voice, turning towards Lewisham, his eyes 
smiling over his glasses and an emphatic hand patting 
the tablecloth, '‘some of my dodges are damned in- 
genious, }ou know — damned ingenious — and well worth 
double the money they bring me — double ” 

He turned towards the fire again, pulling at his 
smouldering pipe and eyeing Lewisham over the corner 
of his glasses 

“ One or two of my little things would make 
Maskelyne sit up,” he said presently “ They would set 
that mechanical orchestra playing out of pure astonish- 
ment I really must explain some of them to you — 
now we have intermarried ” 

It took Mr Lewisham a minute or so to re foim the 
regiment of his mind, disordered by its headlong pursuit 
of Chaffery’s flying arguments “ But on your principles 
yon might do almost anything*” he said 
“ Precisely * ” said Chaffery 
« But ” 

“It is rather a curious method,” protested Chaffery, 
“ to test one’s principles of action by judging the re 
sultant actions on some other principle, isn’t it ?” 

Lewisham took a moment to think “ I suppose that 
IS so,” he said, in the manner of a man convinced against 
his will 

He perceived his logic insufficient He suddenly 
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thrust the delicacies of argument aside Ceitain sen 
tences he had brought ready for use in his mind came 
up and he delivered them abruptly “ Anyhow,” he 
said, ‘‘ I don’t agree with this cheating In spite ot 
what you say, I hold to what I said m my letter 
Ethel s connection with all these things is at an end I 
shan’t go out of my way to expose you, of course, but 
if It comes in my way I shall speak my mind of all 
these spiritualistic phenomena It’s just as well that 
we should know about where we are ” 

That IS clearly understood, my dear stepson indaw ” 
said ChafFery '' Our present object is discussion ” 

But Ethel ” 

Ethel IS yours,” said ChafFery ‘‘ Ethel is yours,” 
he repeated after an interval, and added pensively — 
to keep ” 

“ But talking of Illusion,” he resumed, dismissing the 
sordid with a sign of relief, ‘‘ I sometimes think with 
Bishop Berkeley, that all experience is probably some 
thing quite different from reality That consciousness 
IS essentially hallucination I here, and you, and our talk 
— It is all Illusion Bring your Science to bear — ^what 
am I ? A cloudy multitude of atoms, an infinite 
play of little cells Is this hand that I hold out, me'' 
This head ? Is the surface of my skin any more than a 
rude average boundary? You say it is my mind that is 
me? But consider the war of motives Suppose I have 
an impulse that I resist — it is / resist it — the impulse 1 
outside me, eh? But suppose that impulse carries me 
and I do the thing — that impulse is part of me, is it 
not ? Ah ’ My brain reels at these mysteries ’ Lord ’ 
what flimsy fluctuating things we are — first this, then 
that, a thought, an impulse, a deed and a forgetting, 
and all the time madly cocksure we are onrselve.. And 
as for you — you who have hardly learned to think for 
more than five or six short years, there vou sit, assured, 
coherent, there you sit in all your inherited original sin 
— Hallucinatory Windlestraw^ — judging and con- 
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demning You know Right from Wrong’ My boy, 
so did Adam and Eve so soon as they* d had deaU 
tngs with the father of hesi 

At the end of the evening whisky and hot water were 
produced, and Chaffery, now in a mood of great 
urbanity, said he had rarely enjoyed anyone’s conversa- 
tion so much as Lewisham’s, and insisted upon eveiy- 
one having whisky Mrs Chaffery and Ethel added 
sugar and lemon Lewisham felt an instantaneous mild 
surprise at the sight of Ethel drinking giog 

At the door Mrs Chaffery kissed Lewisham an effusive 
good-b}e and told Ethel she really believed it was all 
for the best 

On the way home Lewisham was thoughtful and pre- 
occupied The problem of Chaffery assumed enoimons 
proportions At times indeed even that gooa man’s 
own philosophical sketch of himself as a piactical ex 
ponent of mental sincerity touched with humour and 
the artistic spirit, seemed plausible Lagune was an 
undeniable ass, and conceivably psychic research was an 
incentive to tricleiy Then he lemembered the matter 
m his relation to Ethel 

“Your stepfather is a little hard to follow,” he said 
at last, sitting on the bed and taking off one boot 
“ He’s dodgy — he’s so confoundedly dodgy One 
doesn’t know where to take hold of him He’s got such 
a bieak he’s clean bowled me again and again ” 

He thought for a space, and then removed his boot 
and sat with it on his knee “ Of course ’ ill that 

he said was wrong — quite wrong Right is light and 
cheating is cheating, whatever you say about it ” 
“That’s what I feel about him,” said Ethel at the 
looking-glas “ That’s exactly how it seems to me ” 




The Campaign Opens 


n 

N Saturday Lewisham was first through the folding 
doors In a moment he reappeared with a document 
extended Mrs Lewisham stood arrested with her dress 
skirt in her hand, astonished at the astonishment on his 
face say’” said Lewisham, “just look here’” 

She looked at the book that he held open before her, 
and perceived that its vertical ruling betokened a sordid 
import, that its list of items in an illegible mixture of 
English and German was lengthy “ i kettle of coals 
6d ” occurred legularly down that portentous array and 
buttoned it all together It was Madam Gadow s first 
bill Ethel took it out of his hand and examined it 
closer It looked no smaller closer The overcharges 
were scandalous It was curious how the humour of 
calling a scuttle “ kettle ” had evaporated 

That document, I take it, was the end of Mr Lewis 
ham’s informal honeymoon Its advent was the snap of 
that bright Prince Rupert’s drop, and in a moment — 
Dust For a glorious week he had lived in the per 
su.*sion that life was made of love and mystery, and now 
he was reminded with singular clearness that it was 
begotten of a struggle for existence and the Will to 
1021 



1022 LOVE AND MR LEWISHAM 


Lne ‘‘Confounded imposition’” fumed Mr Lewis 
ham, and the breakfast table was novel and ominous, 
mutterings towards anger on the one hand and a certain 
consternation on the other “ I must give her a talking 
to this afternoon,” said Lewisham at his watch, and 
after he had bundled his books into the shiny black bag, 
he gave the first of his kisses that was not a distinct and 
self-subsisting ceremony It was usage and done in a 
hurry, and the door slammed as he went his way to the 
schools Ethel was not coming tliat morning, because 
by special request and because she wanted to help him 
she was going to copy out some of his botanical notes 
which had fallen into arrears 

On his wav to the schools Lewisham felt something 
suspiciously near a sinking of the heart His pre 
occupation was essentially arithmetical The thing that 
engaged his mind to the exclusion of all other matters 
is best expressed in the recognised business form 


Dr 

Cash in hand 

£ 

s 

Mr L 

13 

10 

Mrs L 

12 

At Bank 

45 

0 

To Scholarship 

1 

i 


\ Cr £ s d 

By bus fares to South Kensmg 
ton (late) 2 

By 6 lunches at the Students 
Club 5 2J 

By 2 packets of cigarettes (to 
smoke after dinner) 6 

By marriage and elopement 4 18 to 
By nccessa 3 subsequent addi 
tions to bride s trousseau 16 1 

By housekeeping exs 1 1 4^ 

By A ew little things 
bought b} housekeeper 15 3A 

Bj Madam Gadow for coal 
lodging and attendance (as 
per account rendered) its o 

By missing 4 

By balance 50 ri 2 


£60 o 


£60 


From this it will be manifest to the most unbusiness- 
like that, disregarding the extraordinary expenditure on 
the marriage, and the by no means final “ few little 
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things ” Ethel had bought, outgoings exceeded income 
by two pounds and more, and a biief excursion into 
arithmetic will demonstiate that in five and twenty 
weel s the balance of the account would be nothing 
But that guinea a week was not to go on for five 
and twenty weeks, but simply for fifteen, and then the 
net outgoings will be well over three guineas, reducing 
the “ law ’’ accorded our young couple to two and 
twenty weel s These det^ls are tiresome and disagree- 
able, no doubt, to the refined readei, but just imagine 
how much more disagreeable they were to Mr 
Lewisham, trudging meditative to the schools You 
*will understand his slipping out of the laboratory and 
betaking himself to the Educational Reading room, and 
how it was that the observant Smithers, grinding his 
lecture notes against the now imminent second examina- 
tion for the “ Forbes,” was presently perplexed to the 
centre of his being by the spectacle of Lewisham intent 
upon a pile of current periodicals, the Educational 
Times, the Journal of Education, the Schoolmaster, 
Science and Art, the University Correspondent, Nature, 
the Athenceum the Academy and the Author 

Smithers remarked the appearance of a notebook, 
the jotting down of memoranda He edged into the 
bav nearest Lewisham’s table and approached him sud- 
denly from the flank “What are you after?” said 
Smithers in a noisy whisper and with a detective eve 
on the papers He perceived Lewisham was scrutinis- 
ing the advertisement columns, and his perplexity 
increased 

“ Oh — nothing,” said Lewisham blandly, with his 
hand falling casually over his memoranda , “ what’s 
your particular little game?” 

“ Nothing much,” said Smithers, “ just mooching ? 
round You weren’t at the meeting last Friday ?” 

He turned a chan, knelt on it, and began whisper- 
ing over the back about Debating Society politics 
Lewisham was inattentive and brief What had he to 

33 
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do with these puerilities At last Smithers went away 
foiled, and met Parkson by the entrance Parkson, by 
the bye, had not spoken to Lewisham since their pain- 
ful misunderstanding He made a wide detour to his 
seat at the end table, and so, and by a singular recti 
tude of bearing and a dignified expression, showed him- 
self aware of Lewisham’s offensive presence 

Lewisham’s investigations were twofold He wanted 
to discover some way of adding materially to that 
weekly guinea by his own exertions, and he wanted 
to learn the conditions of the market for typewriting 
Foi himself he had a vague idea, an idea subsequently 
abandoned, that it was possible to get teaching work in 
evening classes during the month of March But 
except by reason of sudden death, no evening class in 
London changes its staff after September until July 
comes round again Private tuition, moreover, offered 
many attractions to him, but no definite proposals His 
ideas of his own possibilities were youthful, or he 
would not have spent time in noting the conditions of 
application for a vacant professorship in physics at the 
Melbourne University He also made a note of the 
vacant editorship of a monthly magazine devoted to 
social questions He would not have minded doing 
that sort of thing at all, though the proprietor might 
There was also a vacant curatorship in the Museum of 
Eton College 

The typewriting business was less varied and more 
definite Those were the days before the violent com- 
petition of the half educated had brought things down 
to an impossible tenpence the thousand words, and the 
prevailing price was as high as one-and-six Calculating 
that Ethel could do a thousand words in an hour and 
that she could work five or six hours in the day, it was 
evident that her contributions to the household expenses 
would be bv no means despicable, thirty shillings a 
week perhaps Lewisham was naturally elated at this 
discovery He could find no advertisements of authors 
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or others seeking typewriting, but he saw that a great 
number of typists advertised themselves in the literary 
papers It was evident Ethel also must advertise 
“ ‘ Scientific phraseology a speciality ’ might be put,^^ 
meditated Lewisham He returned to his lodgings in 
a hopeful mood with quite a bundle of memoranda of 
possible employment He spent five shillings upon 
stamps on the way 

After lunch, Lewisham — a little short of breath — 
asked to see Madam Gadow She came up in the most 
affable frame of mind, nothing could be further from 
the normal indignation of the British landlady She 
was very voluble, gesticulatory and lucid, but un- 
happily bi-lingual, and at all the crucial points German 
Mr Lewisham’s natural politeness restrained him from 
too close a pursuit across the boundary of the two im- 
perial tongues Quite half an hour’s amicable discus- 
sion led at last to a reduction of sixpence, and all paities 
professed themselves satisfied with this result 

Madam Gadow was quite cool even at the end Mr 
Lewisham was flushed in the face, red eared, and his 
hair slightly disordered, but that sixpence was at any 
rate an admission of the justice of his claim “ She 
was evidently trying it on,” he said almost apologetically 
to Ethel “ It was absolutely necessary to present a 
firm front to her I doubt if we shall have any trouble 
again 

“Of course what she says about kitchen coals is 
perfectly just ” 

Then the young couple went for a walk in Kensing- 
ton Gardens, and — the spring afternoon was so warm 
and pleasant — sat on two attractive green chairs near 
the band stand, for which Lewisham had subsequently 
to pay twopence They had what Ethel called a 
“ serious talk ” She was really wonderfully sensible 
and discussed the situation exhaustively She was par- 
ticularly insistent upon the importance of economy in 
her domestic disbursements and deplored her general 
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Ignorance very earnestly It was decided that Lewisham 
should get a good elementary textbook of domestic 
economy for her private study At home Mrs ChafFery 
guided her house by the oracular items of ‘‘ Enquire 
Within upon Everything,” but Lewisham considered 
that work unscientific 

Ethel was also of opinion that much might be learnt 
from the sixpenny ladies’ papers — the penny ones had 
hardly begun in those days She had bought such 
publications during seasons of affluence, but chiefly, as 
she now deplored, with an eye to the trimming of hats 
and suchlike vanities The sooner the typewriter came 
the better It occurred to Lewisham with unpleasant 
suddenness that he had not allowed for the purchase 
of a typewriter in his estimate of their resources It 
brought their ‘^law” down to twelve or thirteen weeks 

They spent the evening in writing and copying a 
number of letters, addressing envelopes and enclosing 
stamps There were optimistic moments 

** Melbourne’s a fine city,’ said Lewisham, ‘‘ and we 
should have a glorious voyage out ” He read the 
application for the Melbourne professorship out loud 
to her, just to see how it read, and she was greatly im- 
pressed by the list of his accomplishments and suc- 
cesses “ I did not know you knew half those things,” 
she said, and became depressed at her relative illiteracy 
It was natural, after such encouragement, to write to the 
scholastic agents m a tone of assured consequence 

The advertisement for typewriting in the Athenceum 
troubled his conscience a little After he had copied 
out his draft with its Scientific phraseology a 
speciality,” fine and large, he saw the notes she had 
written out for him Her hand writing was still lound 
and boyish, even as it had appeared in the Whortley 
avenue, but her punctuation was confined to the erratic 
comma and the dash, and there was a disposition to 
spell the imperfectly legible along the line of least 
resistance However, he dismissed that matter with a 
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resolve to read over and correct anything in that way 
that she might have sent her to do It would not be 
a bad idea, he thought parenthetically, if he himself 
read up some sound authority on the punctuation of 
sentences 

They sat at this business quite late, heedless of the 
examination in botany that came on the morrow It 
was very bright and cosy in their little room with their 
fire burning, the gas lit and the curtains drawn, and the 
number of applications they had written made them 
hopeful She was flushed and enthusiastic, now flitting 
about the room, now coming close to him and leaning 
over him to see what he had done At Lewisham’s 
request she got him the envelopes from the chest of 
drawers “ You are a help to a chap,” said Lewisham, 
leaning back from the table “ I feel I could do any- 
thing for a girl like you — anything ” 

“ Really she cried “ Really ’ Am I really a 
help?” 

Lewisham’s face and gesture were all assent She 
gave a little cry of delight, stood for a moment, and 
then by way of practical demonstration of her unflinch- 
ing helpfulness, hurried round the table towards him 
with arms extended “You dear*” she cried 

Lewisham, partially embraced, pushed his chair back 
with his disengaged arm, so that she might sit on his 
knee 

Who could doubt that she was a help? 
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j^EWISHAM’S inquiries for evening teaching and 
private tuition were essentially provisional measures 
His proposals for a more permanent establishment dis- 
played a certain defect in his sense of proportion 
That Melbourne professorship, for example, was 
beyond his merits, and there were aspects of things 
that would have affected the welcome of himself and 
his wife at Eton At the outset he was inclined to 
regard the South Kensington scholar as the intellectual 
salt of the earth, to overrate the abundance of decent 
things” yielding from one hundred and fifty to three 
hundred a year, and to disregard the competition of 
such inferior enterprises as the universities of Oxford, 
Cambridge, and the literate North But the scholastic 
agents to whom he went on the following Saturday did 
much in a quiet way to disabuse his mind 

Mr Blendershin’s chief assistant in the grimy little 
office in Oxford Street cleared up the matter so vigor- 
1028 


THE FIRST BATTLE 


1029 

ously that Lewisham was angered Head Master of 
an endowed school, perhaps*” said Mr Blendershm’s^ 
chief assistant Lord * — ^why not a bishopric? I 

say — as Mr Blendershin entered smoking an assertive 
cigar — “one and twenty, no degree, no games, two 
veais’ experience as junior — ^wants a headmastership of 
an endowed school’’ He spoke so loudly that it ivas 
inevitable the selectors of clients in the waiting room 
should hear, and he pointed with his pen 

‘Look here’” said Lewisham hotly, “if I knew the 
ways of the market I shouldn’t come to you ” 

Mr Blendershin stared at Lewisham for a moment 
“What’s he done in the way of certificates?” asked Mr 
Blendershin of the assistant 

The assistant read a list of ’ologies and ’ographies 
“ Fifty resident,” said Mr Blendershin concisely — 
“ that’s your figure Sixty, if you’re lucky ” 

“ What said Mr Lewisham 
“ Not enough for you ?” 

“ Not nearly ” 

“ You can get a Cambridge graduate for eighty 
resident — and grateful,” said Mr Blendershin 

“ But I don’t want a resident post,” said Lewisham 
“ Precious few non-resident shops,” said Mr Blen 
dershin “ Precious few They want you for dor 
mitory supervision — and they’re afraid of your taking 
pups outside ” 

“ Not married by any chance ?” said the assistant sud- 
denly, after an attentive study of Lewisham’s face 
“Well — er’ Lewisham met Mr Blendershin’s eye 
“Yes,” he said 

The assistant was briefly unprintable “ Lord ’ 
you’ll have to keep that dark,” said Mr Blendershin 
“ But you have got a tough bit of hoeing before you 
If I was you I’d go on and get my degree now you’re 
so near it You’ll stand a better chance ” 

Pause 

“The fact is,” said Lewisham slowly and looking 
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at his boot toes, “ I must be doing sopiethtng while I 
am getting my degree” 

The assistant whistled softly 

“ Might get you a visiting job, perhaps,” said Mr 
Blendershin speculatively “Just read me those items 
again, Binks ” He listened attentively ‘‘ Objects to 
religious teaching^ — Eh?” He stopped the reading by 
a gesture “1 hat’s nonsense You can’t have every- 
thing, you know Scratch that out You won’t get a 
place in anv middle class school m England if )ou 
object to religious teaching It’s the mothers — bless 
’em f Say nothing about it Don’t believe — ^who does ? 
There’s hundreds like }ou, vou know — hundreds 

Parsons — all sorts Say nothing about it ” 

“But if I’m asked?” 

“ Church of England Every man in this country 
who has not dissented belongs to the Church of 
England It’ll be hard enough to get you anything 
without that ” 

“ But — ” said Mr Lewisham “ It’s lying ” 

“ Legal fiction,” said Mr Blendershin “ Everyone 
understands If you don’t do that, my dear chap, we 
can’t do anything for you It’s journalism, or London 
docks Well, considering your experience — say docks ’ 
Lewisham’s face flushed irregularly He did not 
answer He scowled and tugged at the still by no 
means ample moustache 

“Compromise, you know,” said Mr Blendershin, 
watching him kindly “ Compromise ” 

For the first time in his life Lewisham faced the 
necessity of telling a he in cold blood He glissaded 
from the austere altitudes of his self respect and his 
next words were already disingenuous 

“ I won’t promise to tell lies if I’m asked,” he said 
aloud “ I can’t do that ” 

“ Scratch it out,” said Blendershin to the clerk 
“ You needn’t mention it Then you don’t say you 
can teach drawing ” 
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I can’t,” said Lewisham 

‘ You just give out the copies,” said Blendershm, 
* and take care they don’t see you draw, you know” 

“ But that’s not teaching drawing ” 

“ It s what’s understood by it in this country,” said 
Blendershm “ Don t you go corrupting your mind 
with pedagogueries They’re the rum of assistants 

Put down drawing Then there’s shorthand ” 

‘‘ Here, I sav ’ ’ said Lewisham 
“Theie’s shorthand, French, book keeping, commer- 
cial geography, land measuring ’ 

“But I can’t teach any of those things’” 

“ Look here,” said Blendershm, and paused “ Has 
your wife or you a private income?” 

“ No,” said Lewisham 
“ Well?” 

A pause of further moral descent, and a whack 
against an obstacle “ But they will find me out,” said 
Lewisham 

Blendershm smiled “ It’s not so much ability as 
willingness to teach, you know And they won’t find 
you out The sort of schoolmaster we deal with can’t 
find anything out He can’t teach any of these things 
himself — and consequently he doesn’t believe they can 
be taught Talk to him of pedagogics and he talks of 
practical experience But he puts ’em on his pros- 
pectus, you know, and he wants ’em on his time table 
Some of these subjects — There’s commercial geo- 
graphy, for instance What is commercial geography?” 

“ Barilla,” said the assistant biting the end of his pen, 
and added pensively, “ and blethers ” 

“ Fad, ’ said Blendershm “ Just fad Newspapers 
talk rot about commercial education, Duke of Devon- 
shire catches on and talks ditto — pretends he thought 
of It himself — much he cares — ^parents get hold of it 
— schoolmasters obliged to put something down, conse 
quently assistants must And that’s the end of the 
matter 

33 * 
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“A// right,” said Lewisham catching his breath in a 
faint sob of shame “ Stick ’em down But mind — a 
non resident place ” 

“Well,” said Blendershm, “your science may pull 
you through But I tell you it’s hard Some grant- 
earning grammar school may want that And that’s 
about all, I think Make a note of the address ” 

The assistant made a noise, something between a 
whistle and the word “ Fee ” Blendershm glanced at 
Lewisham and nodded doubtfully 

‘ Fee for booking,” said the assistant, “ half a crown 
Postage — in advance — half a crown ” 

But Lewisham remembered certain advice Dunkerley 
had given him in the old Whortley days He hesi- 
tated “ No,” he said “ I don’t pay that If you 
get me anything there’s the commission — if you 
don’t ” 

“We lose,” supplied the assistant 

“ And you ought to, ’ said Lewisham “ It’s a fair 
game ” 

“ Living in London asked Blendershm 

“ Yes,” said the clerk 

“That’s all right,” said Mr Blendershm “We 
won’t say anything about the postage m that case 
Of course it’s the off season, and you mustn’t expect 
anything at present very much Sometimes there’s a 
shift or so at Easter There’s nothing more 

Afternoon Anyone else, Bmks?” 

Messrs Maskelyne, Smith and Thrums did a higher 
class of work than Blendershm, whose specialities were 
lowei class private establishments and the cheaper sort 
of endowed schools Indeed, so superior were Mas- 
kelyne, Smith and Thrums that they enraged Lewisham 
by refusing at first to put him on their books He was 
interviewed briefly by a young man dressed and speak- 
ing with?*offensive precision, whose eye adheied rigidly 
to the waterproof collar throughout the interview 

“ Hardly our line,” he said, and pushed Lewisham a 
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form to fill up “ Mostly upper class and good pre- 
paratory schools here, yon know ” 

As Lewisham filled up the form with his multi- 
tudinous “ ’ologies ” and “ ’ographies,” a youth of ducal 
appearance entered and greeted the precise young man 
in a friendly way Lewisham, bending down to write, 
perceived that this professional rival wore a very long 
frock coat, patent leather boots, and the most beautiful 
grey trousers His conceptions of competition enlarged 
The precise young man by a motion of his eyes directed 
the newcomer’s attention to Lewisham’s waterproof 
collar, and was answered by raised eyebrows and a faint 
tightening of the mouth ‘‘That bounder at Castle- 
ford has answered me,” said the newcomer in a fine 
rich voice “ Is he any bally good 

When the bounder at Castleford had been discussed 
Lewisham presented his paper, and the precise young 
man with his eye still fixed on the waterproof collar 
took the document in the manner of one who reaches 
across a gulf “ I doubt if we shall be able to do any- 
thing for you,” he said reassuringly “ But an English 
mastership may chance to be vacant Science doesn’t 
count for much in our sort of schools, you know 
sClassics and good games — that’s our sort of thing ” 

‘ I see,” said Lewisham 

“ Good games, good form, you know, and all that 
sort of thing ” 

“ I see,” said Lewisham 

“ You don’t happen to be a public school boy?” asked 
the precise voung man 
“ No,” said Lewisham 
“Where were you educated?” 

Lewisham’s face grew hot “Does that matter?” he 
asked with his eye on the exquisite grey trousering 
“ In our sort of school — decidedly It’s a question of 
tone, you know ” 

“ I see,” said Lewisham, beginning to realise new 
limitations His immediate impulse was to escape the 
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eye of the nicely dressed assistant master ‘‘You’ll 
write, I suppose, if you have anything,” he said, and 
the precise young man responded with alacrity to his 
doorward motion 

“Often get that kind of thing?” asked the nicely 
dressed young man when Lewisham had departed 
“ Rather Not quite so bad as that, you know 
That waterproof collar — did you notice it? Ugh’ 
And — ‘ I see ’ And the scowl and the clumsiness of 
It Of course he hasn’t any decent clothes — he d go 
to a new shop with one tin box ’ But that sort of thing 
— and board school teachers — they’re getting every 
where ’ Only the other day — ^Rowton was here ” 

“ Not Rowton of Pinner ?” 

“Yes, Rowton of Pinner And he asked right out 
for a board school master He said, ‘ I want someone 
who can teach arithmetic ’ ” 

He laughed The nicely dressed young man medi 
tated over the handle of his cane “ A bounder of that 
kind can’t have a particularly nice time,” he said, “ any- 
how If he does get into a decent school, he must get 
tremendously cut by all the decent men ” 

“Too thick-skinned to mind that sort of thing, I 
fancy,” said the scholastic agent “ He’s a new type 
This South Kensington place and the polytechnics are 
turning him out by the hundred ” 

Lewisham forgot his resentment at having to pro- 
fess a religion he did not believe, in this new discovery 
of the scholastic importance of clothing He went 
along with an eye to all the shop windows that afforded 
a view of his person Indisputably his trousers were 
ungainly, flapping abominably over his boots and 
bagging terribly at the knees, and his boots were not 
only worn and ugly but extremely ill blacked His 
wrists projected offensively from his coat sleeves, he 
perceived a huge asymmetry in the collar of his jacket, 
his red tie was\skew and^ill tied, and that waterproof 
collar’ It was shiny slightly discoloured, suddenly 
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clammy to the neck What if he did happen to be 
well equipped for science teaching? That was nothing 
He speculated on the cost of a complete outfit It 
would be difficult to get such grey trousers as those 
he had seen for less than sixteen shillings and he 
reckoned a frock coat at forty shillings at least — ^possibly 
even more He knew good clothes were very expensive 
He hesitated at Poole’s door and turned away The 
thing was out of the question He crossed Leicester 
Square and went down Bedford Street disliking every 
well-dressed person he met 

Messrs Danks and Wimborne inhabited a bank-like 
establishment near Chancery Lane, and without any 
conversation presented him with forms to fill up Re- 
ligion? asked the form Lewisham paused and wrote 
Church of England ** 

Thence he went to the College of Pedagogues m 
Holborn The College of Pedagogues presented itself 
as a long-bearded, corpulent, comfortable person with 
a ^hin gold watch chain and fat hands He wore gilt 
glasses and had a kindly confidential manner that did 
much to heal Lewisham’s wounded feelings The 
’ologies and ’ographies were taken down with polite 
surprise at their number “ You ought to take one of 
our diplomas,’ said the stout man ‘^You would find 
no difficulty No competition And there are prizes — 
several prizes — in money ” 

Lewisham was not aware that the waterproof collar 
had found a sympathetic observer 

“We give courses of lectures, and have an examina- 
tion in the theory and practice of education It is the 
only examination in the theory and practice of educa- 
tion for men engaged in middle and upper class teach- 
ing in this country Except the Teacher’s Diploma 
And so few come — not two hundred a year Mostly 
governesses The men prefer to teach by rule of 
thumb, you know English characteristic — rule of 
thumb It doesn’t do to say anything of course 
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— but there’s bound to be — something happen — 
something a little disagreeable — somewhen, if things 
go on as they do American schools keep on getting 
better — German too What used to do won’t do now 
I tell this to you, you know, but it doesn t do to tell 
everyone It doesn’t do It doesn’t do to do any- 
thing So much has to be considered However 
But you d do well to get a diploma and make your- 
self efficient Though that’s looking ahead ” 

He spoke of looking ahead with an apologetic laugh 
as though It was an amiable weakness of his He 
turned from such abstruse matters and furnished Lewis- 
ham with the particulars of the college diplomas, and 
proceeded to other possibilities There’s private 
tuition,” he said Would you mind a backward boy? 
Then we are occasionally asl ed for visiting masters 
Mostly by girls’ schools But that’s for older men — 
married men, you know ” 

I am married,” said Lewisham 

said the College of Pedagogues, startled 
I am married,” said Lewisham 
“ Dear me,” said the College of Pedagogues gravely, 
and regarding Mr Lewisham over gold-rimmed glasses 
Dear me ’ And I am more than twice your age, 
and I am not married at all One and twenty ^ Have 
you — ^have you been married long?” 

“ A few weeks,” said Lewisham 
‘‘ That’s very remarkable,” said the College of Peda- 
gogues ‘Wery interesting Really^ Your wife 

must be a very courageous voung person Excuse 

me* You know — You will really have a hard fight 
for a position However — it certainly makes you 

eligible for girls’ schools, it does do that To a certain 
extent, that is ” 

The evidently enhanced respect of the College of 
Pedagogues pleased Lewisham extremely But his 
encounter with the Medical, Scholastic and Clerical 
Agency that holds by Waterloo Bridge was depressing 
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again, and after that he set out to walk home Long 
befoie he reached home he was tired, and his simple 
pride m being married and in active grapple with an 
unsympathetic world had passed His surrender on 
the religious question had left a rankling bitterness 
behind it, the problem of the clothes was acutely 
painful He was still far from a firm grasp of the 
fact that his market price was under rather than over 
one hundred pounds a year, but that persuasion was 
gaining ground in his mind 

The day was a greyish one, with a dull cold wind, 
and a nail in one of his boots took upon itself to be 
objectionable Certain wild shots and disastrous lapses 
m his recent botanical examination, that he had managed 
to keep out of his mind hitherto, forced their way on 
his attention For the first time since his marriage he 
harboured premonitions of failure 

When he got in he wanted to sit down at once in 
the little creaky chair by the fire, but Ethel came flit 
ting from the newly bought typewriter with arms 
extended and prevented him *‘Oh^ — it has been 
dull,” she said 

He missed the compliment “ 1 haven’t had such a 
giddy time that you should grumble,” he said, m a 
tone that was novel to her He disengaged himself 
from her arms and sat down He noticed the expres 
sion of her face 

“ I’m rather tired,” he said by way of apology 
And there’s a confounded nail I must hammer down 
in my boot It’s tiring work hunting up these agents, 
but of course it’s better to go and see them How 
have you been getting on ?” 

“ All right,” she said regarding him And then, 
^^You are tired We’ll have some tea And — let me 
take off your boot for you, dear Yes — I will ” 

She rang the bell, bustled out of the room, called for 
tea at the staircase, came back, pulled out Madam 
Gadow’s ungainly hassock and began unlacing his boot 
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Lewisham’s mood changed “You are a trump, Ethel,” 
he said, “I’m hanged if you’re not” As the laces 
flicl ed he bent forward and kissed her ear The 
unlacing was suspended and there were reciprocal 
endearments 

Presently he was sitting in his slippers, \Mth a cup 
of tea in his hand, and Ethel, kneeling on the hearthrug 
with the firelight on her face, was telling him of an 
answer that had come that afternoon to her advertise- 
ment in the Athenceum 

“ That’s good,” said Lewisham 

“ It’s a novelist,” she said with a light of pride in 
her eyes, and handed him the letter “ Lucas Holder- 
ness, the author of ^ The Furnace of Sin ’ and other 
stories ” 

“That’s first rate, said Lewisham with just a touch 
of envy, and bent forward to read by the firelight 
The letter was from an address in Judd Street, Euston 
Road, written on good paper and m a fair round hand 
such as one might imagine a novelist using “ Dear 
Madam,” said the letter, “ I piopose to send you, by 
registered letter, the MS of a three-volume novel It 
is about 90,000 words — but you must count the exact 
number ” 

“ How I shall count I don’t know,” said Ethel 
** I’ll show you a way,” said Lewisham “ There’s no 
difficulty in that You count the words on three o^ four 
pages, strike an average, and multiply ” 

“ But of course, before doing so I must have a 
satisfactory guarantee that my confidence in putting my 
work in your hands will not be misplaced and that your 
execution is of the necessary high quality ” 

“ Oh said Lewisham, “ that’s a bother ” 

“ Accordingly I must ask you for references ” 

“ That’s a downright nuisance,” said Lewisham “ I 
suppose that ass Lagune But what’s this ? ^ Or, 

failing references, for a deposit ’ That’s reason- 
able, I suppose ” 
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It was such a moderate deposit too — meiely a guinea 
Even had the doubt been stronger, the aspect of helpful 
hopeful little Ethel eager for work might well have 
thrust It aside “ Sending him a cheque will show him 
we have a banking account behind us,” said Lewisham 
— his banking was still sufficiently recent for pride 
*‘We will send him a cheque That 11 settle him all 
right ” 

That evening after the guinea cheque had been 
despatched, things were further biightened by the 
arrival of a letter of atrociously jellygraphed advices from 
Messrs Danks and Wimborne They all referred to 
resident vacancies for which Lewisham was manifestly 
unsuitable, nevertheless their arrival brought an encour 
aging assurance of things going on, o^ shifting and un- 
stable places m the defences of the beleaguered world 
Afterwards, with occasional endearments for Ethel, he 
set himself to a revision of his last year s notebooks, for 
now the bot^ry was finished, the advanced zoological 
course — the last lap, as it were, for the Forbes medal — 
was beginning She got her best hat from the next 
room to make certain changes in the arrangement of its 
trimming She sat in the little chair, while Lewisham, 
with documents spread before him, sat at the table 
PiCsently she looked up from an experimental arrange 
ment of her cornflowers, and discovered Lewisham 
no longer reading, but staring blankly at the middle of 
the table cloth with an extraordinary misery m his eyes 
She forgot the cornflowers and stared at him 
Penny,” she said after an interval 
I ewisham staited and looked up Eh 
Why were you looking so miserable she asked 
Was I looking miserable 
'‘Yes Arid cross r 

" I was thinking just then that I would like to boil 
a bishop or so in oil ” 

" My dear»” 

" They know perfectly well the case against what they 
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teach, they know it’s neither madness nor wicl edncss 
nor any gieat haim to others, not to believe, thev kno v 
perfectlv well that a man may be as honest as the day, 
and right — right and decent in every way — and not 
believe in what they teach And they know that it only 
wants the edge off a man’s honour, for him to profess 
anything in the way of belief Just anything A.nd 
they won’t say so I suppose they want the edge off 
every man’s honour If a man is well off they will 
truckle to him no end, though he laughs at all their 
teaching They’ll take gold plate from company pio- 
moters and rent from insanitary houses But if a man 
IS poor and doesn’t profess to believe in what some of 
them scarcely believe themselves, they wouldn’t lift a 
finger to help him against the ignorance of their 
followers Your stepfather was right enough there 
They know what’s going on They know that it means 
lying and humbug for any number of people, and 
thev don’t care Why should they? They^ve got it 
down all right They’re spoilt and why shouldn’t 
we be?” 

Lewisham ha\ing selected the bishops as scapegoats 
for his turpitude, was inclined to ascribe even the nail 
in his boot to their agency 

Mrs Lewisham looked puzzled She realised his 
drift 

You’re not,” she said, and dropped her voice, an 
m’fidel 

Lewisham nodded gloomily ‘‘Aren’t you?’ he said 

“Oh no,” said Mrs Lewisham 

“ But you don’t go to church, you don’t ” 

“No, I don’t,’ said Mrs Lewisham, and then with 
more assurance, “ But I’m not an infidel ” 

“ Christian ?” 

“ I suppose so ” 

“But a Christian — What do you believe?” 

“Oh’ to tell the truth, and do right, and not hurt 
or injure people and all that ” 
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That’s not a Christian A Christian is one who 
believes ” 

‘‘It’s what / mean by a Christian,’ said Mrs 
Lewisham 

“Oh’ at that rate anyone’s a Christian,” said 
I ewibham ‘‘We all think its right to do right and 
wrong to do wrong ” 

“ But we don’t all do it,” said Mrs Lewisham, taking 
up the cornflowers again 

“No,” said Lewisham, a little taken aback by the 
feminine method of discussion “We don’t all do it — 
certainly ” He stared at her foi a moment — her head 
was a little on one side and her eyes on the corn 
flowers — and his mind was full of a strange discovery 
He seemed on the verge of speaking, and turned to his 
notebook again 

Very soon the centre of the table cloth resumed its 
sway 

The following day Mr Lucas Holderness received 
his cheque for a guinea Unhappily it was crossed He 
meditated for some time and then took pen and ink and 
improved Lew isham s careless “ one ” to “ flve ” and 
touched up his unticked figure one to correspond 

You perceive him, a lank, cadaverous, good looking 
man with long black hair and a semi clerical costume of 
quite painful rustiness He made the emendations with 
grave carefulness He took the cheque round to his 
grocer His grocer looked at it suspiciously 

“You pay it m,” said Mr Lucas Holderness, “if 
you’ve anv doubts about it Pay it in / don’t know 
the man or what he is He may be a swindler for all I 
can tell / can’t answer for him Pay it in and see 
Leave the change till then I can wait I’ll call round 
in a few days’ time ” 

“All right, wasn’t it?” said Mr Lucas Holderness 
m a casual tone two days later 

“ Quite, sir,” said the grocer with enhanced respect. 
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and handed him his four pounds thirteen and sixpence 
change 

Mr Lucas Holderness, who had been eyeing the 
grocer’s stock with a curious intensity, immediately 
became animated and bought a tin of salmon He went 
out of the shop with the rest of the money in his hand, 
for the pockets of his clothes were old and untrust 
worthy At the baker’s he bought a new roll 

He bit a huge piece of the roll directly he was out 
of the shop, and went on his way gnawing It was so 
large a piece that his gnawing mouth was contorted into 
the ugliest shapes He swallowed by an effort, stretch 
ing his neck each time His eyes expressed an animal 
satisfaction He turned the corner of Judd Stieet biting 
again at the roll, and the reader of this story, like the 
Lewishams, hears of him no more 






TWENTY-SIXTH 


The Glamour Fades 


.-^jLFTER all, the rosy lo\e making and marrying and 
Epithalamy are no more than the dawns of things, 
and to follow comes all the spacious interval of white 
laborious light Try as we may to stay those delightful 
moments, they fade and pass remorselessly, there is no 
returning, no recovering, only — for the foolish — the 
vilest peep shows and imitations in dens and darkened 
rooms We go on — we grow At least we age Our 
young couple, emerging presently from an atmosphere 
of dusk and morning stars, found the sky gathering 
greyly overhead and saw one another for the first time 
clearly m the light of every day 

It might perhaps witness better to Lewisham’s refine 
ment if one could tell only of a moderated and dignified 
cooling, of pathetic little concealments of disappoint- 
ment and a decent maintenance of the sentimental 
atmosphere And so at last daylight But our young 
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couple were loo crude for that The first intimations 
of their lack of identity have already been described, 
but it would be tedious and pitiful to tell of all the 
little intensifications, shade by shade, of the conflict of 
their individualities They fell out, dear lady • They 
came to conflict of words The stress of perpetual 
worry was upon them, of dwindling funds and the 
anxious search for work that would not come And on 
Ethel lav long, vacant, lonely hours in dull surround- 
ings Differences arose from the most indifferent things, 
one night Lewisham lay awake in unfathomable amaze- 
ment because she had convinced him she did not care a 
rap for the Welfare of Humanity, and deemed his 
Socialism a fancy and an indiscretion And one Sunday 
afternoon they started for a walk under the pleasantest 
auspices, and returned flushed and angry, satire and 
retort flying free — on the score of the social conventions 
in Ethel’s novelettes For some inexplicable reason 
Lewisham saw fit to hate her novelettes very bitterly 
These encounters indeed were mere skirmishes for the 
most part, and the silences and embarrassments that fol- 
lowed ended sooner or later in a making up,” tacit 
or definite, though once or twice this making up only 
re-opened the healing wound And always each 
skirmish left its scar, effaced from yet another line of 
their lives the lingering tints of romantic colour 

There came no work, no added income for either of 
them, saving two trifles, for five long months Once 
Lewisham won twelve shillings in the prize competition 
of a penny weekly, and three times came infinitesimal 
portions of typewriting from a poet who had appaiently 
seen the Aihencsum advertisement His name was 
Edwin Peak Baynes and his handwriting was sprawling 
and unformed He sent her several short lyrics on 
scraps of paper with instructions that he desired three 
copies of each written beautifully in different styles” 
and not fastened with metal fasteners but with silk 
thread of an appropriate colour” Both of our young 
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people were greatly exercised bv these instructions 
One fragment was called Bird Song,” one ‘‘ Cloud 
Shadows,’ and one “ Ervngmm,’ but Lewisham thought 
they might be spoken of collectively as Bosh By way 
of payment, this poet sent, in contravention of the postal 
regulations, half a sovereign stuck into a card, asking her 
to keep the balance against future occasions In a little 
while, greatly altered copies of these lyrics weie returned 
bv the poet in person, with this enigmatical instruction 
wiitten acioss the cover of each * This style I like, 
onh if possible more so ” 

Lewisham was out, but Ethel opened the door, so 
this endorsement was unnecessary He’s really 
only a boy,” said Ethel, describing the mteiview to 
Lewisham, who was curious They both felt that the 
jouthfulness of Edwin Peak Baynes detracted something 
fiom the reality of this employment 

From his marriage until the final examination in 
June, Lewisham’s life had an odd amphibious quality 
At home were Ethel and the perpetual aching pursuit 
of employment, the pelting irritations of Madam 
Gadow s persistent overcharges, and so forth, and amid 
such things he felt extraordinarily grown up but inter- 
calated with these experiences were those intervals at 
Kensington scraps of his adolescence, as it were, lying 
amidst the new matter of his manhood, intervals during 
which he was simply an insubordinate and disappoint 
ing student with an increasing disposition to gossip At 
South Kensington he dwelt with theories and ideals as 
a student should, at the little rooms in Chelsea — they 
grew very stuffv as the summer came on, and the accu 
mulation of the penny novelettes Ethel favoured made 
a littei — there was his particular private concrete situa 
tion, and ideals gave place to the real 

It was a strangely narrow world, he perceived dimly, 
in which his manhood opened The only visitois were 
the Chafferys Chafferv would come to share their 
suppei, and won upon Lewisham in spite of his roguery 
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by his incessantly entertaining monologue and bv his 
expressed respect for and envy of Lewisham’s scientific 
attainments Moreover, as time went on Lewibham. 
found himself more and more in sympathy with 
Chaffery’s bitterness against those who order the world 
It was good to hear him on bishops and that sort of 
people He said what Lewisham wanted to say, beauti- 
fully Mrs Chaffery was perpetually flitting out of the 
house as Lewisham came home, a dim, black, nervous, 
untidy little figure She came because Ethel, in spite 
of her expressed belief that love was “ all in all,” found 
married life a little dull and lonely while Lewisham was 
away And she went hastily when he came, because of 
a certain irritability that the struggle against the world 
was developing He told no one at Kensington about 
his marriage, at first because it was such a delicious 
secret and then for quite other reasons So there was no 
overlapping The two worlds began and ended sharply 
at the wrought-iron gates But the day came when 
Lewisham passed those gates for the last time and his 
adolescence ended altogether 

In the final examination of the biological course, the 
examination that signalised the end of his income of a 
weekly guinea, he knew well enough that he had done 
badly The evening of the last day’s practical work 
found him belated, hot-headed, beaten, with ruffled hair 
and red ears He sat to the last moment doggedly 
struggling to keep cool and to mount the ciliated funnel 
of an earthworm’s nephridium But ciliated funnels 
come not to those who have shirked the laboratory 
practice He rose, surrendered his paper to the morose 
elderly young assistant demonstrator who had welcomed 
him so flatteringly eight months before, and walked 
down the laboratory to the door where the rest of his 
fellow students clustered 

Smithers was talking loudly about the “ twistiness ” 
of the identification, and the youngster with the big 
ears was listening attentively 
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Here’s Lewisham * How did you get on, Lewis 
ham?” asked Smithers, not concealing his assurance 
Horribly,” said Lewisham shoitiv, and pushed past 
Did voii spot D ?” clamoured Smithers 
Lewisham pretended not to hear 
Miss Heydinger stood with her hat in her hand and 
looked at Lewisham’s hot eyes He was for walking 
past her, but something in her face penetrated even his 
disturbance He stopped 

‘‘ Did you get out the nephridium ?” he said as 
graciously as he could 

She shook her head “ Aie you going downstairs?” 
she asked 

“ Rather,” said Lewisham with a vague intimation in 
his manner of the offence Smithers gave him 

He opened the glass door from the passage to the 
staircase They went down one tier of that square 
spiral in silence 

Are you coming up again next year?” asked Miss 
Heydinger 

“ No,” said Lewisham No, I shall not come here 
again Ever ” 

Pause “What will you do?” she asked 
“ I don’t know I have to get a living somehow 
It’s been bothering me all the session ” 

“ I thought — ” She stopped “ Will you go down 
to your uncle’s again?” she said 

“ No I shall stop in London It’s no good going 
out of things into the country And besides — I’ve 
quarrelled rather with my uncle ” 

“ What do you think of doing ? — teaching ?” 

“ I suppose It will be teaching I’m not sure Any 
thing that turns up ” 

“ I see,” she said 

They went on down in silence for a time 
“I suppose you will come up again?” he asked 
“ I may try the botanical again — if they can find 
room And, I was thinking — sometimes one hears of 
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things What is your address? So that if I hcaid of 
anything ” 

Lewisham stopped on the staircase and thought Of 
course, ’ he said He made no effort to give her the 
address, and she demanded it again at the foot of the 
stairs 

“That confounded nephridium — he said “It 
has put everything out of my head ’ 

They exchanged addresses on leaflets torn from Miss 
Heydinger’s little notebook 

She waited at the Book in the hall while he signed 
his name At the iron gates of the Schools she said 
“ I am going through Kensington Gardens ” 

He was now feeling irritated about the addresses, 
and he would not see the implicit invitation “ I am 
going towards Chelsea ” 

She hesitated a moment, looking at him — ^puzzled 
“ Good-bye then,” she said 

“ Good-bye,” he answered, lifting his hat 
He crossed the Exhibition Road slowly with his 
packed glazed bag, now seamed with cracks, m his hand 
He went thoughtfully down to the corner of the Crom- 
well Road and turned along that to the right so that he 
could see the red pile of the Science Schools rising fair 
and tall across the gardens of the Natural History 
Museum He looked back towards it regretfully 
He was quite sure that he had failed in this last 
examination He knew that any career as a scientific 
man was now closed to him for ever And he re- 
membered now how he had come along this very road 
to that great building for the first time in his life, and 
all the hopes and resolves that had swelled within him 
as he had drawn near That dream of incessant 
unswerving work ’ Where might he have reached if 
only he had had singleness of purpose to make it a 
reality ? 

And in these gardens it was that he and Smithers and 
Parkson had sat on a seat hard by the fossil tree and 
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discoiiised of Socialism together before the great paper 
was read 

Yes, * he said, speaking aloud to himself, yes — 

ihafs all over too Everything’s over ” 

Presently the coiner of the Natural History Museum 
came between him and his receding Alma Mater He 
sighed and turned his face towards the stuffy little rooms 
at Chelsea, and the still unconquered woild 
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JLT was late in September that this particular quarrel 
occurred Almost all the roseate tints seemed gone by 
this time, for the Lewishams had been married six 
months Their financial affairs had changed from the 
catastrophic to the sordid, Lewisham had found work 
An army crammer named Captain Vigours wanted 
someone energetic for his mathematical duffers, and to 
teach geometrical drawing and what he was pleased to 
call Sandhurst Science ” He paid no less than two 
shillings an hour for his uncertain demands on Lewis- 
ham’s time Moreover, there was a class in lower 
mathematics beginning at Walham Green where Lewis- 
ham was to show his quality Fifty shillings a week or 
more seemed credible — ^more might be hoped for It 
was now merely a case of tiding over the interval until 
Vigours paid And meanwhile the freshness of Ethel’s 
blouses departed, and Lewisham refrained from the 
repair of his boot, which had cracked across the toe 
1050 
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The beginning of the quarrel was trivial enough 
But by the end they got to generalities Lewisham had 
begun the day in a bad temper and under the cloud of 
an overnight passage of arms — ^and a little incident that 
had nothing to do with their ostensible difference lent 
It a warmth of emotion quite beyond its nents As 
he emerged through the folding door he saw a letter 
lying among the sketchily laid breakfast things, and 
Ethel’s attitude suggested the recoil of a quick move- 
ment, the letter suddenly dropped Her eyes met his 
and she flushed He sat down and took the letter — a 
trifle awkwaidly perhaps It was from Miss Heydinger 
He hesitated with it halfway to his pocket, then decided 
to open It It displayed an ample amount of reading, 
and he read On the whole he thought it rather a dull 
sort of letter, but he did not allow this to appear 
When It was read he put it carefully in his pocket 
That formally had nothing to do with the quarrel 
The breakfast was already over when the quarrel began 
Lewisham’s morning was vacant, and he proposed to 
occupy it in the revision of certain notes bearing upon 
Sandhurst Science ” Unhappily the search for his 
notebook brought him into collision with the accumula- 
tion of Ethel’s novelettes 

“ These things are everywhere,” he said after a gust 
of vehement handling I wish you’d tidy them up 
sometimes ” 

^‘They were tidy enough till you began to throw 
them about,” Ethel pointed out 

“ Confounded muck * it’s only fit to be burnt,” 
Lewisham remarked to the universe, and pitched one 
viciously into the corner 

Well you tried to write one anyhow,” said Ethel, 
recalling a certain ‘‘ Mammoth ” packet of note paper 
that had come on an evil end before Lewisham found 
his industrial level This reminiscence always irritated 
him exceedingly 

Eh he said sharplv 
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You tried to write one,” repeated Ethel — a little 
unwillingly 

You don’t mean me to forget that ” 

It’s you reminded me ” 

He stared hostility foi a space 

‘‘Well, the things make a beastly litter anyhow, 
there isn’t a tidy corner anywhere in the room There 
never is ” 

“ That’s just the sort of thing you always say ” 

« Well— there?” 

“ Yes, there is ” 

“ When ?” 

Ethel professed not to hear But a devil had posses 
sion of Lewisham for a time “ It isn’t as though you 
had anything else to do,” he remarked, wounding dis 
honourably 

Ethel turned “ If I fui those things she said 

with tremendous emphasis on the “put,” ‘ you’d only 
say I’d hidden them What ts the good of trying to 
please you?” 

The spirit of perversity suggested to Lewisham, 
“ None apparently ” 

Ethel’s cheeks glowed and her eyes were bright with 
unshed tears Abruptly she abandoned the defensive 
and blurted out the thing that had been latent so long 
between them Her voice took a note of passion 
“ Nothing I can do ever does please you, since that Miss 
He} dinger began to write to you ” 

There was a pause, a gap Something like astonish- 
ment took them both Hitherto it had been a conven- 
tion that she knew nothing of the existence of Miss 
Heydmger He saw a light “How did you know?” 
he began, and perceived that line was impossible He 
took the way of the natural man he ejaculated an 
“ Ugh of vast disgust, he raised his voice “ You are 
unreasonable ^ ” he cried in angry remonstrance “ Fancy 
saying that^ As though you ever tried to please me’ 
Just as though it wasn’t all the other way about’” He 



CONCERNING A QUARREL 1053 

stopped — struck by a momentary perception of injustice 
He plunged at the point he had shirked ‘‘ How did 

you know it was Miss Heydinger 

Ethel’s voice took upon itself the quality of tears 
I ivasn’t meant to know, was I she said 
‘M^ut how?” 

I suppose you think it doesn’t concern me ? I 
suppose vou think I’m made of stone ?” 

“You mean — vou think ?” 

“ Yes— I do ” 

For a brief interval I ewisham stared at the issue she 
had laid bare He sought some crushing proposition, 
ome line of convincing reasoning, with which to over- 
whelm and hide this new aspect of things It would 
not come He found himself fenced in on every side 
A surging, iriational rage seized upon him 

“ Jealousv he cried “ Jealousy ^ Just as though — 
Can’t I have letters about things you don’t understand 
— that you wonH understand ? If I asked you to read 

them jou wouldn’t — It’s just because ” 

“ You never give me a chance to understand ” 

“ Don’t I ?” 

« No^” 

“ Whv ’ — at first I was always trying Socialism, 
religion — all those things But you don’t care — you 
won t care You won’t have that I’ve thought o\er 
these things at all, that I care for these things* It 
wasn t any ^ood to argue You just care for me in a 
wa} — and all the rest of me — doesn’t matter’ And 
because I’ve got a friend ” 

“ Friend’’ 

« friend /” 

“Why’ — you hide her letters’” 

“ Because I tell you vou wouldn’t understand what 
they are about But, pah’ I won’t argue I wonH! 
You’ie jealous and there’s the end of the matter’” 
“Well, who JuouldnH be jealous?” 

He stared at her as if he found the question hard to 
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see The theme was difficult — invincibly difficult He 
surveyed the room for a diversion The notebook he 
had disinterred from her novelettes lay upon the table 
and reminded him of his grievance of ruined hours 
His rage exploded He struck out abruptly towards 
fundamental things He gesticulated forcibly ‘‘This 
can’t go on he cried, “ this can’t go on ^ How can I 
work? How can I do anything?” 

He made three stepo and stood in a clear space 
“ I won’t stand it — I won’t go on at this ’ Quarrels 
— bickerings — discomfort Look there’ I meant to 

work this morning I meant to look up notes ’ Instead 

of which you start a quarrel ” 

The gross injustice raised Ethel’s voice to an outcry 

“ / didn’t start the quarrel ” 

The only response to this was to shout, and Lewisham 
shouted “You start a quarrel’” he repeated “You 
make a shindy’ You spring a dispute — ^jealousy’ — on 
me’ How can I do anything? How can one stop in 
a house like this? I shall go out Look here’ — I shall 
go out I shall go to Kensington and work there’” 

He perceived himself wordless, and Ethel was about 
to speak He glared about him, seeking a prompt climax 
Instant action was necessary He perceived Huxley’s 
“ Vertebrata ” upon the side-table He clutched it 
swaying it through a momentous arc, and hurled it 
violently into the empty fireplace 

For a second he seemed to be seeking some other 
missile He perceived his hat on the chest of drawers, 
seized it and strode tragically from the room 

He hesitated with the door half closed, then opened 
It wide and slammed it vehemently Thereby the world 
was warned of the justice of his rage, and so he passed 
vith credit into the street 

He went striding heedless of his direction through the 
streets dotted with intent people hurrying to work, and 
presently habit turned his feet towards the Brompton 
Road The eastward trend of the morning traffic caught 
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It drifted in to him, through the glass roof of the 
Library far above He did not perceive it as a memory 
at first, but as an irritating obstacle to attention He 
struck the oper pages of the book before him with his 
flat hand ‘‘Damn that infernal hurdy-gurdy ^ he 
whispered 

Presently he made a fretful movement and put his 
hands over his ears 

Then he thrust his books from him, got up, and 
wandered about the Library The organ came to an 
abrupt end in the middle of a bar, and vanished in the 
circumambient silence of space 

Lewisham standing in a bay closed a book with a 
snap and returned to his seat 

Presently he found himself humming a languid tune, 
and thinking again of the quarrel that he had imagined 
banished from his mmd What in the name of destiny 
had It all been about? He had a curious sense that 
something had got loose, was sliding about in his mind 
And as if by way of answer emerged a vision of Whortley 
— a singularly vivid vision It was moonlight and a 
hillside, the little town lay lit and warm below, and the 
scene was set to music, a lugubriously sentimental air 
For some reason this music had the quality of a barrel 
organ — though he knew that properly it came from a 
band — ^and it associated with itself a mystical formula of 
words, drawling words 

“ Sweet dreamland fa — ces fassing to a7id fro. 

Bring hack to memory, days of long ago — okP^ 

This air not only reproduced the picture with graphic 
vividness, but it trailed after it an enormous cloud of 
irrational emotion, emotion that had but a moment 
before seemed gone for ever from his being 

He recalled it all ’ He had come down that hillside 
and Ethel had been with him 

Had he really felt like that about her? 

“ Pah ’ ” he said suddenly and reverted to his books 
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But the tune and the memory had won their footing, 
they were with him through his meagre lunch of milk 
and scones — he had resolved at the outset he would not 
go back to her for the midday meal — and on his way to 
Vigours’ they insisted on attention It may be that 
lunching on scone and milk does in itself make for 
milder ways of thinking A sense of extraordinary con 
tiadiction, of infinite perplexity, came to him 

But then,” he asked, how the devil did we get 
to 

Which IS indeed one of the fundamental questions of 
matrimony 

The morning tumults had given place to an almost 
scientific calm Very soon he was grappling manfully 
with the question There was no disputing it, they had 
quarrelled Not once but several times lately they had 
quarrelled It was real quarrelling — they had stood up 
against one another, striking, watching to strike, seek- 
ing to wound He tried to recall just how things had 
gone — ^what he had said and what she had replied He 
could not do it He had forgotten phrases and connec- 
tions It stood in his memory not as a sequence of 
events but as a collection of disconnected static sayings 
each saying blunt, permanent, inconsecutive like a graven 
inscription And of the scene there came only one 
picture — Ethel with a burning face and her eyes shining 
with teais 

The traffic of a cross street engaged him for a space 
He emerged on the further side full of the vivid contrast 
of their changed relations He made a last effort to indict 
her, to show that she was entirely to blame for the transi- 
tion She had quarrelled with him, she had quarrelled de- 
liberately because she was jealous She was jealous of Miss 
Heydinger because she was stupid But now these accusa- 
tions faded like smoke as he put them forth But the 
picture of two little figures back there in the moonlit past 
did not fade It was m the narrows of Kensington High 
Street that he abandoned her arraignment It was beyond 
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the Town Hall that he made the new step Was it, 
after all, just possible that m some degree he himself 
rather was the chief person to blame? 

It was instantly as if he had been aware of that all 
the time 

Once he had made that step, he moved swiftly Not 
a hundred paces before the struggle was over, and he had 
plunged headlong into the blue abvss of remorse And 
all these things that had been so dramatic and forcible, 
all the vivid brutal things he had said, stood no longer 
graven inscriptions but in letters of accusing flame He 
tried to imagine he had not said them, that his memory 
played him a trick, tried to suppose he had said some- 
thing similar perhaps but much less forcible He at- 
tempted with almost equal futility to minimise his own 
wounds His endeavour served only to measure the 
magnitude of his fall 

He had recovered everything now, he saw it all He 
lecalled Ethel sunlit in the avenue, Ethel white in the 
moonlight before they parted outside the Frobisher 
house, Ethel as she would come out of Lagune’s house 
greeting him for their nightly walk, Ethel new wedded, 
as she came to him through the folding doors radiant in 
the splendour his emotions threw about her And at last 
Ethel angry, dishevelled and tear-stained in that ill lit, 
untidy little room All to the cadence of a hurdy gurdy 
tune’ From that to this’ How had it been possible 
to get from such an opalescent dawning to such a dismal 
day? What was it had gone? He and she were the 
same two persons who walked so brightly in awakened 
memory, he and she who had lived so bitterly through 
the last few weeks of misery’ 

His mood sank for a space to the quality of groaning 
He implicated her now at most as his partner m their 
failure — ‘‘What a mess we have made of things’” was 
his new motif “ What a mess ’” 

He knew love now for what it was, knew it for some 
thing more ancient and more imperative than reason 
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He knew now that he loved her, and his recent rage, 
his hostility, his condemnation of her seemed to him the 
reign of some exterior influence m his mind He thought 
incredulously of the long decline m tenderness that had 
followed the first days of their delight in each other, 
the diminution of endearment, the first yielding to 
irritability, the evenings he had spent doggedly working, 
resisting all his sense of her presence ‘‘ One cannot 
always be love-making,” he had said, and so — they were 
slipping apart Then in countless little things he had 
not been patient, he had not been fair He had wounded 
her by harshness, bv unsympathetic criticism, above all by 
his absurd secrecy about Miss Heydinger’s letters Why 
on earth had he kept those letters from her? as though 
there was something to hide ’ What was there to hide ? 
What possible antagonism could there be? Yet it was 
by such little things that their love was now like some 
once valued possession that had been m brutal hands, it 
was scratched and chipped and tarnished, it was on its 
way to being altogether destroyed Her manner had 
changed towards him, a gulf was opening that he might 
never be able to close again 

“No, It shall not be’” he said, “it shall not be’” 
But how to get back to the old footing? how to 
efface the things he had said, the things that had been 
done? 

Could they get back? 

For a moment he faced a new possibility Suppose 
they could not get back’ Suppose the mischief was 
done ’ Suppose that when he slammed the door behind 
him It locked, and was locked against him for ever’ 
‘But we said Lewisham, “we must’” 

He perceived clearly that this was no business of 
reasoned apologies He must begin again, he must get 
back to emotion, he must thrust back the overwhelming 
pressure of everyday stresses and necessities that was 
crushing all the warmth and colour from their lives 
But how? How? 
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He must make love to her again But how to begin — 
how to mark the change? There had been making up 
before, sullen concessions and treaties But this was 
different He tried to imagine something he might say, 
some appeal that he might make Everything he thought 
of was cold and hard, or pitiful and undignified, or 
theatrical and foolish Suppose the door was closed’ 
If already it was too late ’ In every direction he was 
confronted by the bristling memories of harsh things 
He had a glimpse of how he must have changed in her 
eyes, and things became intolerable for him For now 
he was assured he loved her still with all his heart 
And suddenly came a florist’s window, and in the 
centre of it a glorious heap of roses 

They caught his eye before they caught his mind 
He saw white roses, virginal white, roses of cream and 
pink and crimson, the tints of flesh and pearl, rich, a 
mass of scented colour, visible odours, and in the midst 
of them a note of sullen red It was as it were the very 
colour of his emotion He stopped abruptly He turned 
back to the window and stared frankly It was gorgeous, 
he saw, but why so particularly did it appeal to him ? 

Then he perceived as though it was altogether self- 
evident what he had to do This was what he wanted 
This was the note he had to strike Among other 
things because it would repudiate the accursed worship 
of pinching self-restraint that was one of the incessant 
stresses between them They would come to her with a 
pure unexpectedness, they would flame upon her 
Then, after the roses, he would return 
Suddenly the grey trouble passed from his mind, he 
saw the world full of colour again He saw the scene 
he desired bright and clear, saw Ethel no longer bitter 
and weeping, but glad as once she had always seemed 
glad His heart-beats quickened It was giving had 
been needed, and he would give 

Some weak voice of indiscreet discretion squeaked and 
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vanished He had, he knew, a sovereign in his pocket 
He went in 

He found himself in front of a formidable young lady 
in black, and unprepared with any formula He had 
never bought flowers before He looked about him for 
an inspiration He pointed at the roses I want those 
roses,” he said 

He emerged again with only a few small silver coins 
remaining out of the sovereign he had changed The 
roses were to go to Ethel, properly packed, they weie 
to be deliveied according to his express direction at six 
o’clock 

“Six o’clock,” Lewisham had reiterated very earnestly 

“We quite understand,” the young lady in black had 
said, and had pretended to be unable to conceal a smile 
“We’re quite accustomed to sending out flowers ” 
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LND the roses miscarried ’ 

When Lewisham returned from Vigours’ it was 
already nearly seven He entered the house with a 
beating heart He had expected to find Ethel excited, 
the roses displayed But her face was white and jaded 
He was so surprised by this that the greeting upon his 
lips died away He was balked’ He went into the 
sitting-room and there were no roses to be seen Ethel 
came past him and stood with her back to him looking 
out of the window The suspense was suddenly pain- 
ful 

He was obliged to ask, though he was certain of the 
answer, Has nothing come ?” 

Ethel looked at him *‘What did you think had 
come 

“ Oh ’ nothing ” 

She looked out of the window again No,” she said 
slowly, “ nothing has come ” 

He tried to think of something to say that might 
bridge the distance between them, but he could think 
1062 
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of nothing He must wait until the roses came He 
took out his books and a gaunt hour passed to supper 
time Supper was a chilly ceremonial set with necessary 
over polite remarks Disappointment and exasperation 
darkened Lewisham’s soul He began to feel angry with 
everything — even with her — he perceived she still judged 
him angry and that made him angry with her He was 
resuming his books and she was helping Madam Gadow’s 
servant to clear away, when they heard a rapping at the 
street door “ They have come at last,” he said to him- 
self brightening, and hesitated whether he should bolt 
or witness her reception of them The seivant was a 
nuisance Then he heard Chaffery’s voice, and whispered 
a soft 'Mamn’” to himself 

The only thing to do now if the roses came was to 
slip out into the passage, intercept them and cany them 
into the bedroom by the door between that and the 
passage It would be undesirable for Chaffery to witness 
that phase of sentiment He might flash some dart of 
ridicule that would stick in their memory for ever 
Lewisham tried to show that he did not want a 
visitor But Chaffery was in high spirits and could have 
warmed a dozen cold welcomes He sat down without 
anv express invitation in the chair that he preferred 
Before Mr and Mrs Chaffery the Lewishams veiled 
whatever trouble might be between them beneath an 
insincere cordiality, and Chaffery was soon talking freely, 
unsuspicious of their crisis He produced two cigars “I 
had a wild moment, ’ he said “ ‘ For once,’ said I, 
‘the honest shall smoke the admirable — or the admirable 
shall smoke the honest,’ whichever you like best Try 
one^ No? Those austere principles of yours ^ There 
will be more pleasure then But really, I would as 
soon you smoked it as I For to-night I radiate benevo- 
lence ” 

He cut the cigar with care, he lit it with ceremony, 
waiting until nothing but honest wood was burning on 
the match, and for fully a minute he was silent, evoUing 

34 * 
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huge puffs of smoke And then he spoke again punctu- 
ating his words by varied and beautiful spirals “ So 
far,” he said, “ I have only trifled with knavery ’ 

As Lewisham said nothing he resumed after a pause 

** There are three sorts of men in the world, my boy, 
three and no more — and of women only one There 
are happy men and there are knaves and fools Hybrids 
I don^t count And to my mind knaves and fools are 
very much alike ” 

He paused again 

“ I suppose they are,” said Lewisham flatly, and 
frowned at the fireplace 

Chaffery eved him ‘ I am talking wisdom To-night 
I am talking a particular brand of wisdom I am 
broaching some of my oldest and finest, because — as you 
will find one day — this is a special occasion And you 
are distrait ’ ” 

Lewisham looked up ‘‘ Birthday?” he said 
You will see But I was making golden observations 
about knaves and fools I was early convinced of the 
absolute necessity of righteousness if a man is to be 
happy I know it as surely as theie is a sun in the 
heavens Does that surprise you ?” 

“ Well, It hardly squares 

‘‘No I know I will explain all that But let me 
tell you the happy life Let me give you that, as if I 
lay on my deathbed and this was a parting gift In the 
first place, mental integrity Piove all things, hold fast 
to that which is right Let the world have no illusions 
for you, no surprises Nature is full of cruel catas- 
trophies, man is a physically degenerate ape, every 
appetite, every instinct, needs the curb, salvation is not 
in the nature of things but whatever salvation there may 
be is in the nature of man, face all these painful things 
I hope you follow that?” 

“ Go on,” said Lewisham, with the debating-society 
taste for a thesis pievailing for a minute over that matter 
of the roses 
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In vouth, exercise and le«.rning, in adolescence, 
ambition, and m early manhood, love — no footlight 
passion ” Chaffery was very solemn and insistent, with 
a lean extended finger, upon this point 

“ Then marriage, young and decent, and then children 
and stout honest work for them, work too for the State 
in which they live, a life of self devotion, indeed, and 
for sunset a decent pride — that is the happy life Rest 
assured that is the happy life, the life Natural Selection 
has been shaping for man since life began So a man 
may go happy from the cradle to the grave — ^at least — 
passably happy And to do this needs just three things 
— a sound body, a sound intelligence, and a sound 
will A sound will ” 

Chaffery paused on the repetition 
“No other happiness endures And when all men 
are wise, all men will seek that life Fame* Wealth* 
Art* — ^the Red Indians worship lunatics, and we are 
still by way of respecting the milder sorts But I say 
that all men who do not lead that happy life are knaves 
and fools The physical cripple, you know, poor devil, 
I count a sort of bodily fool ” 

“ Yes,” weighed Lewisham, I suppose he is ” 

“ Now a fool fails of happiness because of his in 
sufficient mind, he miscalculates, he stumbles and 
hobbles, some cant or claptrap whirls him away, he gets 
passion out of a book and wife out of the stews, or he 
quarrels on a petty score, threats frighten him, vanity 
beguiles him, he fails by blindness But the knave who 
IS not a fool fails against the light Many knaves are 
fools also — most are — ^but some are not I know — I am 
a knave but no fool The essence of your knave is that 
he lacks the will, the motive capacity to seek his own 
greater good The knave abhors persistence Strait is 
the way and narrow the gate, the knave cannot keep to 
It and the fool cannot find it ” 

Lewisham lost something of what Chaffery was saying 
by reason of a rap outside He rose, but Ethel was 
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before him He concealed his anxiety as well as he 
could, and was relie\ed when he heard the front door 
close again and her footsteps pass into the bedroom by 
the passage door He reverted to Chaff ery 

Has It ever occurred to you,’’ asked Chaffery, 
apparently apropos of nothing, that intellectual con 
viction is no motive at all? Any more than a railway 
map will run a train a mile ” 

^^Eh?” said Lewisham ‘‘Map — run a train a mile 

— of course, yes No, it won’t ” 

“ That is precisely my case,” said Chaffery “ That is 
the case of your pure knave everywhere We are not 
fools — because we know But yonder runs the highway 
windy, hard and austere, a sort of dry happiness that will 
endure, and here is the pleasant by-way — ^lush, my boy, 
lush, as the poets have it, and with its certain man-trap 
among the flowers ” 

Ethel returned through the folding doors She 
glanced at Lewisham, remained standing for awhile, sat 
down in the basket chair as if to resume some domestic 
needlework that lay upon the table, then rose and went 
back into the bedroom 

Chaffery proceeded to expatiate on the transitory 
nature of passion and all glorious and acute experiences 
Whole passages of that discourse Lewisham did not hear, 
so intent was he upon those roses Why had Ethel gone 
back into the bedroom? Was it possible — ? Presently 
she returned, but she sat down so that he could not see 
her face 

“ If there is one thing to set against the wholesome 
life It is adventure,” Chaffery was saying “ But let 
every adventurer pray for an early death, for with adven- 
tures come wounds, and with wounds come sickness, and 
— except in romances — sickness effects the nervous system 
Your nerve goes Where are }ou then, my boy?” 

“Sh* what’s that?” said Lewisham 

It was a rap at the house door Heedless of the flow 
of golden wisdom, he went out at once and admitted a 
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gentleman friend of Madam Gadow, who passed along 
the passage and vanished down the staircase When he 
returned Chaffery was standing to go 

I could have talked with you longer,” he said, “ but 
you have something on your mind, I see I will not 
worry you by guessing what Some day you will re- 
member ” He said no more but laid his hand on 
Lewisham^s shoulder 

One might almost fancy he was offended at something 

At any other time Lewisham might have been pro- 
pitiatory, but now he offered no apology Chaffery 
turned to Ethel and looked at her curiously for a 
moment Good-bye,” he said, holding out his hand to 
her 

On the doorstep Chaffery regarded Lewisham with the 
same curious look, and seemed to weigh some remark 

Good bye,” he said at last with something in his 
manner that kept Lewisham at the door for a moment 
looking after his stepfather’s receding figure But imme- 
diately the roses were uppermost again 

When he re-entered the living room he found Ethel 
sitting idly at her typewriter, playing with the keys She 
got up at his return and sat down in the armchair with a 
novelette that hid her face He stared at her, full of 
questions After all, then, they had not come He 
was intensely disappointed now, he was intensely angry 
with the ineffable young shop-woman in black He 
looked at his watch and then again, he took a book and 
pretended to read and found himself composing a scath 
ing speech of remonstrance to be deliveied on the 
morrow at the flower-shop He put his book down, 
went to his black bag, opened and closed it aimlessly 
He glanced covertly at Ethel and found her looking 
covertly at him He could not quite understand her 
expression 

He fidgeted into the bedroom and stopped as dead as 
a pointer 

He felt an extraordinarv persuasion of the scent of 
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roses So strong did it seem that he glanced outside the 
room door, expecting to find a box there, mj^sterioush 
arrived But there was no scent of roses m the passage 
Then he saw close by his foot an enigmatical pale 
object, and stooping, picked up the creamy petal of a 
rose He stood with it in his hand, perplexed beyond 
measure He perceived a slight disorder of the valence 
of the dressing table and linked it with this petal b\ a 
swift intuition 

He made two steps, lifted the valence, and behold ' 
there lay his roses crushed together ’ 

He gasped like a man who plunges suddenly into 
cold water He remained stooping with the valance 
raised 

Ethel appeared in the half doorway and her expression 
was unfamiliar He stared at her white face 

‘‘Why on earth did you put my roses here?” he 
asked 

She stared back at him Her face reflected his astonish 
ment 

“ Why did you put my roses here ?” he asked again 
“Your roses’” she cried “What’ Did you send 
those roses ?” 
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JULE remained stooping and staling up at her, realising 
the implication of her words only very slowly 
Then it grew clear to him 

As she saw understanding dawning in his face, she 
uttered a cry of consternation She came forward and 
sat down upon the little bedroom chair She turned to 
him and began a sentence ‘‘ I,” she said and stopped, 
with an impatient gesture of her hands Oh 

He straightened himself and stood regarding her 
The basket of roses lay overturned between them 

^‘You thought these came from someone elsef*” he 
said, trying to grasp this inversion of the universe 
She turned her eyes I did not know,” she panted 
“A trap Was it likely — they came from you?” 

You thought they came from someone else,” he said 
Yes,” she said, I did ” 

“ Who?” 

“ Mr Baynes 
That boy »” 
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Yes — that boy * 

« Well’’’ 

Lewisham looked about him — a man in the presence 
of the inconceivable 

You mean to say you have been carrying on wi h 
that youngster behind mv back^’^ he asked 

She opened her lips to speak and had no words to say 
His pallor increased until every tinge of colour had 
left his face He laughed and then set his teeth 
Husband and wife looked at one another 
I never dreamt,” he said m even tones 
He sat down on the bed, thrusting his feet among 
the scattered roses with a sort of grim satisfaction I 
never dreamt,” he repeated, and the flimsy basket kicked 
by his swinging foot hopped indignantly through the 
folding doors into the living-room and left a trail of 
blood red petals 

They sat for perhaps two minutes and when he spoke 
again his voice was hoarse He reverted to former 
formula Look here,” he said, and cleared his throat 
don’t know whether you think I’m going to stand 
this, but I’m not ” 

He looked at her She sat staring in front of hei, 
making no attempt to cope with disaster 

When I say Fm not going to stand it,” explained 
Lewisham, “ I don’t mean having a roiy or anything of 
that sort One can quarrel and be disappointed over — 
other things — and still go on But this is a different 
thing altogether 

Of all dreams and illusions ^ Think what I 

have lost in this accursed marriage And now 
You don’t understand — ^you won’t undei stand ” 

Nor you,” said Ethel, weeping but neither looking 
at him nor moving her hands from her lap where they 
lay helplessly You don’t understand ” 

Fm beginning to ” 

He sat in silence gathering force In one year,” he 
said, all my hopes, all my ambitions have gone I know 
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I have been cross and irritable — I know that Fve been 
pulled two wavs But I bought you these roses ” 

She looked at the roses, and then at his white face, 
made an imperceptible movement towaids him, and 
became impassive again 

‘‘ I do think one thing I have found out vou are 
shallow, you don’t think, you can’t feel things that I 
think and feel I have been getting over that But I 
did think you were loyal ” 

“ I am loyal,” she cried 

‘‘And you think — Bah’ — }ou poke my roses under 
the table’” 

Another portentous silence Ethel stirred and he 
turned his eyes to watch what she was about to do She 
produced her handkerchief and began to wipe her dry 
eyes rapidly, first one and then the other Then she 
began sobbing “ I’m as loyal as you any- 
how,” she said 

For a moment Lewisham was aghast Then he per- 
ceived he must ignore that argument 

“ I would have stood it — I would have stood anything 
if you had been loyal — if I could have been sure of you 
I am a fool, I know, but I would have stood the inter- 
ruption of my work, the loss of any hope of a Career, if 
I had been sure you were loyal I I cared for you 

a great deal ” 

He stopped He had suddenly perceived the pathetic 
He took refuge in anger 

“ And you have deceived me ’ How long, how much, 
I don’t care You have deceived me And I tell 
you ” — he began to gesticulate — “ I’m not so much 
your slave and fool as to stand that ’ No woman shall 
make me that sort of fool, whatever else — So far as I 
am concerned, this ends things This ends things We 
are mariied — but I don’t care if we were married five 
hundred times I won’t stop with a woman who takes 
flowers from another man 

“ I didr^t^ said Ethel 
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Lev^isliam gave way to a tran^iport of anger He 
caught up a handful of rosei» and extended them, 
trembling ^'What’s he asked His finger bled 

from a thorn, as once it had bled from a blackthorn 
spray 

I d%dv^t take them,” said Ethel I couldn’t help 
It if they weie sent ” 

''Ugh’” said Lewisham "But what is the good of 
argument and denial ? You took them in, }-ou had them 
You may have been cunning, but you have given yourselt 
away And our life and all this ” — he waved an incln 
sive hand at Madam Gadow’s furniture — " is at an 
end ’ 

He looked at her and repeated with bitter satisfaction, 
" At an end ” 

She glanced at his face and his expression was re- 
morseless " I will not go on living with you,” he said, 
lest there should be any mistake " Our life is at an 
end ” 

Her eyes went from his face to the scattered roses 
She remained staring at these She was no longer weep- 
ing, and her face, save about the eyes, was white 
He presented it in another form " I shall go away 
"We never ought to have married,’ he reflected 
" But I never expected thisT 

" I didn’t know, ’ she cried out, lifting up her voice 
" I didrCt know How could / help ’ Oh 

She stopped and stared at him with hands clenched, 
her eyes haggard with despair 

Lewisham remained impenetrably malignant 
" I don’t want to know,” he said, answering her dumb 
appeal "That settles everything He indi- 

cated the scattered flowers "What does it matter to 
me what has happened or hasn’t happened ? Anyhow — 
oh’ I don’t mind I’m glad See? It settles things 
" The sooner we part the better I shan’t stop with 
you another night I shall take my box and my port- 
manteau into that room and pack I shall stop in there 
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to-night, sleep in a chair or think And to morrow I 
shall settle up with Madam Gadow and go You can 
go back to your cheating ” 

He stopped for some seconds She was deadly still 
You wanted to, and now you may You wanted to, 
before I got work You lemember? You know your 
place IS still open at Lagune’s I don’t care I tell you 
I don’t care that Not that ’ You may go your own 
way — and I shall go mine See? And all this rot — 
this sham of living together when neither cares for the 
other — I don’t care for you now, you know, so you 
needn’t think it — ^will be over and done with As for 
marriage — I don’t care that for marriage — it can’t make 
a sham and a blunder anything but a sham 

It s a sham, and shams have to end, and that’s the 
end of the matter ” 

He stood up resolutely He kicked the scattered roses 
out of his way and dived bendath the bed for his port- 
manteau Ethel neither spoke nor moved, but remained 
watching his movements For a time the portmanteau 
refused to emerge, and he marred his stern resolution by 
a half audible ‘‘Come here — damn you^” He swung 
It into the living room and returned for his box He 
proposed to pack in that room 

When he had taken all his personal possessions out of 
the bedroom, he closed the folding doors with an air of 
finality He knew from the sounds that followed that 
she flung herself upon the bed, and that filled him with 
grim satisfaction 

He stood listening for a space, then set about packing 
methodically The first rage of discovery had abated, 
he knew quite clearly that he was inflicting grievous 
punishment -md that gratified him There was also 
indeed a curious pleasure in the determination of a long 
and painful period of vague misunderstanding by this 
unexpected crisis He was acutely conscious of the 
silence on the other side of the folding doors, he kept 
up a succession of deliberate little noises, beat books 



1074 love and MR LEWISHAM 

together and brushed clothes, to intimate the resolute 
prosecution of his preparations 

That was about nine o’clock At eleven he was still 
busy 

Darkness came suddenly upon him It was Madam 
Gadow’s economical habit to turn off all her gas at that 
hour unless she chanced to be entertaining friends 
He felt in his pocket for matches and he had none 
He whispered curses Against such emergencies he had 
bought a brass lamp and in the bedroom there were 
candles Ethel had a candle alight, he could see the 
bright yellow line that appeared between the folding 
doors He felt his way presently towards the mantel, 
receiving a blow in the ribs from a chair on the waj, 
and went carefully amidst Madam Gadow’s once 
amusing ornaments 

There were no matches on the mantel Going to the 
chest of drawers he alhiost fell over his open port- 
manteau He had a silent ecstasy of rage Then he 
kicked against the basket in which the roses had 
come He could find no matches on the chest of 
drawers 

Ethel must have the matches in the bedroom, but 
that was absolutely impossible He might even have to 
ask her for them, for at times she pocketed matches 
There was nothing for it but to stop packing Not a 
sound came from the other room 

He decided he would sit down in the armchair and 
go to sleep He crept very carefully to the chair and 
sat down Another interval of listening and he closed 
his eyes and composed himself for slumber 

He began to think over his plans for the morrow He 
imagined the scene with Madam Gadow, and then his 
departure to find bachelor lodgings once more He 
debated in what direction he should go to get suitable 
lodgings Possible difficulties with his luggage, possible 
annoyances of the search loomed gigantic He felt 
greatly irritated at these minor difficulties He won- 
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dered if Ethel also was packing What particularly 
would she do ? He listened but he could hear nothing 
She was very still She was really very still ^ What 
could she be doing? He forgot the bothers of the 
morrow m his new interest Presently he rose very 
softly and listened Then he sat down again im 
patiently He tried to dismiss his curiosity about the 
silence by recapitulating the story of his wrongs 

He had some difficulty in fixing his mind upon this 
theme, but piesently his memories were flowing freely 
Only It was not wrongs now that he could recall He 
was pestered by an absurd idea that he had again behaved 
unjustly to Ethel, that he had been headlong and malig 
nant He made strenuous efforts to recover his first heat 
of jealousy — in vain Her remark that she had been as 
loyal as he, became an obstinate headline in his mind 
Something arose within him that insisted upon Ethel’s 
possible fate if he should leave her What particularly 
would she do ? He knew how much her character leant 
upon his Good Heavens ’ What might she not do ? 

By an effort he succeeded in fixing his mind on 
Baynes That helped him back to the harsher footing 
However hard things might be for her she deserved 
them She deserved them * 

Yet presently he slipped again, slipped back to the 
remorse and regrets of the morning time He clutched 
at Baynes as a drowning man clutches at a rope, and 
recovered himself For a time he meditated on Baynes 
He had never seen the poet, so his imagination had 
scope It appeared to him as an exaspeiatmg obstacle 
to a tragic avenging of his honour that Baynes was a 
mere boy — possibly even younger than himself 

The question, What will become of Ethel ?” rose to 
the surface again He struggled against its possibilities 
No * That was not it * That was her affair 

He felt inexorably kept to the path he had chosen, for 
all the waning of his rage He had put his hand to the 
plough “If you condone this,” he told himself, “ you 
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might condone anything There are things one must 
not stand ” He tried to keep to that point of view — 
assuming for the most part out of his imagination what 
It was he was not standing A dim sense came to him of 
how much he was assuming At any rate she must have 
flirted’ He resisted this reviving perception of 

justice as though it was some unspeakably disgraceful 
craving He tried to imagine her with Baynes 
He determined he would go to sleep 
But his was a waking weariness He tried counting 
He tried to distract his thoughts from her by going over 
the atomic weights of the elements 

He shivered, and realised that he was cold and sitting 
cramped on an uncomfortable horsehair chair He had 
dozed He glanced for the yellow line between the 

folding doors It was still there but it seemed to 
quiver He judged the candle must be flaring He 
wondered why everything was so still 
Now why should he suddenly feel afraid 
He sat for a long time trying to hear some movement, 
his head craning forward in the darkness 

A grotesque idea came into his head that all that had 
happened a very long time ago He dismissed that He 
contested an unreasonable persuasion that some irrevoc- 
able thing had passed But why was everything so still ? 

He was invaded bv a prevision of unendurable 
calamity 

Presently he rose and crept very slowly and with 
infinite precautions against noise, towards the folding 
doors He stood listening with his ear near the yellow 
chink 

He could hear nothing, not even the measured breath- 
ing of a sleeper 

He perceived that the doors were not shut but slightly 
ajar He pushed against the inner one very gently and 
opened it silently Still there was no sound of Ethel 
He opened the door still wider and peered into the 
room The candle had burnt down and was flaring 
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in Its socket Ethel was lying half undressed upon 
the bed, and in her hand and close to her face was a 
rose 

He stood watching her, fearing to move He listened 
hard and his face was very white Even now he could 
not hear her breathing 

After all, it was probably all right She was just 
asleep He would slip back before she woke If she 
found him 

He looked at her again There was something in her 
face 

He came nearer, no longer heeding the sounds he 
made He bent over her Even now she did not seem 
to breathe 

He saw that her eyelashes were still wet, the pillow 
by her cheek was wet Her white, tear-stained face 
hurt him 

She was intolerably pitiful to him He forgot ever} - 
thing but that and how he had wounded her that day 
And then she stirred and murmured indistinctly a 
foolish name she had given him 

He forgot that they were going to part for ever He 
felt nothing but a great joy that she could stir and 
speak His jealousy flashed out of being He dropped 
upon his knees 

Dear,” he whispered “ Is it all right ? I I 

could not hear you breathing I could not hear you 
breathing ” 

She started and was awake 

“ I was in the other room,” said Lewisham m a voice 
full of emotion “ Everything was so quiet I was 
-afraid — I did not know what had happened Dear — 
Ethel dear Is it all right?” 

She sat up quickly and scrutinised his face ** Oh ’ 
let me tell you ” she wailed ‘ Do let me tell you 
It’s nothing It’s nothing You wouldn’t hear me 
You wouldn’t hear me It wasn’t fair — ^before you had 
heard me ” 
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His arms tightened about her Dear,” he said, “ I 
knew It was nothing I knew I knew ” 

She spoke in sobbing sentences ‘‘ It u as so simple 
Mr Bavnes something in his manner I 
knew he might be silly Onl)- I did so want to 

help you ” She paused Just for one instant she saw 

one untenable indiscretion as it were in a lightning 
flash A chance meeting it was, a sill}' ” thing or so 
said, a panic, retreat She would have told it — had she 
known how But she could not do it She hesitated 
She abolished it — untold She went on and then, I 
thought he had sent the roses and I was frightened 
I was frightened ” 

Dear one,” said Lewisham “ Dear one * I have 
been cruel to you I have been unjust I understand 
I do understand Forgive me Dearest — forgive me ” 

“ I did so want to do something for you It was all 
I could do — that little money And then you were 
angry I thought you didn’t love me any more because 
I did not understand your work And that Miss 

Heydmger — Oh ’ it was hard ” 

Dear one,” said Lewisham, I do not care your 
little finger for Miss Heydmger ” 

“ I know how I hamper you But if you will help 
me Oh ’ I would work, I would study I would do 
all I could to understand ” 

“ Dear,” whispered Lewisham “ Dear ” 

And to have her ” 

‘‘ Dear,” he vowed, I have been a brute I will end 
all that I will end all that ” 

He took her suddenly into his arms and kissed 
her 

“ Oh, I know I’m stupid,” she said 
You’re not It’s I have been stupid I have been 
unkind, unreasonable All to day I’ve been think 
ing about it Dear • I don’t care for anything — It’s 
you If I have you nothing else matters Only I 

get hurried and cross It’s the work and being poor 
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Dear one, we must hold to each other All to day — 
It’s been dreadful ” 

He stopped They sat clinging to one another 
“ I do love you, ’ she said presently with her arms 
about him ‘‘ Oh ’ I do — do — love you ” 

He drew her closer to him 

He kissed her neck She pressed him to her 

Their lips met 

The expiring candle streamed up into a tall flame, 
flickered, and was suddenly extinguished The air was 
heavj' with the scent of roses 
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V-^N Tuesday Lewisham returned from Vigours^ at 
five — at half past six he would go on to his science class 
at Walham Gieen — and discovered Mrs Chaffery and 
Ethel in tears He was fagged and rather anxious for 
some tea, but the news they had for him drove tea out 
of his head altogether 

“He’s gone,’ said Ethel 

“Who’s gone? What’ Not Chaffery?” 

Mrs Chaffery, with a keen eye to Lewisham’s be- 
haviour, nodded tearfully over an experienced handker- 
chief 

Lewisham grasped the essentials of the situation forth- 
with, and trembled on the brink of an expletive Ethel 
handed him a letter 

For a moment Lewisham held this m his hand asking 
questions Mrs Chaffery had come upon it m the case 
of her eight day clock when the time to wind it 
came round Chaffery, it seemed, had not been home 
since Saturday night The letter was an open one 
addressed to Lewisham, a long rambling would-be clever 
letter, oddiv inferior m style to Chaffery’s conversation 
1080 
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It had been written some hours before Chaffery^s last 
\isit, his talk then had been perhaps a sort of codicil 
“The inordinate stupidity of that man Lagune ib 
driving me out of the country,” Lewisham saw “ It 
has been at last a definite stumbling block — even a legal 
stumbling block, I fear I am off I skedaddle I 
break ties I shall miss our long refreshing chats — you 
had found me out and I could open my mind I am 
sorry to part from Ethel also, but thank Heaven she has 
you to look to ’ And indeed they both have you to look 
to, though the ‘ both ’ may be a new light to you ” 
Lewisham growled, went from page i to page 3 — con 
scious of their both looking to him now — even intensely 
— and discovered Chaffery in a practical vein 

“There is but little light and portable property in 
that house in Clapham that has escaped my lamentable 
improvidence, but there are one or two things, the iron- 
bound chest, the bureau with a broken hinge, and the 
large air pump, distinctly pawnable if only you can con- 
trive to get them to a pawnshop You have more Will 
power than I — I never could get the confounded things 
downstairs That iron-bound box was originally mine, 
before I mariied your mother-in-law, so that I am not 
altogether regardless of your welfare and the necessity of 
giving some equivalent Don’t judge me too harshly ” 
Lewisham turned over sharply without finishing that 
page 

“ My life at Clapham,” continued the letter, “ has 
irked me for some time, and to tell you the truth, the 
spectacle of vour vigorous young happiness — yon are 
having a very good time, you know, fighting the world — 
reminded me of the passing years To be frank in self- 
criticism, theie IS more than a touch of the New Woman 
about me, and I feel I have still to live my own life 
What a beautiful phrase that is — to live one’s own life ' 
— ^redolent of honest scorn for moral plagiarism No 
Imiiatio ChrtsU in that I long to see more of 

men and cities I begin late, I know, to live my 
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own life, bald as I am and grey whiskered, but better 
late than never Why should the educated girl have the 
monopoly of the game? And after all, the whiskers 
will dye 

There are things — touch upon them lightlj- — that 
will presently astonish Lagune ” Lewisham became moie 
attentive “I marvel at that man, gi ubbing hungry for 
marvels amidst the almost incredibly marvellous What 
can be the nature of a man who gapes after Poltergeists 
with the miracle of his own silly existence (inconsequent, 
reasonless, unfathomably weird) nearer to him than 
breathing and closer than hands and feet What is 
for, that he should wonder at Poltergeists? I am 
astonished these by no means flimsy psychic phenomena 
do not turn upon their investigators, and that a Research 
Society of eminent illusions and hallucinations does not 
pursue Lagune with sceptical inquiries Take his house 
— expose the alleged man of Chelsea’ A frton they 
might argue that a thing so vain, so unmeaning, so 
strongly beset by cackle, could only be the diseased 
imagining of some hystencal phantom Do you believe 
that such a thing as Lagune exists ? I must own to the 
gravest doubts But happily his banker is of a more 
credulous type than I Of all that Lagune will 

tell you soon enough 

Lewisham read no more ‘‘ I suppose he thought 
himself clever when he wrote that rot,” said Lewisham 
bitterly, throwing the sheets forcibly athwart the table 
^'The simple fact is, he^s stolen, or forged, or some- 
thing — ^and bolted ” 

There was a pause What will become of Mother ?” 
said Ethel 

Lewisham looked at Mother and thought for a 
moment Then he glanced at Ethel 

We’re all in the same boat,” said Lewisham 
I don’t want to give any trouble to a single human 
being,” said Mrs Chaflery 

“ I think you might get a man his tea, Ethel,” said 
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Lev^isham sitting down suddenly, “anyhow” He 
drummed on the table with his fingers “ I have to get 
to Walham Green by a quarter to seven ’ 

“Wehe all in the same boat/’ he repeated after an 
interval, and continued drumming He was chiefly 
occupied by the curious fact that they were all in the 
same boat What an extraordinary faculty he had for 
acquiring responsibility* He looked up suddenly and 
caught Mrs Chaflery’s tearful eye directed to Ethel and 
full of distressful interrogation, and his perplexity was 
suddenly changed to pity “ It’s all right, Mother,” he 
said “ I’m not going to be unreasonable I’ll stand 
by you ” 

“ Ah *” said Mrs Chaffery “ As if I didn’t know *” 
and Ethel came and kissed him 

He seemed in imminent danger of universal embraces 
“ I wish you’d let me have my tea,” he said And 
while he had his tea he asked Mrs Chaffery questions 
and tried to get the new situation into focus 

But even at ten o’clock when he was returning hot and 
jaded from Walham Green he was still trying to get the 
Siltuation into focus There were vague ends and blank 
walls of interrogation in the matter, that perplexed 
him 

He knew that his supper would be only the prelude 
to an interminable “talking over,” and indeed he did 
not get to bed until nearly two By that time a course 
of action was already agreed upon Mrs Chaffery was 
tied to the house in Clapham by a long lease and thither 
they must go The ground floor and first floor were let 
unfurnished, and the rent of these practically paid the 
rent of the house The Chafferys occupied basement 
and second floor There was a bedroom on the second 
floor formerly let to the first floor tenants, that he and 
Ethel could occupy, and in this an old toilet table could 
be put for such studies as were to be prosecuted at 
home Ethel could have her typewriter in the subter- 
ranean breakfast-room Mrs Chaffery and Ethel must 
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do the catering and the bulk of the housework, and as 
soon as possible, since letting lodgings would not square 
with Lewisham’s professional pride, they must get nd 
of the lease that bound them and take some smaller and 
more suburban residence If they did that without 
leaving any address it might save their feelings from 
any return of the prodigal Chaffery 

Mrs Chaffery’s frequent and pathetic acknowledg 
ments of Lewisham’s goodness only partly relieved hi 
disposition to a philosophical bitterness And the 
piactical issues were complicated by excursions upon the 
subject of Chaffery, what he might have done, and 
where he might have gone, and whether by any chance 
he might not return 

When at last Mrs Chaffery, after a violent and tearful 
kissing and blessing of them both — they were “ good 
dear children,” she said — ^had departed, Mr and Mis 
Lewisham returned into their sitting-room Mrs Lewis- 
ham’s little face was enthusiastic You’re a Trump,” 
she said, extending the willing arms that were his reward 
** 1 know,” she said, I know, and all to-night I have 
been loving you Dear ' Dear ’ Dear ” 

The next day Lewisham was too full of engagements 
to communicate with Lagune, but the following morn- 
ing he called and found the psychic investigator busy 
with the proofs of Hesperus He welcomed the young 
man cordially nevertheless, conceiving him charged with 
the questions that had been promised long ago— it 
was evident he knew nothing of Lewisham’s marriage 
Lewisham stated his case with some bluntness 

** He was last here on Saturday,” said Lagune You 
have always been inclined to suspicion about him Have 
you any grounds?” 

“ You’d better read this,” said Lewisham, repressing 
a grim smile, and he handed Lagune Chaffery’s letter 
He glanced at the little man ever and again to see if 
he had come to the personal portion, and for the rest of 
the time occupied himself with an envious inventory of 
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the writing appointments about him No doubt the boy 
with the big ears had had the same sort of thing 
When Lagune came to the question of his real identity 
he blew out his cheeks in the most astonishing way but 
made no other sign 

“Dear, dear’” he said at last “My bankers’” 

He looked at Lewisham with the exaggerated mildness 
of his spectacled eye “What do you think it means?” 
he asked “ Has he gone mad? We have been conduct 
mg some experiments involving — considerable mental 

strain He and I and a lady Hypnotic ** 

“ I should look at my cheque-book if I were you ’ 
Lagune produced some keys and got out his cheque 
book He turned over the counterfoils “ There’s 
nothing wrong here,” he said, and handed the book to 
Lewisham 

“ Um,” said Lewisham “ I suppose this — I say, zs 
thzs right?” 

He handed back the book to Lagune, open at the 
blank counterfoil of a cheque that had been removed 
Lagune stared and passed his hand over his forehead in 
a confused way “ I can’t see this,” he said 

Lewisham had never heard of post hypnotic sugges 
tion and he stood incredulous “You can’t see that?’ 
he said “ What nonsense ’ ” 

“ I can t see it, ’ repeated Lagune 
For some seconds Lewisham could not get away from 
stupid repetitions of his inquiry Then he hit upon a 
collateral pi oof “But look here’ Can you see tkts 

counterfoil ?” 

‘ Plainly,” said I agune 
“ Can you read the number ?” 

“ Five thousand two hundred and seventy-nine ” 
“Well, and this?” 

“ Five thousand two hundred and eight-one ” 

“Well — ^where’s five thousand two hundred and 
eighty ?” 

Lagune began to look uncomfortable Surely,” 
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he said, “he has not — Will ;^ou read it out — the 
cheque, the counterfoil I mean, that I am unable 
to see ” 

“ It’s blank, said Lewisham with an iriesistible grin 
“ Surelj-,” said Lagune, and the discomfort of his 
expression deepened “Do you mind if I call m a 
servant to confirm 

Lewisham did not mind, and the same girl who had 
admitted him to the seance appeared When she had 
given her evidence she went again As she left the 
room by the door behind Lagune her eyes met 
Lewisham’s, and she lifted her eyebrows, depressed her 
mouth and glanced at Lagune with a meaning expression 
“ I’m afraid,” said Lagune, “ that I have been 
shabbily treated Mr Chaffery is a man of indisputable 
powers — indisputable powers, but I am afraid — I am 
very much afraid he has abused the conditions of the 
experiment All this — ^and his insults — touch me 
rather nearly ” 

He paused Lewisham rose “ Do you mind if you 
come again asked Lagune with gentle politeness 
Lewisham was surprised to find himself sorr) 

“ He was a man of extraordinary gifts,” said Lagune 
“ I had come to rely upon him My cash 

balance has been rather heavy lately How he came 
to know of that I am unable to say Without supposing, 
that is, that he had very remarkable gifts ” 

When Lewisham saw Lagune again he learnt the 
particulars of Chaffery’s misdeed and the additional 
fact that the “lady” had also disappeared “That’s 
a good job,” he remarked selfishly “ There’s no chance 
of hzs coming back ” He spent a moment trying to 
imagine the “lady”, he realised more vividly than he 
had ever done before the narrow range of his expeiience, 
the bounds of his imagination These people also — 
with grey hair and truncated honour — had their 
emotions ’ Even it may be glowing ^ He came 
back to facts Chaffery had induced Lagune when 
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hypnotised to sign a blank cheque as an “ autograph 
“ The strange thing is,” explained Lagune, ‘ it’s 
doubtful if he’s legally accountable The law is so 
peculiar about hypnotism, and I certainly signed the 
cheque, you know ” 

The little man, in spite of his losses, was now almost 
cheerful again on account of a curious side issue “ You 
may say it is coincidence,” he said, “ you may call it a 
fluke, but I prefer to look for some other interpretation 
Consider this The amount of my balance is a secret 
between me and my bankers He never had it from 
me, for I did not know it — I hadn’t looked at my 
pass book for months But he drew it all in one 
cheque, within seventeen and sixpence of the total 
And the total was over five hundred pounds’” 

He seemed quite bright again as he culminated 
“ Within seventeen and sixpence,” he said “ Now 
how do you account for that, eh ? Give me a material- 
istic explanation that will explain away all that You 
can’t Neither can I ” 

“ I think I can,” said Lewisham 
‘Well — ^what is it?” 

Lewisham nodded towards a little drawer of the 
bureau “ Don’t you think — ^perhaps ” — ^a little ripple 
of laughter passed across his mind — he had a skeleton 
key?” 

Lagune’s face lingered amusingly in Lewisham’s 
mind as he returned to Clapham But after a time that 
amusement passed away He declined upon the extra 
ordinary fact that Chaffery was his father in law, Mrs 
Chaffery his mother in-law, that these two and Ethel 
constituted his family, his clan, and that grimy grace 
less house up the Clapham hillside was to be his home 
Home’ His connection with these things as a point 
of worldly departure was as inexorable now as though 
he had been born to it And a }'ear ago, except for a 
fading reminiscence of Ethel, none of these people had 
existed for him The ways of Destiny ’ The happen 
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mgs of the last few months, foreshortened in perspec- 
tive, seemed to have almost a pantomimic rapidity 
The thing took him suddenly as being laughable, and 
he laughed 

His laugh marked an epoch Never before had 
Lewisham laughed at any fix in which he had found 
himself The enormous seriousness of adolescence was 
coming to an end, the days of his growing were num 
bered It was a laugh of infinite admissions 
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jL V OW although Lewisham had promised to bring 
things to a conclusion with Miss Heydinger, he did 
nothing in the matter for five weeks, he merely left 
that crucial letter of hers unanswered In that time 
their removal from Madam Gadow's into the gaunt 
house at Clapham was accomplished — ^not without poly 
glot controversy — and the young couple settled them 
selves into the little room on the second floor even as 
they had arranged And there it was that suddenly the 
world was changed — ^was astonishingly transfigured — by 
a whisper 

It was a whisper between sobs and tears, with Ethel’s 
arms about him and Ethel’s hair streaming down so 
that It hid her face from him And he too had 
whispered, dismayed perhaps a little, and yet feeling a 
strange pride, a strange novel emotion, feeling altogether 
different from the things he had fancied he might feel 
when this thing that he had di ended should come 
Suddenly he perceived finality, the advent of the solu 
tion, the reconciliation of the conflict that had been 
waged so long Hesitations were at an end — ^he took 
his line 
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Next day he wrote a note and two mornings later 
he started for his mathematical duffers an hour before 
It was absolutely necessary, and instead of going directly 
to Vigours’, went over the bridge to Battersea Park 
There waiting for him by a seat where once they had 
met before, he found Miss Heydinger pacing They 
walked up and down side by side, speaking for a little 
while about indifferent topics, and then they came upon 
a pause 

''You have something to tell me?” said Miss Hey- 
dinger abruptly 

Lewisham changed colour a little “ Oh yes,” he 
said, the fact is — ” He affected ease “ Did I ever 
tell you I was mariied?” 

^^Marnedr^ 

‘‘Yes ” 

“ Married’” 

Yes,” a little testily 

For a moment neither spoke Lewisham stood with- 
out dignity staring at the dahlias of the London County 
Council, and Miss Heydinger stood regarding him 
‘‘And that is what you have to tell me?” 

Mr Lewisham turned and met her eyes “Yes’” 
he said “ That is what I have to tell you ” 

Pause “ Do you mind if I sit down,” asked Miss 
Heydinger in an indifferent tone 

“There is a seat yonder,” said Lewisham, “under 
the tree” 

They walked to the seat in silence 
“Now,” said Miss Heydinger, quietly “Tell me 
whom you have married ” 

Lewisham answered sketchily She asked him another 
question and another He felt stupid and answered with 
a halting truthfulness 

“ I might have known,” she said, “ I might have 
known Only I would not know Tell me some more 
Tell me about her ” 

Lewisham did The whole thing was abominably 



IN BATTERSEA PARK 


1091 

disagreeable to him, but it had to be done, he had 
promised Ethel it should be done Presently Miss 
Heydinger knew the mam outline of his story, knew 
all his story except the emotion that made it credible 
‘‘And you were married — before the second examina- 
tion?” she repeated 

“ Yes,” said Lewisham 

“But why did vou not tell me of this before?” asked 
Miss Heydinger 

“ I don*t know,” said Lewisham “ I wanted to — 
that day, in Kensington Gardens But I didn’t I 
suppose I ought to have done so ” 

“ I think you ought to have done so ” 

“Yes, I suppose I ought But I didn’t Some- 
how — It has been hard I didn’t know what you would 
say The thing seemed so rash, you know, and all 
that ” 

He paused blankly 

“ I suppose you had to do it,” said Miss Heydinger 
presently, with her eyes on his profile 

Lewisham began the second and more difficult part 
of his explanation “There’s been a difficulty,” he 
said, “all the way along — I mean — about you, that is 
It’s a little difficult — The fact is, my wife, you 
know — She looks at things differently from what 
we do ” 

“ We?” 

“ Yes — It’s odd, of course But she has seen your 
letters 

“You didn’t show her ?” 

“No But, I mean, she knows you write to me, 
and she knows you write about Socialism and Litera 
ture and — things we have in common — things she 
hasn’t ” 

“You mean to say she doesn’t understand these 
things?” 

“ She’s not thought about them I suppose there’s 
a sort of difference in education ” 
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“ No,” said Lewisham, lying promptly “ She 
doesn’t ohpci ” 

“Well?” Sftid Miss Heydmger, and her face was 
white 

“ She feels that — She feels — she does not say, of 
course, but I know she feels that it is something she 
ought to share I know — how she cares for me And 
it shames her — it reminds her — Don’t you see how 
It hurts her?” 

“Yes I see So that even that little — ” Miss 
Heydinger’s breath seemed to catch and she was 
abruptly silent 

She spoke at last with an effort “ That it hurts me ” 
she said, and grimaced and stopped again 

“ No,” said Lewisham, “ that is not it ” He hesi 
tated 

“ I knew this would hurt you ” 

“ You love her You can sacrifice ” 

“No It IS not that But there is a difference 
Hurting her — she would not understand But you — 
somehow it seems a natural thing for me to come to 
you I seem to look to you — For her 1 am always 

making allowances 

“ You love her ” 

“ I wonder if it ts that makes the difference Things 
are so complex Love means anything — or nothing I 
know you better than I do her, you know me better 
than she will ever do I could tell you things I 
could not tell her I could put all myself before 
you — almost — and know you w'-ould understand — 
Only ” 

“ You love her ” 

“Yes,” said Lewisham lamely and pulling at his 
moustache “ I suppose that must be it ” 

For a space neither spoke Then Miss Heydmger 
said “ Oh /” with extraordinary emphasis 

“To think of this end to it alH That all your 
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phantom greatness of liis, it was that lit her eyes In 
that instant at least he had no doubts of the possibility 
of his Career But he knew that in some way the 
secret of his greatness and this admiration went together 
Conceivably they were one and indivisible Why 
indeed need Ethel know? His imagination ran over 
the things that might be done, the things that might 
happen, and touched swiftly upon complication, con- 
fusion, discoveiv 

‘‘The thing is, I must simplify my life I shall do 
nothing unless I simplify my life Only people who 
are well off can be — complex It is one thing or the 
other » 

He hesitated and suddenly had a vision of Ethel 
weeping as once he had seen her weep with the light on 
the tears in her eyes 

“ No,” he said almost brutally “ No It’s like 
this — I can’t do anything underhand I mean — Fm 
not so amazingly honest — now But I’ve not that soit 
of mind She would find me out It would do no good 
and she would find me out My life’s too complex 
I can’t manage it and go straight I — ^you’ve overrated 
me And besides — Things have happened Some- 
thing — ” He hesitated and then snatched at hris 
resolve I’ve got to simplify — and that’s the plain 
fact of the case I’m sorry, but it is so ” 

MiSb Heydinger made no answer Her silence 
astonished him For nearly twenty seconds perhaps 
they sat without speaking With a quick motion she 
stood up and at once he stood up before her Her face 
was flushed, her eyes downcast 

Good-bye,” she said suddenly in a low tone and 
held out her hand 

“ But,” said Lewisham and stopped Miss Hey- 
dinger’s colour left her 

‘^Good-bye,” she said, looking him suddenly in the 
eyes and smiling awry “There is no more to say, is 
there ? Good-bye ” 
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He took her hand « I hope I didn’t ” 

Good-bye,” she said impatiently, and suddenly 
disengaged her hand and turned away from him He 
made a step after her 

‘^Miss Heydinger,” he said, but she did not stop 
“ Miss Heydinger ” He realised that she did not want 
to answer him again 

He remained motionless, watching her retreating 
figure An extraordinary sense of loss came into his 
mind, a vague impulse to pursue her and pour out 
vague passionate protestations 

Not once did she look back She was already remote 
when he began hurrying after her Once he was in 
motion he quickened his pace and gained upon her 
He was within thirty yards of her as she drew near the 
gates 

His pace slackened Suddenly he was afraid she 
might look back She passed out of the gates, out of 
his sight He stopped, looking where she had disap- 
peared He sighed and took the pathway to his left 
that led back to the bridge and Vigours 

Halfway across this bridge came another crisis of 
indecision He stopped, hesitating An impertinent 
thought obtruded He looked at his watch and saw 
that he must hurry if he would catch the tram for 
Earl’s Court and Vigours He said Vigours might go 
to the devil 

But in the end he caught his train 
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JL HAT night about seven Ethel came into their room 
with a waste-paper basket she had bought for him, 
and found him sitting at the little toilet table at which 
he was to write ” The outlook was, for a London 
outlook, spacious, down a long slope of roofs towards 
the Junction, a huge sky of blue passing upward to the 
darkling zenith and downward into a hazy bristling 
mvstery of roofs and chimneys, from which emerged 
signal lights and steam puffs, gliding chains of lit win- 
dow carnages and the vague vistas of streets She 
showed him the basket and put it beside him, and then 
her eye caught the yellow document in his hand 
What IS that you have there 

He held it out to her, “ I found it — lining my yellow 
box I had It at Whortley ” 

She took It and perceived a chronological scheme It 
was headed “ Schema,” there were memoranda in the 
margin, and all the dates had been altered by a hasty 
hand 

Hasn’t It got yellow?” she said 
That seemed to him the wrong thing for her to say 
He stared at the document with a sudden accession of 
1096 
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sympathy There was an inteival He became aware 
of her hand upon his shoulder, that she was bending 
over him Dear,” she whispered, with a strange 
change in the quality of her voice He knew she was 
seeking to sa) something that was difficult to say 
Yes he said presently 
‘‘ You are not grieving 
*‘What about?” 

This 

‘‘No’” 

“You are not — you are not even sorry?” she said 
“ No — not even sorry ” 

“ I can’t understand that It’s so much 

“ I’m glad,” he proclaimed “ Glad ” 

“ But — the trouble — the expense— everything — and 
your work ?” 

“ Yes,” he said, “ that’s just it ” 

She looked at him doubtfully He glanced up at 
her, and she questioned his eyes He put his arm 
about her, and presently and almost absent-mindedly she 
obeyed his pressure and bent down and kissed him 
“ It settles things,” he said holding her “ It joins us 
Don’t you see? Before But now it’s different 

It’s something we have between us It’s something 
that It’s the link we needed It will hold us 

together, cement us together It will be our life This 
Will be my work now The other ” 

He faced a truth “It was just vanity’” 

There was still a shade of doubt in her face, a wist- 
fulness 

Presently she spoke 
“ Dear,” she said 
“ Yes?” 

She knitted her brows “No’” she said “I can’t 
say It ” 

In the interval she came into a silting position on 
his knees 

He kissed her hand, but her face remained grave, 
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and she looked out upon the twilight ** I know Fm 
stupid,” she said The things I say aren’t the 

things I feel ” 

He waited for her to say more 
It’s no good,” she said 

He felt the onus of expression lay on him He too 
found It a little difficult to put into words “ I think 
I understand,” he said, and wrestled with the im- 
palpable The pause seemed long and yet not altogether 
vacant She lapsed abruptly into the prosaic She 
started from him 

‘‘ If I don’t go down. Mother will get supper ” 

At the door she stopped and turned a twilight face 
to him For a moment they scrutinised one another 
To her he was no more than a dim outline Impul- 
sively he held out his arms 

Then at the sound of a movement downstairs she 
freed herself and hurried out He heard her call 

Mother ^ You’re not to lay supper You’re to rest ” 

He listened to her footsteps until the kitchen had 
swallowed them up Then he turned his eyes to the 
Schema again and for a moment it seemed but a little 
thing 

He picked it up in both hands and looked at it as 
if It was the writing of another man, and indeed it was 
the writing of another man “ Pamphlets in the Liberal 
Interest,” he read, and smiled 

Presently a train of thought cairied him off His 
attitude relaxed a little, the Schema became for a time 
a mere symbol, a point of departure, and he stared Out 
of the window at the darkling night For a long time 
he sat pursuing thoughts that were half emotions, emo- 
tions that took upon themselves the shape and substance 
of ideas The deepening current stirred at last among 
the roots of speech 

" Yes, It was vanity,” he said “ A boy’s vanity For 
me — anyhow I’m too two-sided Two-sided? 

Commonplace * 
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‘‘Dreams like mine — ^abilities like mine Yes — any 
man ’ And yet The things I meant to do * ” 

His thoughts went to his Socialism, to his red hot 
an^ition of world mending He marvelled at the vistas 
hemad discovered since those days 
^ Not for us — Not for us 

“We must perish in the wilderness — Some day 
Somewhen But not for us 
“ Come to think, it is all the Child The future is 
me Child The Future What are we — ^any of us — 
put servants or traitors to that? 

“ Natural Selection — it follows this way is 
happiness must be There can be no other 
He sighed “ To last a lifetime, that is 
“And yet — ^it is almost as if Life had played me a 
trick — ^promised so much — ^given so little* 

“No* One must not look at it in that way? That 
will not do * That will not do 

“Career* In itself it is a career — the most impor- 
tant career in the world Father* Why should I 
want more? 

“ And Ethel * No wonder she seemed shallow 
She has been shallow No wonder she was rest- 
less Unfulfilled What had she to do? She was 

drudge, she was toy 

“Yes This is life This alone is life* For this we 
were made and born All these other things — ^all other 
things — they are only a sort of play 
“ Play’” 

His eyes came back to the Schema His hands shifted 
^to the opposite corner and he hesitated The vision of 
that arranged Career, that ordered sequence of work 
and successes, distinction and yet further distinctions, 
rose bn^iitly from the symbol Then he compressed 
his lips and tore the yellow sheet in half, tearing very 
deliberately He doubled the halves and tore again, 
doubled again very carefully and neatly until the Schema 
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was torn into numberless little pieces With it he 
seemed to be tearing his past self 

“ Play/’ he whispered after a long silence 
‘‘It IS the end of adolescence/’ he said, “the endgjj 
empty dreams ’ 

He became very still, his hands resting on the 
his eyes staring out of the blue oblong of the window 
The dwindling light gathered itself together and 
became a star 

He found he was still holding the torn fiagmentSi 
He stretched out his hand and dropped them into that 
new waste paper basket Ethel had bought Jor him 
Iwo pieces fell outside the basket He stooped 
picked them up and put them carefully with then 
fellows 





